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PREFAO E. 



All my life I have been a student of French memoir-history. 
In this species of literature France is remarkably rich. There exist 
contemporary memoirs and chronicles, from a very early period down 
to the present time, in which are preserved not only admirable out- 
looks over general events, but details of language, character, dress, 
and manners, not to be found elsewhere. I was bold enough to 
fancy that somewhat yet remained to tell — say, of the caprices 
and eccentricities of Louis XIIL, of the homeliness of Henri Quatre, 
of the feminine tenderness of Gabrielle d'Estr^es, of the lofty piety 
and unquestioning confidence of Louise de Lafayette, of the romantic 
vicissitudes of Mademoiselle de liontpensier ; and that some pictures 
might be made of these old French personages for English readers in 
a way that should portray the substance and 6j)irit of history, without 
affecting to maintain its form and dress. 

In all I have written I have sought carefully to work into my 
dialogue each word and sentence recorded of the individual, every 
available trait of peculiarity of character to be found in contem- 
porary memoirs, every tradition that has come down to us. 

To be true to life has been my object. Keeping close to the back- 
ground of history, I have endeavored to group the figures of my fore- 
ground as they grouped themselves in actual life. I have framed 
them in the frames in which they really lived. 

FRANCES ELLIOT. 
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CHAPTER I. 



FBANCIS I. 



"TTT^ ^^^ ^ *^® sixteenth century. 
VV Europe is young in artistic life. 
The minds of men arc moved by the 
discussions, councils, protests, and con- 
tentions of the Reformation. The print- 
ing-press is spreading knowledge into 
every corner of the globe. 

At this period, three highly-educated 
and unscrupulous young men divide the 
power of Europe. They are Henry VIII. 
of England, Charles V. of Austria, and 
Francis I. of France. Each is magnifi- 
cent in taste; each is desirous of power 
and conquest. Each acts as a spur to 
the others both in peace and in war. 
They introduce the cultivated tastes, the 
retined habits, the freedom of thought 
of modem life, and from the period in 
which they flourish modern history dates. 

Of these three monarchs, Francis is 
the boldest, cleverest, and most profli- 
gate. The elegance, refinement, and 
luxury of his court, are unrivalled; and 
this luxury strikes the senses from its 
contrast with the frugal habits of the 
ascetic Louis XI. and the homely Louis 
XXL 

His reign educated Europe, If am- 
bition led him toward Italy, it was as 
much to capture the arts of that classic 



land and to bear them back in triumph 
to France, as to acquire the actual ter- 
ritory. Francis introduced the French 
Renaissance, that subtle union of elabo- 
rate ornamentation with purity of design 
which was the renovation of art. Wh^n 
and how ho acquired such exact appre- 
ciation of the beautiful is unexplained. 
That he possessed judgment and taste is 
proved by the monuments he left behind, 
and by his patronage of the greatest mas- 
ters of their several arts. 

The wealth of beauty and color, the 
flowing lines of almost divine expression 
in the works of the Italian painters of 
the Cinque-cento, delighted the sensuous 
soul of Francis. Wherever he liTcd ho 
gathered treasures of their art around 
him. Such a nature as his had no sym- 
pathy with the meritorious but precise 
elaboration of the contemporary Dutch 
school, led by the Van Eycks and Hol- 
bein. It was Leonardo da Vinci, the 
head of the Milanese school, who blended 
power and tenderness, that Francis de- 
lighted to honor. He brought Cellini, 
Primaticcio, and Leonardo, from Italy, 
and never wearied of their company. 
He established the aged Leonardo at the 
ChAteau de Clos, near his own castle of 
Amboise, where the painter is said to 
have died in the arms of his royal patron. 

As an architect, Francis left his mark 
beyond any other sovereign of Europe. 
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He transformed the gloomy fortress-home 
— embattled, turreted, and moated — into 
the elaborately-decorated, manorial ch4- 
teau. The bare and foot-trodden space 
without, enclosed with walls of defence, 
was clianged into green lawns and over- 
arching bowers breaking the vista tow- 
ard the royal forest, the flowing river, 
and the open champaign. 

Francis had u mania for building. 
Like Louis XIV., who in the century 
following built among the sand-hills of 
Versailles, Francis insisted on creating a 
fairy-palace amid the flat and dusty plains 
of Sologne. Here the Kenaissance was 
to achieve its triumph. At Chambord, 
near Blois, were massed every device, 
decoration, and eccentricity of his favor- 
ite style. So identified was this place 
with its creator, that even his intriguing 
life peeps out in the double staircase un- 
der the central tower — ^representing the 
gigantic Jleur - de - li/a in stone — where 
these who ascend are invisible to those 
who descend ; in the doors, concealed in 
^jliding panels behind the arras; and in 
many double walls and secret stairs. 

Azay le Rideau, built on a beautifully- 
wooded island on the river Indre, though 
less known than Chambord, was and is 
an exquisite specimen of the Renaissance. 
It owes the fascination of its graceful 
outlines and peculiar ornamentation to 
the ijiastcr-hand which has graven his 
crowned F and Salamander on its quaint 
facades. The Louvre and Fontainebleau 
are also signed by these monograms. He 
and his son, Henry II., made these piles 
the historic monuments we now behold. 

Such was Francis, the artist. As a 
soldier, he followed in the steps of Bay- 
ard, san^ peur et sans reproche, lie per- 
fected that poetic code of honor which 
reconciles the wildest courage with gen- 
erosity toward an enemy. A knight-er- 
rant in love of danger and adventure, 
Francis comes to us as the perfect typo 
of the chivalrous Frenchman ; ready to 
do battle on any provocation either as 
king or gentleman, either at the head of 
his army, in the tournament, or in the 
duello. He loved all that was gay, 



bright, and beautiful. He delighted in 
the repose of peace, yet no monarch ever 
plunged his counti'y into more ruinous 
and causeless wars. TJiough capable of 
the tenderest and purest aflection, no man 
was ever more heartless and cruel in 
principle and conduct. 

Francis, Due de Valois, was educnted 
at home by his mother, Madame Louise 
deSavoie, Duchessed'Angoul^ine, Regent 
of France, together with his brilliant sis- 
ter. Marguerite, "the pearl of the Va- 
lois," poetess, story-teller, artist, end 
politician. Each of these royal ladies 
was tenderly attached to the clever, 
handsome youth, and together formed 
what they chose to call "a trinity of 
love." The old Castle of Amboise, in 
I'ouraine, the favorite abode of Louis 
XII., continued to be their home after 
his death. Here, too, the hand of Francis 
is to be traced in sculptured windows 
and architectural facades, in noble halls 
and broad galleries, and in the stately 
terraced gardens overlooking the Loire 
which flows beneath its walls. Here, 
under the formal lime-alleys and flower- 
ing-groves, or in the shadow of the still 
fortified bastions, the brother and sister 
sat or wandered side by side, on many a 
summer-day ; i-ead and talked of poetry 
and troubadours, of romance and chival- 
ry, of Arthur, Roland, end Charlemagne, 
of spells and witcheries, and of Merlin 
the enchanter, whose magic failed before 
a woman's glance. 

Printing at that time having become 
general, literature of all kinds circulated 
in every direction, stirring men's minds 
with fresh tides of knowledge. Margue- 
rite de Valois, who was called " the tenth 
Muse," dwelt upon poetry and fiction, 
and already meditated her Boccaccio-like 
stories, afterward to be published under 
the title of the " Heptameron." Francis* 
gloated over such adventures as were 
detailed in the roundelay of the " Four 
Sons of Aymon," a ballad of that day ; 
devoured the history of "Amadis do 
Gaul," and tried his hand in twisting 
many a love-rhyme, after the fashion of 
the "Romaunt of the Rose." 
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In such an idyllic life of love, of soli- 
tode, and of thought, full of the huiuan- 
izing courtesies of family life, was formed 
the paradoxical character of Francis, who, 
Above all men, possessed what tlie French 
<1 escribe as " the reverse of liis qualities.*' 
His fierce passions still slumbered, his im< 
agination was filled with poetry, his heart 
heat higli with the endearing love of a 
hrothcr and a son. His reckless courage 
Tented itself in the chase, among the 
roval forests of Amboise and of Chante- 
lonp, that darkened the adjacent hills, or 
in a tussle with the boorish citizens, or 
travelling merchants, in the town be- 
low. 

Thus he grew into manhood, his 
stately yet condescending manners, hand- 
some person, and romantic courage, gain- 
ing him devoted adherents. Yet^ when 
we remember that Francis served as the 
type for Hugo's play of " Le Roi a'amusej*^ 
wo pause and — think. 



CHAPTER II. 

OITARLES DE BOURBON. 

The court is at Amboise. Francis is 
only twenty, and still solicits the advice 
of his mother, Louise de Savoie, regent 
during his minority. Marguerite, now 
married to the Due dWlengon, has also 
considerable influence over him. Both 
these princesses, who are with him at 
Amboise, insist on the claims of their 
kinsman, Charles de Montpensicr, Due 
de Bourhon — in right of his wife, Su- 
zanne, only daughter and heiress of 
Pierre, the last duke — to be appointed 
Constable of France. It is an office next 
in power to the sovereign, and has not 
been revived since the trensonable con- 
spiracy of the Comte de St.-Pol, in the 
reign of Louis XI. 

Bourbon is only twenty-six, hut he is 
already a hero. He has braved death 
Again and again in the battle-field with 
dauntless valor. In person he is tall and 
handsome. In manners, he is frank, hold, 
and prepossessing; but, when offended. 



his proud nature easily turns to vindic- 
tive and almost savage revenge. Invested 
with the double dignity of general of the 
royal forces and Constable of France, he 
comes to Amboise to salute the king and 
the princesses, who are both strangely 
interested in his career, and to take the 
last commands from Francis, who docs 
not now propose accompanying his army 
into Italy. 

There is a restless, mobile expression 
on Bourbon's dark yet comely face, that 
tells of strong passions ill suppressed. A 
man capable of ardent nnd devoted love, 
and of bitter hate ; his marriage with his 
cousin Suzanne, lately dead, liad been al- 
together a political alli.ince to bring him 
royal kindred, wealth, and power. Su- 
zanne had failed to interest his heart. It 
is said that another passion has long en- 
gaged him. Francis may have some hint 
as to who the lady is, and may resent 
Bourbon's presumption. At all events, 
the constable is no favorite with the king. 
He dislikes his fanfaronnade and haugh- 
ty address. He loves not either to see a 
subject of his own age so powerful and so 
magnificent ; it trenches too much on his 
own prerogatives of success. Besides, as 
lads, Bourbon and Francis had quarrelled 
at a game of maille. The king had chal- 
lenged Bourbon, but had never fought 
him, and Bourbon resented this refusal 
as an affront to his honor. 

The constable, mounted on a splendid 
charger, with housings of black velvet, 
and attended by a brilliant suite, gallops 
into the court-yard. His fine person is 
set off by a rich surcoat, worn over a 
suit of gilded armor. He wears a red- 
nnd-white panache in his helmet, and his 
sword and dagger are thickly incrusted 
with diamonds. 

At the top of the grand staircase are 
posted one hundred archers ; royal pages 
conduct the constable througli the range" 
of state apartments. 

The king receives Bourbon in the groat 
gallery hung with tapestry. He is seated 
on a chair of state, ornamented with elab- 
orate carving, on which the arms of Franco 
are in high relief. This chair is placed on 
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& raised floor, or dais, covered with a car- 
pet. Beside him stands the grand master 
of the ceremonies, who introduces the 
constable to the king. Francis,' who in- 
clines his head and raises his cap for on 
instant, is courteous, hut cold. Marguerite 
d'Alen^on is present ; like Bourhon, she 
IS unhai)pil7 mated. The Due d'Alen- 
gon is, physicallj and mentally, her in- 
ferior. When the constable salutes the 
king. Marguerite stands apart. Conscious 
that her broth er^s eyes read her thoughts, 
she blushes deeply and averts her face. 
Bourbon advances to the spot where she 
is seated in the recess of an oriel window, 
lie bows low before her; Marguerite 
rises, and offers him her hand. Their 
eyes meet. There is no disguise in the 
passionate glance of the constable ; Mar- 
guerite, confused and embari'assed, turns 
away. 

'* Has your highness no wprd of kind- 
ness for vour kinsman ? " aavs the con- 
stable, in a low voice. 

"You know, cousin, your interests 
arc ever dear to me," replies she, in the 
same tone; then, courtesying deeply to 
the king, she takes the arm of her hus- 
band, M. d^\lenoon, who was killing file's 
at the window, and leaves the gallery. 

" Biahle I " says Francis to his confi- 
dant, Claude de Guise, in an undertone ; 
"My sister is scarcely civil to the consta- 
ble. Did you observe, she hardly an- 
swered him? All the better. It will 
teach Bourbon humility, and not to look 
too high for a mate." 

*'Yet her highness pleaded eagerly 
with your majesty for his advancement." 

"Yes, yes; that wns to please our 
mother. Suzanne de Bourbon was her 
cousin, and the regent promised her be- 
fore her death to support her husband's 
claims." 

Meanwhile, the constable receives, 
with a somewhat reserved and haughty 
civility, the compliments of the court. 
Ho is conscious «f an antagonistic at- 
mosphere. It is well known that the 
king loves hiifl not ; and whom the king 
loves not, neither does the courtier. 

A page then approaches, and invites 



the constable, in the name of Queen 
Claude, to join her afternoon circle. 
Meanwhile, he is charged to conduct 
the constable to an audience with the 
regent-mother, who awaits him in her 
apartments. 

The king had been cool and the prm- 
cess silent and reserved ; not so the Re- 
gent Louise de Savoie, who advances to 
meet the constable with unmistakable 
eagerness. 

" I congratulate you, my cousin," she 
says, holding out both her hands to him, 
which he receives kneeling, " on the dig- 
nity with which my son has invested you, 
I may add, that I was not altogether idle 
in the matter." 

" Your highness will, I hope, be jus- 
tified in the favor you have shown me," 
replies the constable, coldly. 

"Be seated, my cousin," continues 
Louise. " I have desired to pee you 
alone that I might fully explain with 
what grief I find myself obliged, by the 
express orders of my son, to dispute 
with a kinsman I so much esteem as 
yourself" — she pauses a moment, the 
constable bows gravely — "the inherit- 
unco of my poor cousin, yonr wife, Ma- 
dame Suzanne de Bourbon. Suzanne 
was dear to me, and you also, Consta- 
ble, have a high place in my regard." 

Louise ceases. She looks significantly 
at the constable, as if waiting for him to 
answer ; but he does not reply, and again 
bows. 

" I am placed," continues the regent^ 
the color gathering on her cheek, " in a 
most painful alternative. The chancel- 
lor has insisted on the legality of my 
claims — claims on the inheritance of 
your late wife, daughter of Pierre, Due 
de Bourbon, my cousin. I will not trou- 
ble you with details. My son urges the 
suit. My own feelings plead strongly 
against proceeding any further in the 
matter." She hesitates and stops. 

"Your highness is, of course, awaro 
that the loss of this suit would be abso- 
Inte ruin to me? " says Bourbon, looking 
hard at Louise. 

" I fear it would be most disastrous to 
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your fortunes. That they are dear to 
me, judge — you are by my interest made 
Constable of France, second only in pow- 
er to my son." 

** I have already expressed my grati- 
tude, madame." 

*' But, constable," continues Louise de 
Savoie, speaking with much animation, 
** why have you insisted on your claims — 
why not have trusted to the gratitude of 
the king toward a brave and zealous sub- 
ject ? Why not have counted on myself, 
who have both power and will, as I have 
shown, to protect you ? " 

"The generosity of the king and your 
highnesses favor, which I accept with 
gratitude, have nothing to do with the 
legal rights of my late wife's inheritance. 
I desire not, mudame, to bo beholden in 
such mutters even to your highness or to 
his rargcsty." 

''Well, constable, well, as you will; 
you aro, T know, of a proud and noble 
nature. But I have desired earnestly," 
and the regent rises and places herself 
on another chair nearer the constable, 
" to ascertain from your own lips if this 
suit cannot be settled d V amiable. There 
are many means of accommodating a law- 
suit, duke. Madame Anne, wife of two 
kings of France, saved Brittany from 
cruel wars in a manner worthy of imi- 
tation." 

"Truly," replies Bourbon, with a 
sigh ; " but I know not what princess 
of the blood would enable mo to accom- 
modate your highness^H suit in so agree- 
able a manner." 

" Have you not yourself formed some 
opinion on the subject ? " asks Louise, 
looking at the constable with undisguised 
tenderness. • 

" No, madame, I have not. Since the 
hand of your beautiful daughter, Madame 
Marguerite, is engaged, I know no one." 

" fiut " — and she hesitates, and again 
turns her eyes upon him, which the con- 
stable does not observe, as he is ac^usting 
the hilt of his dagger — " but — you forget, 
duke, that I am a widow." 

As she speaks she places her hand 
upon that of the constable, and gazes 



into his face. Bourbon starts violentlv 
and looks up. Louise de Savoie, still 
holding his hand, meets his gaze with 
an unmistakable expression. She is for- 
ty years old, but vain and intriguing. 
There is a pause. ^ Then the constable 
rises and drops the hand which had 
rested so softly ui)on his own. His 
handsome face darkens into a look of 
disgust. A flush of rage sends the blood 
tingling to the cheeks of Louise. 

"Your highness mistakes me," says 
Bourbon. "The respect I owe to his 
niiyesty, the disparity of our years, my 
own feelings, all render such a union 
impossible. Your highness does me great 
honor, but I do not at present intend to 
contract any other alliance. If his ma- 
jesty goes to law with me, why, I will 
fight him, madame — that is all." 

" Enough," answers Louise, in a 
hoarse voice, "I understand." The con- 
stable makes a profound obeisance and 
retires. 

This interview was the first act in 
that long and intricate drama by which 
the spite of a mortified woman drove 
the Due de Bourbon — ^tho greatest gen- 
eral of his age, under whom the arms 
of France never knew defeat — to become 
a traitor to his king and to France. 



CHAPTER Iir. 

BnOIHER AND SISTEIi. 

Years have passed ; Francis, with his 
wife. Queen Claude, daughter of Louis 
Xn. and Anno of Brittany, is at Cham- 
bord, in the Touraine. Claude, but for 
the Salic law, would have been Queen of 
France. In her childhood she was af- 
fianced to Charles, son of Philip the Fair, 
afterward Charles V. of Germany, the 
great rival of Francis. Francis had never 
loved her; the union had been political; 
yet Claude is gentle and devoted, and he 
says of her, that " her soul is as a rose 
without a thorn." This queen— the darling 
of her parents^an neither hear the in- 
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diflference nor the infidelity of her brill- 
iant husband, and dies of her neglected 
love At the early ago of twenty -five. 

Marguerite d'Alen^on, the duke her 
husband, and the court, arc assembled 
for hunting in the forests of Sologne. 
Chambord, then but a gloomy mediaeval 
fortress, lying on low, swampy lands, on 
the banks of the river Casson, is barely 
large enough to accommodate the royal 
party. Already Francis meditates many 
changes ; the course of the river Loire, 
some fifteen miles distant, is to be turned, 
in order to bathe the walls of a sump- 
tuous palace, not yet fully conceived in 
the brain of the royal architect. 

It is spring ; Francis is seated in the 
broad embrasure of an oriel window, in 
An oak-panelled saloon, which looks tow- 
ard the surrounding forest. lie eagerly 
watches the gathering clouds that veil 
the sun and threaten to prevent the boar- 
hunt projected for that morning. Beside 
him, in the window, sits his sister Mar- 
guerite. She wears a black-velvet rid- 
ing-habit, faced with gold ; her luxuriant 
hair is gathered into a net under a plumed 
hat, on which a diamond aigrette glistens. 
At the farther end of the room Queen 
Claude is seated on a high-backed chair, 
richly carved, in the midst of her ladies. 
She is embroidering an altar-cloth; her 
face is pale and very plaintive. She is 
young, and, though not beautiful, there 
is an angelic expression in her large gray 
eyes, a dimpling sweetness about her 
mouth, that indicate n ntiture worthy to 
have won the love of any man, not such 
a libertine as Francis. Her dress is phiin 
and rich, of gray satin, trimmed with er- 
mine ; a jewelled coif is upon her head. 
She bends over her work, now and then 
raising her wistful eyes with an anxious 
look toward the king. The queen's hab- 
its are sedentary, and the issue of the 
hunting-party is of no personal interest 
to her ; she always remains at home witli 
her children and ladies. Many attendant 
lords, attired for hunting, are waiting his 
mcgesty's pleasure in the adjoining gal- 
lery. 

" Marguerite," says the king, turning 



to the Dnchesse d^\lengon, as the sun re- 
appears out of a bank of cloud, " the 
weather mends ; in a quarter of an hour 
wo shall start. Meanwhile, dear sister, 
sit beside me. Marbleu^ how well that 
riding-dress becomes you I You are very 
handsome, and worthy to be called the 
Rose of the Valois. There are few roval 
ladies in our court to compare to you ; " 
and Francis glances significantly at his 
gentle queen, busy over her embroidery, 
as if to say — " Would that she resembled 
you ! ■' 

Marguerite, proud of her brother's 
praise, reddens with pleasure, and reseats 
herself at his side. "By-and-byl shall 
knock down this sombre old fortress," 
continues Francis, looking out of the win- 
dow at the gloomy facade, "and trans- 
form it into a hunting chateau. The sit- 
uation pleases me, and the surrounding 
forest is full of game." 

" My brother," says Marguerite, inter- 
rupting him and speaking in an earnest 
voice, for her eyes have not followed tho 
direction of the king's, which are fixed 
on the prospect ; she seems not to have 
heard his remarks, and her bright look 
has changed into an anxious expression ; 
" my brother, tell me, have you decided 
upon the absolute ruin of Bourbon? 
Think how his haughty spirit must chafe 
under the repeated marks of your dis- 
pleasure." They are both silent. Mar- 
guerite's eyes are riveted upon tlio king. 
Francis is embarrassed. He averts his 
face from the suppliant look cast upon 
him by his sister, and again turns to the 
window, as if to watch the rapidly-pass- 
ing clouds. 

" My sister," he says at length, " Bour- 
bon is not a loyal subject; he is un- 
worthy of your regard." 

"Sire, I cannot believe it. Bourbon 
is no traitor! But, my brother, if ho 
were, have you not tried him sorely? 
Have you not driven him from you by an 
intolerable sense of iiyury? O Franci;., 
remember ho is our kinsman, your most 
zealous servant; did he not save your 
life at Marignano? Who among your 
generals is cool, daring, valiant, wise as 
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Bourbon? Has he not bomo onr flag 
triumphantly through Italy? Have the 
French troops under him ever known de- 
feat? Yet, my brother, yon have now 
publicly disgraced him." Her voice trem- 
bles with emotion ; she is very pale, and 
Jier eyes fill .with tears. 

^' By the mass, Marguerite, no living 
soul, save our mother, would dare to ad- 
dress me tlius ! " exclaims the king, turn- 
ing toward her. He is much moved. 
Then, examining her countenance, he 
adds: *^You are strangely agitated, my 
sister. What concern have you with the 
constable? Believe me, I have made 
Bourbon too powerful." 

"Not now, not now, Francis, when 
you have, at the request of a womnn — of 
Madame de GhAteaubriand, too — ^taken 
from him the government of Milan ; when 
he is superseded in his command ; when 
our mother is pressing on him a ruinous 
suit, with your sunction." 

At the name of Madame de GhAteau- 
briand Marguerite^s whole countenance 
darkens with anger, the king^s face grows 
crimson. 

** My sister, you plead Bourbon^s cause 
warmly — ^too warmly, methinks," and 
Francis turns his head aside to conceal 
his confusion. 

" Not only has your m^esty taken from 
liim the government of Milan," continues 
Marguerite, bitterly, unheeding the king's 
interruption, " but he has been replaced 
by Lautrec, brother of Madame de GhA- 
teaubriand, an inexperienced soldier, un- 
fitted for such an important post. Oh, my 
brother, you are driving Bourbon to des- 
pair. So great a general cannot hang up 
his victorious sword." 

"By my faith, sister, you press me 
hard," replies the king, recovering the 
gentle tone with which he always ad- 
dressed her ; " I will communicate with 
my council ; what you have said shall be 
duly considered. Meanwhile, if Bourbon 
inspires you with such interest, as it seems 
he does, tell him to humble his pride and 
submit himself to us, his sovereign and 
his master. If he do, he shall he greater 
than ever, I promise you." As he speaks 



he glances at Marguerite, whose eyes fall 
to the ground. "But see, my sister, the 
sun is sliining; and there is some one al- 
ready mounting in the court-yard. — Give 
the signal for departure, Comto de Saint- 
Vallier," says the king, in a louder voice, 
turning toward two gentlemen standing 
at an opposite window in the gallery. 
The king has to repeat his command be- 
fore the Cointe de Saint- Vallior heara 
him. " Saint- Vallier, you are in deep 
converse with De Pomp6rant. Is it love 
or war ? " 

" Neither, sire," replies the captain of 
the royal archers, looking embarrassed. 

"M. de Pomp6rant, are you going 
with us to-day to hunt the boar?" says 
the king, advancing toward them. 

"Sire," replies De Pomp6rant, bow- 
ing profoundly, "your migesty does me 
great honor ; but, with your leave, I will 
not accompany the hunt. Urgent busi- 
ness calls me from Ghambord." 

" Ah, coquin^ it is an assignation ; con- 
fess it," and a wicked gleam lights up the 
king's eyes. 

" No, sire, " says De Pomp6rant. " I go 
to join the Gonstabic do Bourbon, who is 
indisposed." 

"Ah I to join the constable ! " Fraii- 
cis pauses and looks at him. " I know ho 
is your friend," continues he, suddenly 
becoming very grave. " "Where is he ? " 

" At his fortress of Ghantelle, sire." 

" At Ghantelle 1 a fortified place, and 
without my permission. Truly, Monsieur 
de Pomp6rant, your friend is a daring 
subject. "What if I will not trust you in 
his company, and conmiand your attend- 
ance on our person here at Ghambord?" 

"Then, sire, I should obey," replies 
De Pomp6rant; "but let your gracious 
majesty remember the Due de Bourbon is 
ill ; he is a broken and ruined man, de- 
prived of your favor. Ghantelle is more 
a chAteau than a fortress." 

"Go, De Pomp6rant; I did but jest. 
Tell Bourbon, on the word of a king, that 
he has warm friends near my person ; 
that, if the regent-mother gains her suit 
against him, I will restore tenfold to him 
in money, lands, and honor. Adieu, Mon- 
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sieur do Pomp^rant. You aro dLsmissed. 
Bon voyaged 

Now, the troth was, that De Porap6- 
rant had come to Chambord upon a se- 
cret mission from Bourbon, who wished 
to assure himself of those gentlemen of 
the court upon whom he could rely in 
case of rebellion. The Comte de Saint- 
Yallier had just, while standing at the 
window, pledged his word to stand by 
Bourbon for life or death. 

The king is now mounting his horse in 
the court-yai'd, a noble bay with glitter- 
ing harness. Ho gives the signal of de- 
parture, which is echoed through the 
woodland recesses by the bugles of the 
huntsmen. A lovely lady attired in white 
has joined the royal retinue in the couil- 
yard. She rides on in front beside the 
king, who, the better to converse with 
her, has placed his hand upon her horse's 
neck. This is Fran^oise, Comtesse de 
ChAteaubriand, the favorite of the hour 
— at whose request Bourbon had been 
superseded in the government of Milan 
by her brother Lautrec. 

Behind this pair rides Marguerite 
d'Alen^on with her husband, the Comte 
de Guise, Montmorenci, Bonnivet, and 
other nobles. A largo cavalcade of cour- 
tiers foUows. Since her conversation 
with her brother. Marguerite looks 
thoughtful and anxious. She is so ab- 
sent that she does not even hear the 
l)rattlo of her husband, who is content to 
talk, and cares not for reply. On reach- 
ing the dense thickets of the forest she 
suddenly reins up her horse, and, falling 
back a little, beckons the Comte de Saint- 
Vallier to her side. 

''M. le Comte,'' she says,. in a loud 
voice, so as to be overheard by her hus- 
band and the other gentlemen riding in 
advance, " tell me, Avhen is the court to 
be graced by the presence of your incom- 
parable daughter, Madame Diane, Grande 
Seneschalo of Normandy ? " 

'* Madame," replies Saint - Vallier, 
**her husband, Monseigneur de Br6z6, 
is much occupied in his distant govern- 
ment. Diane is young, much younger 
than her husband. The court, mndame, 



is dangerously full of temptations to the 
young." 

** We lose a bright jewel by her ab- 
sence," says Marguerite, abstractedly. 
"M. le Comte," she continues, in a low 
voice, speaking quickly, and motioning to 
him with her hand to approach nearer, 
" I have something private to say to you. 
Ride close by my side. You are a friend 
of the Constable de Bourbon? " she asks, 
eagerly. 

" Yes, madame, I am." 

"You are, perhaps, his confidant? 
Speak freely to me ; I feel deeply the mis- 
fortunes of the duke. I would aid him 
if I could. Is there any foundation for 
the suspicion with which my brother re- 
gards him? You will not deceive me, 
Monsieur de Poitiers ? " 

Saint- Vallier does not answer at once. 
** The Constable de Bourbon will never, I 
trust, betray his majesty," replies he at 
last, with hesitation. 

'' Alas ! my poor cousin I Is that all 
the assurance you can give me. Monsieur 
de Saint-Vallier? Ohl he is incapable 
of treason," exclaims Marguerite, "with 
enthusiasm ; " I would venture my life, 
he is incapable of treason I " 

A courier passes them at this moment, 
riding with hot speed. He nears the 
king, who is now far on in front, and who, 
hearing the sound of the horse's hoofs, 
stops and listens. The messenger hands 
the king a dispatch. Francis hastily 
breaks the seal. It is from Lautrec, the 
new governor of Milan. Bourbon is in 
open rebellion. 

Bourbon in open rebellion ! This in- 
telligence necessitates the instant pres- 
ence of the king at Paris. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE QUALITY OF MEBCT. 

Fraxcib is at the Louvre, snrrounded 
by his most devoted friends and council- 
lors, Chabannes, La Tr^mouille, Bonni- 
vet, Montmorenci, Creqni, Cossfe, De 
Guise, and the two Du Bellays. The 
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Lonvre is still the isolated stronghold, 
castle, palace, and prison, surrounded by 
inoat>, walls, and bastions, built by Phi- 
lippe Auguste on the grassy margin of tiio 
Seine. In the centre of the inner court 
is a round tower, also moated, and de- 
fended by ramparts, ill-famed in feudal 
annals for its oubliettes and dungeons, 
under which the river flows. Four gates, 
with posterns and towers, open from the 
Louvre; that one opposite the Seine is 
the strongest. The southern gate — which 
is low and narrow, with statues on either 
hand of Charles V. and his w^ife, Jeanne de 
Bourbon — ^faces the Church of Saint-Ger- 
main I'Auxerrois.* Beyond are gardens 
and orchards, and a house called Fromen- 
teau, where lions are kept for the king's 
amusement. 

These are the days of stately man- 
ners, intellectual culture, and increasing 
knowledge. Personal honor, as fi'om man 
to man, is a religion, of which Bayard is 
the high-priest; treachery to woman a 
virtue inculcated by the king. The idle, 
vapid life of later courts is unknown un- 
der a monarch who, however addicted 
to pleasure, cultivates all kinds of knowl- 
ijdge, whose inquiring intellect seeks to 
master all science, to whom indolence is 
impossible. His very meals are chosen 
moments in which he converses with au- 
tliors, poets, and artists, or dictates letters 
to Erasmus and the learned Greek Lascar- 
is. Such industry and dignity, such grace 
and condescension, gather around him the 
fs^reat spirits of the age. lie delights in 
their company. 

It is the king's boast that he has in- 
troduced into France the study of the 
Greek language, botany, and natural his- 
tory. He buys, at enormous prices, pict- 
ures, pottery, enamels, statues, and man- 
uscripts. As in his fervid youth at Am- 
boise, he loves poetry and poets. Clement 
Marot is his chosen guest, and polishes 

the king's rhymes, of which some deli- 

* 

* Safnt-Germoin rAuzerroi?, one of tho oldest 
churches In France, dedicated to St.-Oermaia, 
Bliahop of Paris, by Chilpcric. Saint - Germain 
rAnzerrois, Saint-Etienne da Mont, the HOtel de 
Olognyi iicd the HOtel do Scne, all dating from a 
very early period, BtUl remain. 



cato and touching stanzas (those on Ag- 
nes Sorel, especially) have come down 
to us. 

Even that witty heretic, Rabelais, 
found both an appreciative protector and 
intelligent friend in a sovereign superior 
to the prejudices of his age. With learn- 
ing, poetry, wit, and intellect, come lux- 
ury and boundless extravagance. Bran- 
t6me speaks us with bated breath of the 
royal expenditure. These are the days 
of broad sombrero hats fringed with gold, 
and looped up with priceless jewels and 
feathers ; of embroidered cloaks in costly 
stuffs — heavy with gold or silver embroid- 
ery — hung over the shoulder; of slashed 
hose and richly-chased rapiers; of gar- 
ments of cloth-of-gold, embroidered with 
armorial bearings in jewels ; of satin jus- 
taueorps covered with ricUres of dia- 
monds, emeralds, and Oriental pearls ; of 
torsades and collars, wherein gold is but 
tho foil to priceless gems. The ladies 
wear Eastern silks and golden tissues, 
with trimmings of rare furs ; wide sleeves 
and Spanish fardingales, sparkling coifs 
and jewelled nets, with glittering veils. 
They ride in ponderous coaches covered 
with carving and gilding, or on horses 
whose pedigrees are as undoubted as 
their own, covered witli velvet housings 
and with silken nets woven with jewels, 
their manes plaited with gold and pre- 
cious stones. But these illustrious ladies 
consider gloves a royal luxury, and are 
weak in respect of stockings. 

Foremost in every gorgeous mode is 
Francis, lie wears rich Genoa velvets, 
and affects bright colors — rose and sky- 
blue. A Spanish hat is on his head, 
turned up with a white plume, fastened 
to an aigrette of rubies, with a golden 
salamander his device, signifying, ** I am 
nourished and I die in fire " (Je me nour- 
ris etje meurs dans Icfeu). 

How well we know his dissipated 
though distinguished features, as por- 
trayed by Titian ! His long nose, small 
eyes, broad cheeks, and cynical mouth. 
He moves with careless grace, as one who 
would say, " QuernHmportef I am Kin:^ 
of France; naught comes amiss to mo." 
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Now ho walks up and down the coun- 
cil-room in the Louvre, whicli looks tow- 
ard the river. His step is quick and agi- 
tated, his face wears an unusual frown, 
lie calls Bonnivet to him, and addresses 
him in a low voice, while the other no- 
hles stand hack. 

*' Am I to helieve that Bourbon has 
not merely rebelled against mc, but that 
the traitor has tied into Spain and made 
terms with Charles?" 

" Your majesty's information is pre- 
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cise. 

" What was the manner of his flight ? " 

" The duke, sire, waited at his fortress 
of Ghantelle until the arrival of Monsieur 
de Pomp^rant from your m^esty's court 
at Chambord, feigning sickness, and re- 
maining shut up within his apartments. 
After Monsieur de Pomp6rant's arrival, a 
litter was ordered to await his pleasure, 
and De Pomp6rant, dressed in the clothes 
of the duke, and with his^ face concealed 
by a hood, was carried into the litter, j 
which started for Moulins, travelling 
slowly. Meanwhile Bourbon, accompa- 
nied by a band of gentlemen, was gallop- 
ing on the road to the frontier. He was 
last seen at Saint-Jean de Luz, in the 
Pyrenees." 

*^ By our Lady I " exclaims Francis, 
" such treason is a blot upon knighthood. 
Bourbon, a man whom we had made as 
great as ourselves I " 

"The duke, sire, left a message for 
your m/gesty." 

" A message ! Where ? and who bore 
it?" 

" De Pomp6rant, sire, who has already 
been arrested at Moulins. Th^ duke 
begged your mtgesty to take back the 
sword which you had given him, and 
prayed you to send for the badge which 
he left hanging at the head of his bed at 
Chantelle." 

^^Diahle/ does the villain dare to 
point his jests at his sovereign?" and 
Francis flushes to the roots of his hair 
with passion. " I wish I had him face 
to face in a fair fleld " — and he lays his 
hand on the hilt of his sword — " but no," 
he adds, in a calmer voice, " a traitor^s 



blood would but soil my weapon. Lot 
him carry his perfidy into Spain — 'twill 
suit the emperor ; I am well rid of him. 
Are there many accomplices, Bonni- 
vet?" 

"About two hundred, siro." 

" Is it possible ! Do we know them ? '* 

" Th* Comte de Saint- Val Her, sire, i& 
the principal accomplice." 

"What! Saint- Vallier, the captain of 
our archers! That strikes us nearly. — 
This conspiracy, my lords," says Francis, 
advancing to where Guise, La Tr^mouille, 
Montinorenci, and the others, stand some- 
what apart during his conversation with 
Bonnivet, ** is much more serious than I 
imagined. I must remain in France to 
wait the issue of events. — You, Bonnivet, 
must take command of the Italian cam- 
paign." 

Bonnivet kneels and kisses the hand 
of Francis. 

"I am sorry for Jean de Poitiers,'* 
continues Francis, turning to Guise. 
" Are the proofs against him certain ? " 

"Sire, Saint- Vallier accompanied the 
constable to the frontier." 

"I am sorry," repeats the king, and 
he passes his 'hand thoughtfully over his 
brow, and muses. 

"Jean de Poitiers, my ci-devant cap- 
tain of the guards, is the father of a 
charming lady ; Madame Diane, tlie Son- 
eschale of Normandy, is an angel, though 
her husband, De Br^z6 — hum — why, ho 
is a monster. Vulcan and Venus — the 
old story, eh, my lords ? " 

There is a general laugh. 

A page enters and announces a ladj 
humbly craving to speak with his ma- 
jesty. The king smiles, his wicked eyes- 
glisten. "Who? what? Do I know 
her ? " 

" Sire, the lady is deeply veiled ; she 
desires to speak with your majesty 
alone." 

" But, by St.-Denis— do I know her ? " 

"I think, sire, it is the wife of the 
Grand Seneschal of Normandy — Madame 
Diane de Br6z6." 

There is a pause, some whispering, 
and a low laugh is heard. The king 
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looks around displeased. '' I am not sur- 
prised," says he. *' When I heard of the 
father^s danger, I expected the daughter's 
intercession. Let the lady enter." ' 

With a wave of his hand he dismisses 
the court, and seats himself on a chair of 
state under a rich canopy embroidered in 
gold with the arms of France. 

Diane enters. She is dressed in long 
black robes which sweep the floor. Her 
head is covered with a thick lace veil, 
which she raises as she approaches the 
king. 8he weeps, but her tears do not 
mar her beauty, which is absolutely ra- 
diant. She is exquisitely fair and won- 
derfully fresh, with golden hair and dark 
eyebrows — a most winsome lady. 

She throws lierself at the king's feet. 
She clasps her hands. Her sobs drown 
her voice. 

" Pardon, sire, pardon my father 1 " 
she at length falters. The king stoops 
forward, and raises her to the estrade on 
which he stands. He look tenderly into 
her soft blue eyes, his hands are locked 
in hers. 

^^Your father, madame, my old and 
trusted servant, is guilty of treason." 

'' Alas ! sire, I fear so ; but he is old, 
too old for punishment. He has been 
hitherto a true subject of your majesty." 

^* He is blessed, madame, with a most 
surpassing daughter." Francis pauses and 
looks steadfastly at her with eyes of ar- 
dent admiration. ^^But I fear I must 
confirm the sentence of my judges, ma- 
dame ; your father is certain to be found 
guilty of treason." 

" O sire, mercy, mercy ! — grant me 
my father's life, I implore you ; " and 
again Diane falls prostrate at the king's 
feet, and looks supplicatingly into his 
face. Again the king raises her. 

^* Well, madame, you are aware that 
yon desire the pardon of a traitor ; on 
what ground do you ask for his life? " 

" Sire, I ask it for the sake of mercy ; 
mercy is the privilege of kings," and her 
soft eyes seek those of Francis and rest 
upon them. ^^I have come so far, too, 
from Normandy, to invoke it — ^my poor 
father ! " and she sobs again. ^' Your 



migesty will not send me back refused, 
broken - hearted ? " Still her eyes are 
fixed upon the king. 

" Mercy, Madame Diane, is, doubtless, 
a royal prerogative. I am an anoint- 
ed king," and he lets go her hands, 
and draws himself up proudly, ^'and I 
may use it; but the prerogative of a 
woman, is beauty. Beauty, Madame 
Diane," adds Francis, with a glance at 
the lovely woman still kneeling at his 
feet, *4s more potent than a king's 
word." 

There is silence for a few moments. 
Diane's eyes are now bent upon the 
ground, her bosom heaves. Francis con- 
templates her with delight. 

" Will you, fair lady, deign to exer- 
cise your prerogative ? " 

" Truly, sire, I know not what your 
msyesty would say," replies Diane, look- 
ing down and blushing. 

Something in his ey^s ^ves her hope, 
for she starts violently, rises, and, clasp- 
ing her hands together, exclaims, ^^ How, 
sire! do 1 read your meaning aright? 
can I, by my humble service to your 
miyesty — " 

" Yes, fair lady, you can. Tour pres- 
ence at my court, where your adorable 
beauty shall receive due homage, will be 
my hostage for your father's loyalty. 
Madame Diane, I declare that the Comte 
de Saint-Yallier is pardoned. Though 
he had rent the crown from off our head, 
your father is pardoned. And 1 add, 
madame, that it was the charms of his 
daughter that rendered a refusal impos* 
sible." 

Madame Diane's face shines like April 
sunshine through rain -drops; a smile 
parts her lips, and her glistening eyes 
dance with joy ; she is more lovely than 
ever. 

*' Thanks, thanks, sire ! " And again 
she would have knelt, but the king again 
takes her hands, and looks into her £ace 
so earnestly that she again blushes. 

Did that look of the king fascinate 
her ? or did the sudden joy of saving her 
father move her heart with love ? Who 
can tell? It is certain, however, that 
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from this time Diane left Normandy, and 
became one of the- brightest ornaments 
of that beauty-loving coart. Diane was 
a woman of masculine understanding, 
concealed under the gentlest and most 
fascinating manners; but she was also 
mercenary, intriguing, and domineering. 
Of her beauty we may judge for our- 
selves, as many portraits of her are ex- 
tant, especially one of great excellence 
by Leonardo da Vinci, in the long gaUery 
at Chenonceau. 

Diane was soon forsaken, but the 
ready - witted lady consoled herself by 
laying siege to the heart of the son of 
Francis, Prince Henry, afterward Ilenry 
IL 

Henry surrendered at discretion. 
NTothing can more mark the freedom of 
the times than this liaison. Yet both 
these ladies — ^Diane de Poitiers and her 
successor in the favor of the king, the 
Duchesse d^Etampes — ^were constantly in 
the society of two most virtuous queens 
— Claude, and Elinor of Spain, the suc- 
cessive wives of Francis. 



CHAPTER V. 

ALL LOST SAVE HONOK. 

TnE next scene is in Italy. The 
French army lies encamped on the broad 
plains of Lombard y, backed by snowy 
lines of Alpine fastnesses. 

Bonnivet, in command of the French, 
presumptuous and inexperienced, has 
been hitherto defeated in every battle. 
Bourbon, fighting on the side of Spain, 
is, as before, victorious. 

Francis, stung by the repeated defeat 
of his troops, has now joined the army, 
tmd commands in person. Milan, where 
the plague rages, has opened its gates to 
him; but Pavia, distant about twenty 
miles, is occupied by the Spaniards in 
force. Antonio de Leyva is governor. 
Thither the French advance, in order to 
besiege the city. 

The open country is defended by the 
Spanish forces under Bourbon. Francis, 



maddened by the presence of his cousin, 
rushes onward. Montmorenci and Bon- 
nivet, flatterers both, assure him that vic- 
tory is certain by means of a coup de 
main. 

It is night; the days are short, for it 
is February. The winter moon lights up 
the rich meadow-lands, divided by the 
broad Ticino, and broken by the deep 
dit/ches and sluggish streams which sur- 
round the city. Tower, campanile, dome, 
and turret, with here and there the grim 
facade of a medieval palace, stand out 
of the darkness. 

Yonder among the meadows are the 
French, darkening the surrounding plain. 
Francis knows that the constable is ad- 
vancing to support the garrison of Pavin, 
and he desires to carry the city by as- 
sault before his arrival. Ever too rash, 
and now excited by a passionate sense of 
iiyury, Francis, with d'Alengon, De la 
Tr6mouille, De Foix, and Bonnivet, leads 
the attack at the head of his cavalry. 
Now he is under the very walls. Despite 
the dim moonlight, no one can mistake 
him. He wears a suit of steel armor, in- 
laid with gold; a crimson surcoat, em- 
broidered with gilt "F's ; " a helmet en- 
circled by a jewelled crown, out of which 
rises a yellow plume and golden salaman- 
der. For an instant success seems cer- 
tain ; the scaling-ladders thick -with sol- 
diers are already planted against the low- 
est walls, and the garrison retreats under 
cover of the bastions. A sudden panic 
seizes the troops beneath who are to sup- 
port the assault. In the treacherous 
moonlight they have fallen into confusion 
among the deep, slimy ditches ; many are 
drifted away in the current of the great 
river. A murderous cannonade from the 
city walls now opens on the assailants 
and on the cavalry. Francis falls back. 
The older generals conjure him to retreat 
and raise the siege before the arrival of 
Bourbon, but, backed by Bonnivet and 
Montmorenci, ho will not hear of it. The 
battle rages during the night. The morn- 
ing light discovers the Spaniards, com- 
manded by Bourbon and Pescara, with 
the whole strength of their army, close 
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under the walls. Again the king leads a 
iresh assault — a forlorn hope, rather. He 
fights desperately ; the yellow plumes of 
his helmet wave hither and thither as his 
horse dashes wildly from side to side 
amid the smoke, in the thickest of the 
battle. See, for an instant he falters — he 
is wounded and bleeding. He recovers, 
however, and, again clapping spurs to his 
horse, scatters his surrounding foes; six 
have already fallen by his hand. Look ! 
his charger is pierced by a ball, and falls 
with his rider. After a desperate strug- 
gle the king extricates himself; now, on 
foot, he still fights furiously. Alas ! it is 
in vain. Every moment his enemies 
thicken around him, pressing closer and 
closer. His gallant followers drop one 
hy one under the unerring aim of the 
Basque marksmen. La Tr6mouille has 
fallen. De Foix lies a corpse at his feet. 
Bonnivet, in despair, expiates his evil 
counsel by death.* Every shot takes 
from him one of the pillars of his throne. 
Francis fiings himself wildly on the 
points of the Spanish pikes. The Royal 
Guards fall like summer grass before the 
sickle; but, where the king stands, still 
dealing desperate blows, the bodies of 
the slain form a rampart of protection 
around him. His very enemies stand 
back, amazed at such furious courage. 
"While he struggles for his life hand to 
hand with d'Avila and d'Ovietta, plume- 
less, soiled, and bloody, a loud cry rises 
from a thousand voices — " It is the king 
— ^LKT HIM srsRENDKB — Capture the 
king!'''* There is a dead silence; the 
Spanish troops fall back. A cirdo is 
formed round the now almost fain tin <r 
Francis, who lies upon the blood-stained 
earth. De Pomp6rant advances. lie 
kneels before the master whom he has 
betrayed — he implores him to yield to 
Bourbon. 

At that hated name the king starts 
into fresh fury ; he grasps his sword, he 

♦ The Due crAlen90ii, haslMiid of Mai^erlte de 
Valoi9, 0iBter of Francis, who commanded the left 
win^ of the French army, was the only man who 
showed himself a coward at Pavia. He turned and 
fled with his whole divieion. 



struggles to his feet. " Kever,'' cries he, 
in a hoarse voice; "never will 1 surren- 
der to that traitor! Rather let me die 
by the hand of a common marksman. 
Go back, Monsieur de Pomp^rant, and 
call to me the Vice-king of Naples." 

Lannoy advances, kneels, and kisses 
his hand. 

"Your mtyesty is my prisoner," he 
cries aloud, and a ringing shout is echoed 
from the Spanish troops. 

Francis gives him his sword. Lannoy 
receives it kneeling, and replaces it by 
his own. The king's helmet is then re- 
moved; a velvet cap is given to him, 
which he places on his head. The Span- 
ish and Italian troopers and the deadly 
musketeers silently creep round him 
where he lies on the grass, supported by 
cushions, one to tear a feather from his 
broken plume, another to cut a morsel 
from his surcoat as a relic. This invol- 
untary homage from his enemies is evi- 
dently agreeable to Francis. As his sur- 
coat rapidly disappears under the knives 
of his opponents, he smiles, and gracious^ 
ly acknowledges the rough advances of 
those same soldiers who a moment be- 
fore thirsted for his blood. Other gener- 
als with Pescara advance and surround 
him. He courteously acknowledges their 
respectful salutations. 

"Spare my poor soldiers, spare my 
Frenchmen, generals," he says. 

These unselfish words bring tears into 
Pescara's eyes. 

" Your mjyesty shall be obeyed," re- 
plies he. 

"I thank you," replies Francis, with 
a faltering voice. 

A pony is now brought to bear him 
into Pavia. Francis becomes greatly 
agitated. As they raise him up and as- 
sist him to mount, he turns to his cseoi't 
of generals : 

"Marquis," says he, turning to Pes- 
cara, " and you, my lord governor, if my 
calamity touches your hearts, as it would 
seem to do, I beseech you not to lead mo 
into Pavia. I would not be exposed to 
the aifront of entering as a prisoner a 
city I should have taken by assault. 
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Carry mc, I pray you, to some nhelter 
without the walls." 

'* Your miyesty^s wishes are our law," 
replies Pescara, saluting him. " We will 
bear you to the monastery of Saint-Paul, 
without the gate towai'd Milan." 

To Suint-Paul the king was carried. 
It was thence he wrote the historic 
letter to his mother, Louise de Savoie, 
Regent of France, in which he tells her, 
"-4W is lost save honors 



CHAPTER VI. 

B R O K E X P A I T ir . 

We are at Madrid. Francis has been 
lured hither by incredible treachery, un- 
der the idea that he will meet Charles 
v., and be at once set at liberty. 

He is confined in one of the rooms of 
the Alcazar, then used as a state-prison. 
A massive oaken door, clamped and 
barred with iron, opens from the court 
whence a flight of steps leads into two 
small chambers which occupy one of 
the towers. The inner room has narrow 
windows, closely barred. The light is 
dim. There is just room for a table, two 
chairs, and a bed. It is a cage rather 
than a prison. 

On a chair, near an open window, sits 
the king, lie is emaciated and pale ; his 
cheeks are hollow, his lips are white, his 
eyes are sunk in his head, his dress is 
neglected. His glossy hair, plentifully 
streaked with gray, covers the hand upon 
which he wearily leans his head. He 
gazes vacantly at the setting sun oppo- 
site — a globe of lire rapidly sinking below 
the low dark plain which bounds his 
view. 

There are boundless plains in front 
of him, {md on his left a range of tawny 
hills. A roadway runs beneath the 
tower, where the Imperial Guards are en- 
camped. The ^2i,j fanfare of the trum- 
pets sounding the retreat, the waving 
banners, the prancing horses, the brill- 
iant accoutrements, the glancing armor 
of the imperial troops, mock him where 



he sits. Around him is' Madrid. Palace, 
tower, and garden, rise out of a sea of 
buildings burnt by southern sunshine* 
The church-bells ring out the Ave Maria. 
The fading light darkens into night. Still 
the king sits beside the open window,- ' 
lost in thought. Xo one comes to dis- 
turb him. Now and then some broken 
words escape his lips: "Save France— 
my poor soldiers — brave De Foix — n61)l<> 
Bonnivet — see, he is tossed on the Span- 
ish pikes. Alas! would I were dead. 
My sister — my little lads — the dauphin — 
Henry — Orleans — I shall never see you 
more. O Go<l ! I am bound in chains of 
iron — France — liberty — glory — gone — 
gone forever ! " His head sinks on his 
breast ; tears stream from his eyes. He 
falls back fainting in his chair, and is 
borne to his bed. 

Francis has never seen Charles, who 
is at his capital, Toledo. The emperor 
does not even excuse his absence. Thifr 
cold and cautious policy, this death in 
life, is agony to the ardent temperament 
of Francis. His health breaks down. A 
settled melancholy, a morbid listlessness 
overwhelms him. He is seized with 
fever ; he rapidly becomes delirious. His. 
royal jailer, Charles, will not believe in 
his danger; he still refuses to see him. 
False himself, he believes Francis to bo 
shanuning. The Spanish ministers are 
distracted by their master's bbstinaey, 
for, if the French king dies at Madrid of 
broken heart, all is lost, and a bloody 
war with France inevitable. 

At the moment when the angel of 
death hovers over the Alcazar, a sound 
of wheels is heard below. A litter, 
drawn by reeking mules and covered 
with mud, dashes into the street. The 
leather curtains are drawn aside, and 
Marguerite d^Alen^on, pale and shrunk 
with anxiety and fatigue, attended by two 
ladies, having travelled from Paris day 
and night, descends. Breathless witli 
excitement, she passes quickly up the 
narrow stairs, tlirough the anteroom, 
and enters the king's chamber. Alas! 
what a sight awaits her! Francis lies 
insensible on his bed. The room is dark- 
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«ned, save where a temporary altar has 
been erected, opposite his bed, ou which 
lights are burning. A bishop officiates. 
The low voices of priests, chanting as 
they move about the altar, alone break a 
death-like silence. Marguerite, overcome 
by emotion, clasps her hands and sinks 
on her knees beside her brother. Her 
sobs and cries disturb the solemn ordi- 
nance. She is led almost fainting away. 
Then the bishop approaches the king, 
bearing the bread of life, and, at that 
moment, Francis becomes suddenly con- 
scions. He opens his eyes, and in a fee- 
ble voice prays that he may be permitted 
to receive it. So humbly, yet so joyfully, 
does he communicate that all present are 
deeply moved. 

In spite, however, of the presence of 
Marguerite in Madrid, the king relapses. 
lie again falls into a death-like trance. 
Then, and then only, does the emperor 
yield to the reproaches of the Duchesse 
d'Alen^on and the entreaties of his min- 
isters, lie takes horse from Toledo and 
rides to Madrid almost without draw- 
ing rein, until he stops at the heavy door 
at the Alcazar. He mounts the stairs 
and enters the chamber. Francis, now 
restored to consciousness, prompted by 
& too generous nature, opens his arms to 
embrace him. 

" Your miyesty has come to see your 
prisoner die," says he in a feeble voice, 
faintly smiling. 

** N"o," replies Charles, with character- 
istic caution and Spanish courtesy, bow- 
ing profoundly and kissing him on either 
cheek ; " no, your majesty will not die, 
you are no longer my prisoner ; you are 
my friend and brother. I come to set 
vou free." 

**Ah, sire," murmurs Francis in a 
voice, scarcely audible, "death will ac- 
complish that before your mjyesty; but 
if I live — ancl, indeed, I do not believe I 
flhall, I am so overcome by weakness — 
let me implore you to allow me to treat 
for my release in person with your ma- 
jesty; for this end I came hither to 
Madrid." 

At this moment the conversation is 



interrupted by the entrance of a page, who 
announces to the emperor that the Du- 
chesse d'Alen^on has arrived and awaits 
his majesty's pleasure. Glad of an ex- 
cuse to terminate a most embarrassing 
interview with his too confiding prison- 
er, Charles, who has been seated on the 
bed, rises hastily : 

"Permit me, my brother," says he, 
" to leave you J in order to descend and 
receive your august sister in person. In 
the mean time recover your health. Reck- 
on upon my willingness to serve you. 
Some other time we will meet ; then we 
can treat more in detail of these matters, 
when your majesty is stronger and better 
able to converse." 

Charles takes an affectionate leave of 
Francis, descends the narrow stairs, and, 
with much ceremony, receives the duch- 
ess. 

" I rejoico, madame," says he, "to of- 
fer you in person the homage of all Spain, 
and my own hearty thanks for the cour- 
age and devotion you have shown in the 
service of the king my brother. Ho is a 
prisoner no longer. The conditions of 
release shall forthwith be prepared by . 
ray ministers." 

" Is the king fully aware what thoso 
conditions arc, sire ? " Marguerite coldly 
asks. 

Charles was silent. 

"I fear our mother, Madame Louise, 
Regent of France," continues the Du- 
chesse d'Alengon, " may find it difficult 
to accept your conditions, even though it 
be to liberate the sovereign of France, 
her own beloved son." 

" Madame," replies Charles, evasively, 
" I will not permit this occasion, when I 
have the happiness of first saluting you 
within my realm, to be occupied with 
state affiiirs. Rely on my desire to set 
my brother free. Meanwhile the king 
will, I hope, recover his strength. Press- 
ing business now calls me back to Tole- 
do. Adieu I most illustrious princess, to 
whom I offer all that Madrid contains for 
your service. Permit me to kiss your 
hands. Salute my brother, the king, from 
me. Once more, royal lady, adieu I " 
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Marguerite courtesies to the ground. 
The emperor, with his head uncovered, 
mounts his horse, again salutes her, and, 
attended by his retinue, puts spurs to his 
steed and rides from the Alcazar on his 
return to Toledo. Marguerite fully un- 
derstands the treachery of his words. 
Iler heart swelling with indignation, she 
slowly ascends to the king's chamber. 

** Has the emperor departed already ? " 
Francis eagerly asks her. 

** Yes, my brother ; pressing business, 
he says, calls huu back to Toledo," re- 
plies Marguerite, bitterly, speaking very 
slowly. 

"What! gone so soon, before giving 
me an opportunity of discussing with him 
the terms of my freedom? Surely, my 
sister, this is strange,'' says Francis, turn- 
ing eagerly toward the duchess, and then 
sinking back, pale and exhausted, on his 
pillows. 

Marguerite seats herself beside him, 
takes his hand tenderly within both her 
own, and gazes at him in silence. 

" But, my sister, did my brother, the 
emperor, say nothing to you of his speedy 
return? '' 

"Nothing,'' answers Marguerite, dry- 
Iv. 

*'Yet he assured me, with his own 
lips, that I was already free, and that the 
conditions of release would be prepared 
immediately." 

"Dear brother," says tlie duchess, 
"has your imprisonment at Madrid, and 
the conduct of the emperor to you this 
long time past, inclined you to believe 
what ho says?" 

" I, a king myself, should be grieved 
to doubt a brother sovereign's word." 

" Francis," says Marguerite, speaking 
with great earnestness, and fixing her 
eyes on him, "what you say convinces 
me that yoii are weakened by illness. 
Your naturally acute intellect is dulled 
by the confusion of recent delirium. If 
you were in full possession of your senses 
you would not speak as you do. My 
brother, take heed of my words — ^you 
will never be free." 

" How ! " exclaims the king, starting 



up, "never be free? What do you 
mean ? " 

"Calm yourself, my brother. You 
are, I fear, too weak to hear what I have 
to say." 

*' No, no ! my sister ; suspense to me 
is worse than death. Speak to me, Mar- 
guerite ; speak to me, my sister." 

"Then, sire, let me ask you, when 
you speak of release, when the emperor 
tells you you are free, are you aware of 
the conditions ho imposes on you ? " 

"Not accurately," replies Francis. 
"Certain terms were proposed, before 
my illness, that I should surrender whole 
provinces in France, renounce my rights 
in the Milanese, pay an enormous ran- 
som, leave my sons hostages at Madrid ; 
but these were the proposals of the Span- 
ish council. The emperor, speaking per- 
sonally to a brother sovereign, would 
never press any thing on me unbecoming 
my royal condition ; therefore it is that 1 
desire to treat with himself iilone." 

" Alas ! my brother, you are too gen- 
erous ; you are deceived. Much negoti- 
ation has passed during your illness, and 
since my arrival. Conditions have been 
proposed by Spain to the regent, that she 
— your mother — supported by the Par- 
liament of your country, devoted to your 
person, has refused. Listen to me, Fran- 
cis. Charles seeks to dismember France. 
As long as it remains a kingdom, he in- 
tends that you shall never leave Madrid." 

"Marguerite, my sister, proceed, I 
entreat you ! " breaks in Francis, trem- 
bling with excitement. 

"Burgundy is to be ceded; you arc 
to renounce all interest in Flanders and 
in the Milanese. You are to pay a ran- 
som that will beggar the kingdom. You 
are to marry Elinor, Queen-Dowager of 
Portugal, sister to Charles, and you are 
to leave your sons, the dauphin and the 
Due d'0rl6ans, hostages in Spain for the 
fulfilment of these demands." 

Francis turns very white, and sinks 
back speechless on the pillows that sup- 
port liim. He stretches out his arm to 
his sister and fondly clasps her neck. 

" Marguerite, if it is so, you say well — 
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I shall never leave Madrid. My sister, 
let me die ten thousand deaths rather than 
betray the honor of France/' 



for this tender violence. You are not 
fit to meddle in this matter. Leave to 
me the care of your honor ; is it not my 



" Speak not of death, dearest, broth- own ? I come from the regent, from the 
er I " exclaims Marguerite, her face sud- council, from all France. Believe me, 
denly flushing with excitement. "I have brother, if you are perjured, all Europe 
come to make you live. I, Marguerite ] will applaud the perjury." 
d'Alen^on, your sister, am coine to lead i Marguerite, w^hose whole frame quiv- 
you back to your army and to France; ers with agitation, speaks no more. There 
to the France that mourns for you; to | is a lengthened, pause. The flush of fever 
the army that is now dispersed and in- | is on the king's face, 
subordinate; to the mother "who weeps j "My sister," murmurs Francis, strug- 
for her beloved son." ' gling with a broken voice under the in- 

Marguerite's voice falters ; she sobs fluence of deep emotion to expre.ss him- 
aloud, and, rising from her chair, she self, '*you have conquered. Into your 
presses her brother in her arms. Francis ! hands I commit my honor and the future 
feebly returns her embrace, tenderly ' of France. Leave me a while to rest, for 



kisses her, and signs to her to proceed. 
"Think you," continues Marguerite, 



I am faint." 

Treaties made under duresse hj force 



more calmly^ and reseating herself, but : majeure are legally void. The emperor 
still holding the king's hand — " think you \ must be decoyed into the belief that 
that councils in which Bourbon has a terms are accepted by Francis, which are 
voice — " I to be broken the instant his foot touches 

At this name the king shudders and i French soil. It is with the utmost diffi- 
clinches his flst upon the bedclothes. I culty that the chivalrous monarch can bo 

"Think you that a sovereign who has brought to lend himself to this deceit, 
treacherously lured you to Madrid will But the prayers of his sister, the deplo- 
have any mercy on you ? No, my broth- rable condition of his kingdom deprived 
er; unless you agree to unworthy con- of his presence for nearly five years, 
ditions, imposed by a treacherous mon- the terror of returning illness, and the 
arch who abuses his power over you, thorough conviction that Charles is as 
here you w^ill languish until you die! perfidious as he is ambitious, at length 
Now, mark my words, dear brother, prevail. Francis ostensibly accepts tho 
Treaties made under duresse, by force , emperor's terms, and Queen Claude be- 
majeure^ are legally void. You will dis- | ingdead, he afiiances himself to Charles's 
senible, my generous king — for the sake sister, Elinor, Queen-Dowager of Portn- 
of France, you will dissemble. You must gal. 

fight this crafty emperor with his own Francis was perjured, but France was 

■weapons." saved. 

""What! my sister, be false to my — • — 

word— I, a belted knight, invested by the ^ .. . PTFR VTT 

hands of Bayard on the field of Marigna- 

no, stoop to a lie ? Marguerite, you are ^a ducuesse d'etampes. 

mad ! " I 

" O Francis, hear me ! " cries Mar- Riding with all speed from Madrid 

guerite, passionately, " hear me ; on my — for he fears tho emperor's perfidy — 
knees I coiyure you to live, for yourself, Francis has reached the frontier of 
for us, for France." She casts herself Spain, on the banks of the river Bidas- 



on the floor beside him. She wrings his 
hands, she kisses his feet, her tears falling 
thickly. " Francis, you must, you shall 
consent. Bv-and-by you will bless me 



soa. His boys — the dauphin and tho 
Due d'Orlfians, who are to replace him 
at Madrid as hostages — await him there. 
They rush into their father's arms and 
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fondly cling to him, weeping bitterly at 
this cruel meeting for a moment after 
years of separation. Francis, with ready 
sympathy, mingles his tears with theirs. 
He embraces and blesses them. Bat, 
wild with excitement of liberty, and in- 
secure while on Spanish soil, he cannot 
spare time for details. He hands the 
poor lads over to the Spanish commis- 
sioners. Too impatient to await the 
arrival of the ferry-boat, which is pulling 
across the river, he steps into the waters 
of the Bidassoa to meet it. On the 
opposite bank, among the low scrub- 
wood, a splendid retinae awaits him. lie 
springs into the saddle, waves his cap in 
the air, and with a joyous shout exclaims, 
" Now I am a king I Now I am free ! " 

The political vicissitudes of Francis's 
reign are as nothing to the chaos of his 
private life ; only as a lover he was never 
defeated. No humiliating Pavia arrests 
his successful course. At Bayonne he 
Unds a brilliant court; his mother the 
regent, and his sister Marguerite, await- 
ing his arrival. After " U8 embroMettrs 
d'tuage^^^ as Du Bellay quaintly expresses 
it, the king's eye wanders over the par- 
terre of young beauties assembled in 
their suite, ^* la petite hande de$ dames de 
la eoury Then Francis first beholds 
Anne do Pisselien, afterward Duchesse 
d^Etampes. No one can compare to her 
in the tyranny of youth, beauty, and 
talent. A mere girl, she already knows 
every thing, and is, moreover, astute, 
witty, and false. In spite of the efforts 
of Diane do Poitiers to attract the king 
(she having come to Bayonne in attend- 
ance on the regent-mother), Anne de Pis- 
selieu prevails. The king is hers. He 
delights in her joyous sallies. Anne 
laughs at every one and every thing, 
specially at the pretensions of Madame 
Diane, whom she calls *'an old hag." 
She declares that she herself wus bom 
on Diane's wedding-day I 

Who can resist so bewitching a creat- 
nre? Not Francis, certainly. So the 
court divides itself into two factions in 
love, politics, and religion. One party, 
headed by the Duchesse d^Etampes — a 



Protestant, and mistress of the reigning 
n^onarch ; a second by Madame Diane de 
Poitiers — a Catholic, who, after many 
efforts, finding the king. inaccessible, de- 
votes herself to his son. Prince Henry, a 
mere boy, at least twenty years younger 
than herself, and waits his reign. Oddly 
enough, it is the older woman who waits, 
and the younger one who rules. 

The regent-mother looks on approv- 
ingly. Morals, especially royal morals, 
do not exist. Madame Louise de Savoie 
is ambitious. She would not see the new 
Spanish queen — a comely princess, as 
she hears from her daughter Marguerite 
— possess too much influence over the 
king. It might injure her own power. 
The poor Spanish queen I No fear that 
her influence will injure any one I The 
king never loves her, and never forgives 
her being forced upon him as a clause in 
the ignominious treaty of Madrid. Be- 
sides, she is thirty-two years old and a 
widow ; grave, dignified, and learned, 
but withal a lady of agreeable person, 
though of matare and well - developed 
charms. Elinor admired and loved Fran- 
cis when she saw him at Madrid, and all 
the world thought thas the days were 
numbered in which Madame d'Etampes 
would be seen at court. " But," says Du 
Bellay, either with perfect naivete or pro- 
found irony, *Mt was impossible for the 
king to offer to the virtuous Spanish 
princess any other sentiments than re- 
pect and gratitude, the Duchesse d'Etam- 
pes being sole mistress of his heart I " 
So the royal lady fares no better than 
Queen Claude, "with the roses in her 
soul," and only receives, like her, courte- 
sy and indifference. 

The king returns to the Spanish fron- 
tier to receive Queen Elinor and to em- 
brace the sons, now released, to whom 
she has been a true mother during tlio 
time they have been hostages at Madrid. 

By-and-by, the queen's brother — that 
mighty and perfidious sovereign, Charles 
v.. Emperor of Germany — passing to 
his estates in the Netherlands, "craves 
leave of his beloved brother, Francis, 
King of France, to traverse his kingdom 
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on his way/' so great is his dread of the 
sea-voyage on accoant of sickness. 

Some days before the emperor's arri- 
val, Francis is at the Loavre. He has re- 
paired and embellished it in honor of his 
guest, and has palled down the central 
tower, or donjon, called "Philippine," 
which encnmbered the inner conrt. By- 
and-by he will poll down all tlie mediie- 
Tal fortress, and, assisted by Lescot, begin 
the palace known as the ** Old Louvre." 

Francis is seated tete-d-tete with the 
Dnchesse d^Etampes. The room is small 
— a species of boudoir or closet. It is 
hung with rare tapestry, representing, in 
glowing colors, the "Labors of Hercules." 
Venetian mirrors, in richly-carved frames, 
fling back the light of a central chande- 
lier, also of Venetian workmanship, cun- 
ningly wrought into gaudy flowers, dia- 
monded pendants and true-lovers' knots. 
It is a blaze of brightness and color. 
Rich velvet hangings, heavy with gold 
embroidery, cover the narrow windows 
and hang over the low doors. The king 
and the duchess sit beside a table of in- 
laid marble, supported on a pedestal, 
marvellously gilt, of Italian workman- 
ship, on which are laid fruits, wines, 
and eonfitureSy served in golden vessels 
worked in the Cinque-cento style, after 
Cellini's patterns. Besides themselves, 
Triboulet,* the king's fool, alone is pres- 
ent. As Fraocis holds out his cup time 
After time to Triboulet, who Replenishes 
it with Malvoisie, the scene composes it- 
self into a perfect picture, such as Victor 
Hugo has imagined in "Zd Eoi e^amuee; " 
«o perfect, indeed, that Francis might 
have sung "Za donna ^ mobile^'''* as he 
now does in Verdi's opera of ^^Bigo- 
lettoy 

"Sire," says the duchess, her voice 
^Iropping into a most delicious softness, 
" do yon leave us to-morrow ? " 



* Tribonlet had been court-fool to Louie XIL, 
who flret diacerned his good quAlitlee, and rescued 
Urn from a most forlorn position. Tribonters say- 
ings are almost a chronicle of the time, so much 
was he mixed up with the life of the two soyerel^s 
lie served. Bmsqnet, who compiled the ** Fools* 
OUendar,'* succeeded him in the office of Jester to 
Francis. 



The king bows his head and kisses her 
jewelled fingers. 

'* So you persist in going to meet your 
brother, the Emperor Charles, your lov- 
ing brother of Spain; whom I hate be- 
cause he was so cruel to vou at Mad- 
rid?" 

The duchess looks up and smiles. Her 
eyes are beautiful, buf hard and cruel. 
She wears an ermine mantle, for it is 
winter ; her dress is of the richest green 
satin, embroidered with gold. On her 
head is a golden net, the meshes sprinkled 
with diamonds, from which her dark 
tresses escape in long ringlets over her 
shoulders. 

Francis turns toward her and pledges 
her in a cup of Malvoisie. The comers of 
his mouth are drawn up into a cynical 
smile almost to his nostrils. lie has now 
reached middle life, and his face at that 
time would have made no man's fortune. 

"Duchess," says he, "I must tear 
myself from you. I go to-morrow to 
Touraine. Before returning to Paris, I 
shall attend my brother the Emperor 
Charles at Loches, then at Amboise on 
the Loire. You will soon follow me with 
the queen." 

"And, surely, when you have this 
heartless king, this cruel jailer in your 
power, you will punish him and revenge 
yourself? If he, like a fool, comes into 
Touraine, make him revoke the treaty of 
Madrid, or shut him up in one of Louis 
XL's ovhliettes at Amboise or Loches." 

" I will persuade him, if I can, to lib- 
erate me from all the remaining condi- 
tions of the treaty," said the king, " but 
I will never /orc« him." 

As he speaks, Triboulet, who has been 
shaking the silver bells on his party-col- 
ored dress with suppressed laughter, pulls 
out some ivory tablets to add something 
to a list he keeps of those whom he con- 
siders greater fools than himself. He 
calls it *' his journal." 

The king looks at the tablets and sees 
the name of Charles V. 

"Ha! ha! by the mass! — ^how long 
has my brother of Spain figured there? " 
asks he. 
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^'Thc day, sire, that I heard he liad 
put his foot on the French frontier.^' 

** What will you do when I let liim de- 
part freely? '' 

''1 shall," said Triboulet, "rub out 
his name and put yours in its place, sire." 

*^See, your m«gesty, there is some 
one else who agrees with me," says the 
duchess, laughing. 

"Iknow," replies Francis, '*that ray 
interests would almost force me to do as 
you desire, madame, but my honor is 
dearer to ma than my interests. I am 
now at liberty — I had rather the treaty 
of Madrid should stand forever than 
countenance an act unworthy of ^ un roi 
chevalier.' " 

Francis receives Charles V. at Am- 
boise with ostentatious splendor. Aware 
of the repugnance of his royal guest to 
mount steps (the Spanish emperor was ear- 
ly troubled by those attacks of gout that 
caused him at length to abdicate and to 
die of premature old age, at the monas- 
tery of San Juste), Francis caused an in- 
clined plane or slope to be constructed in 
place of stairs within one of the round 
towers by which the Castle of Amboise, 
standing on a precipitous pile of rocks, is 
approached. Up this slope, which re- 
mains in excellent preservation, Charles 
' ascends to the plateau on which the castle 
stands, seated in his ponderous coach, 
drawn by heavy horses, attended by 
guards and outriders. Elinor, his sister, 
tiie neglected queen, as well as the favor- 
ite, Madame d'Etampes, are present at 
the fetes given in honor of the emperor. 
There are no secrets at court, and Charles 
soon comes to know that the maitresse en 
titre is his enemy. One evening, after a 
dance executed by Anne d^Etampes along 
with the ladies of the court, in which she 
displayed the graces of her person, the 
emperor approaches her. 

"Madame," he says, "it is only in 
France that I have seen such perfection 
of elegance and beauty. My brother, the 
king, would be the envy of all the sov- 
ereigns of Europe could they have wit- 
nessed what I have just seen. There is 
no ransom that I would accept for such a 



captive, had I the power of retaining her 
at Madrid." 

The emperor's eyes melt with admi- 
ration as he gazes on her. 

The duchess's countenance bcalns with 
delight at the emperor's high-flown com- 
pliment. 

The king approaches the spot where 
they stand. 

"Know, my brother," says the king, 
with a slight touch of irony in his tone, 
for he is displeased at the tender glances- 
Charles is casting on his favorite, " know 
that this fair duchess would have had me 
detain you here a prisoner until you had 
revoked the treaty of Madrid." 

The emperor starts visibly and frowns. 

"If you consider the advice good, 
your m^esty had better follow it," he 
replies, haughtily, turning away to ad- 
dress some nobles standing near. 

Some few days afterward the duchess 
gives a supper in her apartments, to 
which the emperor and the court are in- 
vited. After the reception, sinking on 
her knees, she presents his majesty with 
rose-water in a gold-embossed basin, in 
which to wash his hands. Charles adroit- 
ly drops a large diamond ring into the 
basin. The duchess stoops and placets 
the vessel on the ground in order to pick 
up the jewel. 

"This ring, madame," he says, and 
he speaks low, and leans forward in order 
to catch her ear, "is too becoming to 
that fair hand for me to remove it. It 
has itself sought a new possessor," and he 
kisses her hand. " Keep it as a pledge 
of my admiration and my friendship." 

The duchess rises and makes a deep 
obeisance. Not only did she keep the 
ring, but she became so decided a parti- 
san of this "jailer," that she is popu- '' 
larly accused of having betrayed Francis 
to the emperor; specially in the subse- 
quent wars between England, France,, 
and Spain. 



LAST DAYS. 



21 



CHAPTER VIIL 

LAST DAYS. 

Rambouillst is now a station on the 
raUway between Versailles, Oliai'tres, 
and Le Mans. It is a sunny little town, 
sloping to the south, in a sheltered hol- 
low, over which the slanting roofs and 
conical turrets of the palace rise out of 
stately elms and spiked poplars. The 
principal fagade of the chAteau — which 
consists of two wings at right angles to 
each other, having at each comer a cir- 
cular turret, surmounted by a spire — 
faces the mid-day sun. The ground lies 
low, and canals, extending in three di- 
rections, bordered by terraced walks and 
avenues intersect the grassy lawns which 
lengthen into the tangled woodland of 
the surrounding forest. Opposite the 
ch&teau, on an islet, is a grotto called 
^^ La Marmite de Rabelais.' ' To the right, 
the three canals flow into a river, spanned 
by a low bridge, known as ^^ the accursed 
bridge," from some now obscure tradi- 
tion foreboding evil to those who pass 
over it. On every other side, the trunks 
of venerable trees, their overarching 
branches closing above like a cloister — 
pillars of oak^ elm, and ash — wind away 
into grassy meads and shady dingles, inter- 
sected by long rides cut straight through 
the forest, proper for the stag -hunts 
which have been held in this ancient 
manor since the middle ages. 

The chateau itself h.is been modern- 
ized, save where one ivy-crowned round 
tower (the donjon of the medioBval for- 
tress), in deep shadow, frowns an angry 
defiance to the stucco and whitewash of 
the flimsy modern facade. 

It is the month of March, in the rear 
1547. Francis, attended by a small ret- 
inue, has arrived at the foot of this 
round tower. Coming from the south, 
he has crossed the river by '*the accursed 
bridge." 

During the whole past year he has 
wandered ft-om place to place, revisiting 
his favorite haunts as though conscious 
that he was bidding them farewell. The 



restlessness of mortal disease is upon 
him. Though he flies from city to ham- 
let, from castle to palace, vainly seeking 
respite from pain, death haunts and fol- 
lows him. His life is agony. He is 
greatly changed — an internal fever con- 
sumes him. His eyes are haggard; his 
face is thin, and his body emaciated. 
Only fifty-two years old, like his great 
rival the Emperor Charles, he is prema- 
turely aged. Now he is half lifted from • 
his coach, and slowly led up a winding 
staircase to iiis apartments on the second 
floor by his friend James d^Angennes, to 
w^hose ancestors Rambouillet belonged. 
Francis comes from Chambord, where 
Marguerite, now Queen of Navarre by 
her second marriage, met him. Margue- 
rite and her brother still cling to each 
otiier, but they are both aged and full 
of care. Her beauty is faded and her 
health is broken. Even she, though de- 
voted as ever, cannot amuse Francis, or 
dissipate the weight that oppresses his 
spirit. The old topics that were wont to 
delight him are irritably dismissed. He 
no longer cares for poetry, is wearied of 
politics, shrinks from society, and abuses 
women. It is at this time he writes with 
the point of a diamond, on the window 
of his closet at Chambord, these signifi- 
cant lines : 

*• Sonvent fomme varic ; 
Mai babile qni 8> fle ! '' 

He can only talk to his sister on sor- 
rowful subjects: of the death by plague 
of his favorite son Charles, who caught 
the infection when sleeping at Abbeville ; 
or of his old friend, Henry VI 1 1, of Eng- 
land, who has also recently died. 

The death of the latter seems to affect * 
Francis terribly: "Our lives," he says, 
" were very similar ; he was slightly older, * 
but I shall not long survive him." Vain- 
ly does Marguerite combat these dismal 
forebodings. She laments in secret the 
sad change. Ever sympathetic with her 
brother, she, too, throws aside romance 
and poetry, and composes ** The Mirror 
of a Sinful Soul " to suit his altered hu- 
mor. Alas 1 what would Marguerite say 



22 



ROMANCE OF OLD COURT-LIFE IN FRANCE. 



if she knew what is carefiilly concealed 
from her ? That the great surgeon Par6 
— Parfi, who was afterward to draw the 
spear-point from the cheek of the Balafr^ 
— ))as pronounced that the king^s malady 
is hopeless ! 

After a short sojourn together at 
Chambord, the brother and sister part 
never to meet again. 

Francis was to have passed the cami- 
vnl at Limours, says Du Bellay; now 
he commands the masked balls and the 
court ballets to be held at Saint-Germain 
en Lave. The king's fancy changes : he 
will rouse himself; he will shake off the 
horrible lethargy that is creeping over 
him ; he will dismiss sinister presenti- 
ments. Disguised himself, he will dance 
among the maskers — the excitement will 
revive him. 

But, strong as is his will, high as is 
his courage, the mortal disease within 
him is stronger still. Suddenly ho coun- 
termands all his orders. He will rather 
go to Rambonillet to visit his old friend, 
d^Angennes ; to meet Rabelais, perhaps, 
who loves the old castle, and to hunt in 
the great woods. 

The quiet old manor, half hunting- 
lodge, half fortress, buried in secluded 
woods just bursting into leaf, where the 
wild-boar and the stag are plentiful, will 
suit hhn better than banquets, balls, 
games, and boisterous revelry. The once 
dauntless Francis is grown nervous and 
querulous, and is painfully conscious of 
the slightest noise. After a rapid journey 
ho crosses the ill-omened bridge and ar- 
rives at Rambouillet. No soon^er has he 
been laid in his bed, than again his mind 
changes. He must rise and go to Saint- 
Germain, more suitable than Rambouillet 
in accommodation for his present condi- 
tion. But the intense anguish he suffers 
renders this project impossible. Well, he 
will remain. He will rest one night here; 
then, he will depart. In the morning, 
says the same historian, he awakes at 
daybreak, feelinp: somewhat better. He 
commands a royal hunt for stags and 
boars. Once more he hears the bugle 
of the huntsmen, the baying of the 



hounds, the tramp of the impatient 
steeds. The fresh morning air gives him 
fictitious strength. He rises from his 
bed, dresses himself on horseback and 
rides forth, defying disease and pain. 
Alas! he is soon brought back to the 
donjon tower and carried up the stairs 
speechless and in mortal agony to his 
bed. Fever and delirium ensue, but as 
the death - shadows gather round him 
weakness clears his brain. 

"I am dying," says he, faintly, ad- 
dressing d'Angennes, who never leaves 
him for an instant; ''send for my son 
Henry." 

" Sire," replies the count, " his high- 
ness is already here." 

"Let him come to mc at once; my 
breath fails me fast." 

The prince enters and kneels beside 
the dying king. He weeps bitterly, takes 
his father^s already cold hand in his own 
and kisses it. Francis feebly returns the 
pressure. He turns his sunken eyes 
toward his son and signs that he would 
speak. Henry, the better to catch his 
words, rises and bends over him. 

"My son, I have been a great sinner," 
falters the dying king, " my passions led 
mo astray ; avoid this, Henry. If I have 
done well, follow that, not the evil." 

"Sire," replies the prince, "we all 
love and honor your majesty." 

" Cherish France, my son,'' continues 
the king; "it is a noble nation. They 
refused me nothing in my adversity, nor 
will they you, if you rule them rightly. 
Lighten the taxes, my son ; be good to my 
people." 

His voice grows fainter and less dis- 
tinct, his face more ashen. 

The prince, seeing his lips move, but 
hearing no sound, lays his ear close to 
his father's mouth. 

"Commend me to Catherine, your 
wife ; beware of the Guises ; they will 
strip you ; they are all traitors ; cherish 
my people." He spoke no more. 

The prince motions to d'Angennes, 
and the parish priest with his acolytes 
enter, bearing the host Speechless, but 
conscious, with a look of infinite devo- 
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tiou, Francis receives the sacraments. 
Then, turning his dying eyes toward bis 
son, he feebly raises his hands to bless 
Mm. 

Henry, overcome by the sight of his 
dying father, sinks prostrate 'beside the 
bed. D'Angennes stands at the head, 
supporting his dying master in his arms ; 
while he wipes the moisture from his 
forehead, Francis expires. 



CHAPTER IX. 

CATUEBINE DE MEDICI. 

Cateibrine DE Medici, widow of Hen- 
ry II., and mother of three kings regnant, 
rules France in their name. Her father, 
Lorenzo, Duke of Urbino, second tyrant 
of Florence, died before she was born ; 
her mother, Madeleine de la Tonr d^Au- 
vergne (for Catherine had French blood 
in her veins), died when she was bom ; 
so fatal was this Medici, even at her 
birth. 

The durhesaina^ as Catherine was 
called, was reared by her aunt^ Clarice 
Sforza, within the mediaeval stronghold 
of the Medici at Florence — now known 
as the Riccardi Palace. Although bereft 
of palisade and towers of defence, it is 
8till a stately pile of Italian Gothic archi- 
ture, with pillared cortile, ornate front, 
and sculptured cornice, bidding a mute 
defiance to the encroachments of the mod- 
em buildings of the Via Cavour, the Corso 
of the City of Flowers. 

Catherine was educated by the nuns 
of the " Murate " (walled up;, in their 
convent near the Porto Santa Croce. 
The teaching of these lonely enthusiasts 
strangely contrasted with the life she af- ! 
terward led in the Florentine court — a 
very hot-bed of vice, intrigue, and ambi- 
tion. There did this Medea of the cin- 
que-cento learn how to dissimulate and 
to betray. At fifteen she became, by the 
favor of her uncle, Pope Clement VIL, 
the richest heiress in Europe. She was 
tall and finely formed, of a clear, olive 
complexion (inherited from her French 



mother), with well-cut features, and large, 
prominent eyes, like all the Medici. Her 
manners were gracious, her countenance 
expressive, but there was, even in ex- 
treme youth, a fixed and cold expression 
on the statuesque face that belied these 
pleasant attributes. Many suitors sought 
her hand, but Clement VII., outraged at 
the bratality of the Spanish coalition 
against him under Charles V., which had 
resulted in the sack of Rome and his own 
imprisonment in the Castle of St. Angelo, 
was glad to spite his enemies by bestow- 
ing his wealthy niece on the Due d'Or- 
l^ans, son of Francis I. As the heiress 
of the Medici came of a republican race 
of merchant - princes, • mere mushrooms 
beside the lofty antiquity of the Valois 
line, the pope, to give greater lustre to 
the espousals, announced that he would 
himself conduct his niece to her future 
husband. At Leghorn, Catherine em- 
barked with her uncle in a sumptuoas 
papal galley, attended by his tonsured 
court. A fiotilla of boats accompanied 
the vice-regent of God upon earth and 
his niece the sparkling duckeuina. Fair 
winds and smooth seas soon wafted them 
to the French shore, where Francis and 
his sons awaited their arrival at Mar- 
seilles. 

Francis, says Brantome, was so charm- 
ed with the Medici bride, her intelligence 
and lively manners, tliat he romped with 
her the entire evening after her arrival. 
When Francis found that she danced ad- 
mirably, that she shot with nn arquebuse 
like a trooper, played at maille like a boy, 
and rode boldly and gracefully, his par- 
tiality to his new daughter-in-law knew 
no bounds. What was the opinion of the 
bridegroom Orleans, and what compari- 
son he made between a bride of fifteen 
and a mistress of thirty-five, is not re- 
corded. There was nearly twenty years 
difierence in age between Prince Henry, 
Due d'0rl6ans, a mere boy, and Diane do 
Poitiers, yet her infinence over him was 
still absolute. To the day of his death 
he wore her colors — white and black — 
upon his shield. Diane, secure in power, 
was rather proud of her age. She boasted 
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to the new duchess that she was never 
ill, that she rose at six o^clock in the 
morning, bathed in the coldent water, and 
rode two hours before breakfast. 

When Catherine first appeared at the 
Louvre as the bride of Prince Uenry, she 
seemed but a clever, facile girl, ready to 
accept her humiliating position as subor- 
dinate in power, influence, and beauty to 
her husband^s mistress, Diane de Poitiers, 
aa well as to the Duchesse d^Etarapes, the 
favorite of Francis. Placed among these 
two women and the lonely Spanish queen, 
Elinor of Portugal, for fourteen years she 
acquitted herself with the most perfect 
temper and discretion. Indeed, with 
strange self-command in one so young, 
she endeavored to flatter both the favor- 
ites, but failing to propitiate either Diane 
or the duchess, and not being able to at- 
tract her husband or to interest the sedate 
Spaniard, she devoted herself wholly to 
charm her father-in-law, Francis. She 
became the constant and beloved com- 
panion of his various progresses and hunt- 
ing-parties to Fontainebleau, Amboise, 
Ohenonceau, and Loches. No court pa- 
geants these, on ambling pads over smooth 
lawns, among limber trees, with retinue 
of velvet-liveried menials on the watch 
for any possible casualty ; but hard and 
dangerous riding in search of boars, and 
wolves, and stags, over a rough country, 
among thick underwood, rocky hills, and 
precipitous uplands. 

Thus Catherine geemed, but in her 
heart she despised the duchess, abhorred 
Diane, and suflPered all the mortification 
of a neglected wife. Diane did not, more- 
over, spare her feelings, but insolently 
and ostentatiously i)araded her superior 
influence, especially after Prince Henry 
came to the throne and created her Du- 
chesse do Valentinois. 

Catherine, however, with marvellous 
self-command, bore all meekly, brought 
the king ten children, and for fourteen 
years bided her time. And that time 
came sooner than either the wife or the 
mistress expected. 



CHAPTER X. 

A FATAL JOUST. 

It is the wedding-day of the two 
princesses, Elizabeth and Marguerite ; the 
first a daughter, the latter a sister, of 
Henry II. A tournament is to be held in 
the Rue Saint- An toine, near the Palace 
des Toumelles, so-called from its many 
towers.* 

King Henry and the elder princes, his 
sons, are to ride in the lists and to break 
a lance freely with all comers. Queen 
Catherine and the brides — Elizabeth, the 
very youthful wife of the morpse Phihp 
II. of Spain, lately husband of Mary Tu- 
dor, known as Bloody Mary, now de- 
ceased ; Marguerite, wife of the Duke of 
Savoy, and Marguerite de Valois, second 
daughter of Catherine, then but a child — 
are seated in the centre of an open dais, 
covered with damascened silk, and orna- 
mented with feathers, tassels, and gaudy 
streamers, which flutter in the summer 
breeze. Behind them are ranged the 
greatest ladies of the court, among whom 
Diane de Poitiers, now Duchesse de Va- 
lentinois, occupies the place *of honor. 
The ladies in waiting on the queen and 
the great oflicers of state are ranged at 
the back. It is a lovely morning in the 
month of July. The summer sun lights 
up the gay dresses and fair faces of the 
court into a glowing parterre of bright 
colors. At a signal from Queen Cather- 
ine bands of wind-instruments burst into 
martial music ; the combatants enter the 
ai'ena and divide themselves into diflferent 
squadrons. First rides the king at the 
head of his knights. His appearance is 
the signal for all to rise, as much out of 
respect to him as the better to observe 
his chivalrous bearing and magnificent ac- 



* The Palace des Toiiniollcfi (bo named from its 
many towen) 9tood in the line Saint-Antoine, op* 
poslte the HOte) do Saint-Paal, npon the e>ite of the 
Place Royale. Charles VI. was confined hero 
when inMne. by Mb wife, iBabeati de Bavidre. The 
Duke of Bedford, Regent of France for Hcniy VI., 
a minor, lodged here. After the cxpulelon of the 
English fh)m Paris, Charles VII. made it his resi- 
deocc. Louis XI. and Lonis XII. inhabited it The 
latter monarch died here. 
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contrements. He wears a suit of armor 
in which gold is the chief metal. His 
sword-handle and dagger are set with 
jewels, and from his shield and lance fly 
streamers of black and white — the colors 
of Diane de Poitiers. He rides a Spanish 
barb, caparisoned with crimson velvet, 
that tosses his head and curvets proudly, 
as if conscious of its royal burden. Three 
times the king passes round the list within 
the barriers, preceded by pages and es- 
qaires bearing shields bound with rib- 
bons, on which are engraven, in letters 
of gold or of gems, the initials of their 
masters^ ladye-loves. The king is followed 
by squadrons of knights, who all range 
themselves near the open dais occupied 
by the queens and the princesses. 

A herald in a party-colored dress ad- 
vances into the centre of the open space, 
and to the sound of trumpet proclaims 
that the lists are open. The barriers are 
then lowered by the pages and the es- 
quires, and the tilting begins. 

Catherine looks on with a troubled 
countenance. Her eyes incessantly fol- 
low the king and watch his every move- 
ment. As knight after knight is unhorsed 
nnd rolls in the dust, and loud cries an I 
Ahonts of laughter rise at each discom- 
fiture above the tumult of the fight, the 
anxious expression on her face never 
changes. Now and then, when the king, 
excited by the mimic warfare, deals and 
receives hard blows and vigorous lance- 
thrusts, Catherine visibly trembles. Like 
the wife of Pilate, "she has suffered 
much because of a dream concerning 
him" — a dream that has shown him to 
her, disfigured and dabbled with blood, 
lying dead in a strange chamber. 

In the early morning she had implored 
the king not to enter the lists, but Henry 
had laughed, and had ridden forth wear- 
ing the colors of her rival. 

Now the long day is drawing to a 
close ; the sun is low on the horizon, and 
the tournament is over. The king, who 
has fought like a son of Francis I., and 
broken the lances of the Dues deFerrara, 
Guise, and Nemours, has retired from the 
lists into his tent to unarm. The young 



princes have dismounted and ascended 
into the dais beside their mother and the 
brides. Catherine breathes again; the 
king is safe — ^her dreum but the coinage 
of her brain! But hark ! the faint sound 
of a trumpet is heard, proceeding from 
the extremity of the long street of Saint- 
Antoine. The queen grows pale and 
bends her ear to listen. The sound comes 
nearer ; it becomes more distinct at each 
fresh blast. Now it is at hand, and, as 
the shrill and ill-omened notes strike her 
ear, a herald advances, preceded by a 
trumpeter, and announces that a masked 
knight has arrived, and challenges his 
migesty to break a lance with him in 
honor of his lady. 

The masked knight, habited entirely in 
black armor, rides into the arena. Certain 
of the fatal event, the queen rises suddenly 
from her seat. Her countenance expresses 
absolute terror. She beckons hastily to 
the Comte d^O, who is in attendance. 
" Go," says she in a low voice, speaking 
rapidly; "goat once to the king. Tell 
him that if he fights with this stranger hd 
will die! — tell him so from me. Haste! 
for the love of the Virgin, haste ! " 

No sooner has the Comte d'O left her, 
than, leaning over the dais, Catherine, 
with clasped hands and eager eyes, 
watches him as he crosses the enclosure. 
She sees him parley with the king, who 
is replacing his casque and arranging his 
armor. Henry laughs. The queen turns 
to the young Comte de la Molle, who is 
near — " Call up hither his majesty to me 
instantly. Tell him he must come up to 
me here before he enters the list-?. It is 
for life or death — ^the life of the king. 
Go! fly!" 

This second messenger crosses to 
where Henry is just mounting on horse- 
back. " Alas ! alas ! he does not heed m v 
messenger. Let me go," cries the queen, 
in the most violent agitation; "I will 
myself descend and speak with his ma- 
jesty." She rushes forward through the 
astonished courtiers to where a fli<r]it of 
steps leads below into the enclosure. As 
her foot is on the topmost stair, she sees 
the king gallop forth, fully ecjuipped, in 
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face of the masked knight. The qaeen is 
ashy paid, her large eyes are fixed on the 
king, her white lips tremble. She stands 
motionless, supported by the balustrade. 
Her daughters, the brides, and her ladies, 
gather round her full of wonder. By a 
great effort she masters her agitation, and 
slowly turns back into a retiring-room 
behind the dais, and seats herself on a 
chair of state. Then with a solemn gest- 
ure she addresses herself to theprincesses : 

^* Elizabeth, my daughter, and you, 
Marguerite, come hither. My sons, Fran- 
cis and Charles, come to me all of you 
quickly." 

At her invitation they assemble round 
her in astonishment. 

"Alasl my children, yon are all or- 
phans, and I am a widow. I have seen 
it. It is true. Now^ while I speak, the 
Innce is pointed that will pierce the king. 
Your father must die, my children. I 
know it and I cannot save him." 

While they all press with pitying looks 
around her, trying to console yet unable | 
to comprehend her meaning, she slowly 
rises. 

'* Let us, my children," says she, in a 
hollow voice, " pray for the king's soul." 

She casts herself on the ground and 
folds her hands in silent prayer. Her 
children kneel around her. There is a 
great silence. Then a loud cry is heard 
from below : 

*'The king is wounded; the king is 
unhorsed ; the king bleeds ; en a'cant to 
the king ! " 

Catherine rises. She is calm now and 
perfectly composed. She approaches the 
wooden steps leading into the arena be- 
low. There she sees, stretched on the 
ground, the king insensible, his face 
bathed in blood, pierced in the eye by 
the lance of the masked knight who has 
fled. Henry- is mortally wounded, and 
is borne, as the queen saw in her dream, 
into a strange chamber in the Palace des 
Toumelles, hard by. Alter some days of 
horrible agony, he expires, aged forty- 
one. The masked knight struck but a 
random blow, and was held innocent of 
all malice. He was the Sieur de Mont- 



gomeri, ancestor of the present Eai'ls of 
Eglinton. 



CHAPTER XI. 

THE WIDOWED QUEEN. 

Even while the king lay dying, Cath- 
erine gave a taste of her vindictive char- 
acter by ordering Diane de Poitiers in- 
stantly to quit the Louvre ; to deliver up 
the crown-jewels ; and to make over the 
possession of the Chdrteau of Chenonceau, 
in Touraine, to herself. Chenonceau was 
Catherine's "Kaboth's vineyard." From 
a girl, when she had often visited it in 
company with her father-in-law, Francis, 
she had longed to possess this lovely 
woodland palace, beside the clear waters 
of the river Cher. To her inexpressible 
disgnst, her husband, when he became 
king, presented it to "the old hag," 
Diane, Duchesse de Yalentinois. 

When Diane, sitting lonely at the 
Louvre, for Henry II. was dying at the 
Palace des Toumelles, received the 
queen's message, she turned indignantly 
to the messenger and angrily asked : 

" Is the king, then, dead ? " 

*' No, madame, but his wound is pro- 
nounced mortal ; he cannot last out the 
day." 

"Tell the queen," said Diane, haughti- 
ly, "that her reign has not yet begun. 
I am mistress over her and the kingdom 
as long as the king lives. If he dies, I 
care little how much she insults me. I 
shall be too wretched even to heed her." 

As regent, Catherine's real character 
appeared. She revelled in power. Gifted 
with a masculine understanding and a 
thorough aptitude for state business, she 
was also inscrutable, stern, and cruel. 
She believed in no one, and had faith in 
nothing save the prediction of astrolo- 
gers and the course of the stars, to which 
she gave unquestioning belief. As in 
the days of her girlhood, Catherine (al- 
ways armed with a concealed dagger, its 
blade dipped in poison) traded on the 
weaknesses of those around her. She 
intrigued when she could not command, 
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and fascinated the victim she dared not 
attack. All who stood in the way of her 
ambition were ^^ remavedJ''' None can 
tell how many she harried to an untime- 
ly grave. The direfdl traditions of her 
race, the philters, the perfumes, the pow- 
ders, swift and deadly poisons, were im- 
ported by her into France. Her cunning 
hands could infuse death into the fairest 
and the freshest flowers. She .had poi- 
sons for gloves and handkerchiefs, for the 
folds of royal robes, for the edge of 
gemmed drinking-cups, for rich and sa- 
vory dishes. She stands accused of hav- 
ing poisoned the Queen of Navarre, moth- 
er of Henry IV.,* in a pair of gloves; 
and, in spite of the trial and execution 
of Sebastian MontecucoUi, she was held 
gi^ilty of having compassed the death of 
her brother-in-law, the dauphin, in a 
cup of water, thus opening the throne 
for her husband and herself. 

Within her brain, fertile in evil, was 
conceived the massacre of St. Bartholo- 
mew — to exceed the horrors of the Sicil- 
ian Vespers under John of Procida — ^the 
plan of which she discussed years before 
the event with Philip II. and his minister, 
the Duke of Alva, whom she met at 3ay- 
onne, when she visited there her daugh- 
ter, Elizabeth of Spain. Catherine was 
true to no party, and faithful to no creed. 
During her long government, she cf^oled 
alike Catholics and Protestants. She 
balanced Guise against Coligni, and 
Cond6 against Navarre, as suited her im- 
mediate purpose. Provided the end she 
proposed was attained, she cared nothing 
for the means. Although attached to 
her children in infancy, before supreme 
power had come within her grasp, she 
did not hesitate to sacrifice them, later, 
to her political intrigues. 

For her youngest daughter — ^the be- 
witching Marguerite, frail Queen of Na- 
varre — she cared not at all. Her auto- 
biography is filled with details of her 
mother^s falseness and nnkindness. As 

* Another ccmteaiporary Bays that the Qneen 
of Navarre wae invited to Harcer*, tho Fr6v0t of 
Paris, wherOf having eaten some oanfllures^ she fell 
sick, and died five days afterward. 
8 



to her sons, all — save Francis, who died 
at eighteen — were initiated early into 
vice. Their hands were soon red with 
blood. Long before they reached man- 
hood they were steeped in debauchery, 
and left the cares of government entirely 
to their mother. Her court —an oasis of 
delight and artistic repose, in an age of 
bloodshed (for Catherine was a true 
Medici, and loved artists and tho arts, 
splendor and expenditure) — was as fatal 
as the gardens of Armida to virtue, truth, 
and honor. She surrounded herself with 
dissipated nobles, subservient courtiers, 
venal nymphs, and impure enchantresses; 
all ready to barter their souls and bodies 
in the service of their queen. The names 
of the forty noble demoiselles by whom 
Catherine was always attended, are duly 
recorded by Brant6me. 

"Know, my cousin," said the queen, 
speaking to the Due de Guise, *' that ray 
maids of honor are the best allies of the 
royal cause." 

She imported ready-witted Italians, 
actors and singers, who played, at a thea- 
tre within the H6tel Bourbon, at Paris ; 
saltimbanqucs and rope-dancers, who 
paraded the streets; astrologers, like 
Ruggiero; jewellers, like Zametti; and 
bankers, like Gondi. These men were 
ready to sell themselves for any infamy ; 
to call on the stars for confirmation of 
their prophecies; to tempt spendthrift 
princes with ample supply of ready cash ; 
to insinuate themselves into the confi- 
dence of unwary nobles; all to serve 
their royal mistress as spies. 

A woman of such powerful mind, in- 
finite resource, and unscrupulous will, 
overawed and oppressed her children. 
During the three successive reigns of her 
sons, Francis II., Charles IX., and Henry 
III., Catherine ruled with the iron hand 
of a mediadval despot. Yet her cruelty, 
perfidy, and state-craft, were worse than 
useless. She lived to see the chivalric 
race of Valois degraded; her favorite 
child, Aiyon, Henry III., driven like a 
dog from Paris, by Henri de Guise ; and 
son after son go down childless to a dis- 
honored grave. 



28 



ROMANCE OF OLD COURT-LIFE IN FRANCE. 



CHAPTER XII. 

MABT STUABT AND HER HUSBAND, 

Francis IL, aged sixteen, eldest son 
of Ilenry 1 1., is nominally King of France. 
Ho is gentle and affectionate (strange 
qualities for a son of Oatherine), well 
principled, and not without understand- 
ing. Bom with a feeble constitution, 
and badly educated, he lacks vigor both 
of mind and body to grasp the reins of 
government in a period so stormy — a 
period when Guise is at variance with 
Cond6, and the nation is distracted be- 
tween Catholic and Protestant intrigues. 
Though yet a boy, Francis is married to 
Mary Stuart, Queen of Scotland, daugh- 
ter of James V. and Mary of Lorraine, 
and niece to the Due de Guise and the 
Cardinal de Lorraine. 

Francis and Mary have known each 
other from earliest childhood. At the 
age of ^ve the little Scottish princess 
was sent to the Louvre to bo educated 
with her royal cousins. Even at that 
tender ago she was the delight and won- 
der of the court — a little northern rose- 
bud, transplanted into a southern climate, 
by-and-by to expand into a perfect flow- 
er. Her sweet temper, beauty, and win- 
ning manners, gained all hearts. She 
was, moreover, says Brantome, quiet, dis- 
creet, and accomplished. Accomplished, 
indeed, as well as learned, for, at four- 
teen, the fascinating girl recited a Latin 
oration of her own composition in the 
great gallery of the Louvre, before her 
future father-in-law. King Henry, and 
the whole court, to the effect "that 
women ought to rival, if not to excel, 
men in learning.^' She spoke with such 
composure, her voice was so melodious, 
her gesture so graceful, and her person so 
lovely, that the king publicly embraced 
her, and swore a great oath that she 
alone was fit to marry with the dauphin. 
Forthwith he betrothed her to his son 
Francis. This marriage between a youth 
and a girl yet in their teens was a dream 
of love, short, but without alloy. 

Catherine rules, and Francis and Mary 



Stuart, tou young and careless to desire 
any life but a perpetual holiday in each 
other's company, tremble at her frown 
and implicitly obey her. 

Now and then Mary's maternal uncles, 
the princes of Lorraine, Francis, the great 
Due de Guise (the same who took Calais 
and broke the English queen's heart), and 
I the Cardinal de Lorraine, the proudest 
and falsest prelate in the sacred college,* 
endeavor to traverse the designs of Cath- 
erine, nnd to inspire their beautiful niece 
with a taste for intrigue — under their 
guidance, be it well understood. But all 
such attempts are useless. Mary loves 
poetry and her lute, revels in banquets 
and masques, hunts, and games, and toys 
with her boy-husband, of whose society 
she never wearies. 

Nevertheless, the queen-mother hates 
her, accuses her of acting the part of a 
spy for her uncles, the Guises, and, sneer- 
ing, speaks of her as " une petite reinette 
qui fait toumer toutes les tStes,^^ 

The court is at Amboise, that migestic 
castle planted on a pile of sombre rocks 
that throw gloomy shadows across the 
waters of the Loire, widened at this 
spot into the magnitude of a lake, the 
river being divided by an island and 
crossed by two bridges. 

Over these bridges they come, a glit- 
tering procession, preceded by archers, 
and attended by pages and men-at-arms. 
Francis rides in front ; he is tall, slight, 
and elegantly formed, and sits his horse 
with perfect grace. His gray, almond- 
shaped eyes sparkle as he turns, them 
upon the young queen riding at his side. 
Mary is seated on a dark palfrey. She 
is dressed in a white robe, fastened from 
the neck downward with jewelled but- 
tons. The robe itself is studded with 
gold embroidery and trimmed with er- 
mine. A ruff of fine lace, and a chnin 
of gold, from which hangs a medallion, 
are round her slender throat. Her hair 
is drawn back from her forehead, and a 

* Charles de Gaieo. Cardinal de Lorraine, was 
minister onder Francis II. and Charles IX. He 
endeavored, without saccess, to Introdiice the In* 
qalsltlon Into France. 
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little pointed cap, set with jewels, to 
which is attached a thin white veil fall- 
ing hehind, sets oif the chiselled features, 
the matchless eyes, and exquisite com- 
plexion of her fair young face. 

Catherine and the Due de Guise, the 
Cardinal de Lorraine, and the Due de 
Nemours, follow, and behind them the 
gay multitude of a luxurious court fills up 
the causeway. Francis has a prepossess- 
ing face, but looks pale and ill. As they 
ride, side by side, Mary watches him with 
tender anxiety. Her sweet eyes rest on 
him as she speaks, and she caressingly 
places her hand upon his saddle-how as 
they ascend tlie rocky steep leading to 
the castle. 

When they dismount, the queen-moth- 
er — her hard face set into a frown — 
passes, without speaking a word, into her 
own apartments. The Due de Guise and 
the Cardinal de Lorraine also retire with 
gloomy looks. Not a single word do 
either of them address to Francis or to 
Mary. The young sovereigns enter the 
royal chambers, a stately suite of apart- 
ments, the lofty windows of which, reach- 
ing from ceiling to floor, overlook the 
river. Folding-doors open into a gallery 
wainscoted with oak richly gilt, with a 
carved ceiling emblazoned with coats-of- 
arms. The walls are covered with crim- 
son brocade set in heavy frames of carved 
gold ; chandeliers, of glittering pendants, 
hang from open rafters formed of various- 
colored wood arranged in mosaic pat- 
terns. Beyond is a retiring-room, Imng 
with choice tapestry of flowers and fruit 
on a violet ground, let into arabesque 
borders of white and gold. Inlaid tables 
of marble bear statues and tazzas of ala- 
baster and enamel. Clustered candela- 
bra of colored Venetian glass hold per- 
fumed candles, and the flowers of the 
spring are placed in cups and vases of 
rarest pottery. 

Mary, with a wave of her hand, dis- 
misses her attendants. Francis sinks into 
a chair beside an open window utterly 
exhausted. He sighs, leans back his head, 
and closes his eves. 

"ifon aj»<?wr," says Mary, throwing 



her arms round him, and kissing his 
white lips, "you are very weary. Tell 
me — why is the queen-mother so grave 
and silent ? When I spoke, she did not 
answer me. My uncles, too, frighten 
me with their black looks. Tell me, 
Francis, what have I done ? " 

" Done, sweetest ? — nothing," an- 
swered Francis, unclosing his eyes, and 
looking at her. "Our mother is busied 
with affairs of state, as are also your un- 
cles. There is much to disquiet them." 
Francis draws her closer to him, laying 
his head upon her shoulder wearily, and 
again closing his eyes. " It is some con- 
spiracy against her and your uncles — ^the 
Guises — mignonne^^'' added he, whispering 
into her ear. 

"Conspiracy! Holy Virgin, how 
dreadful I Why did you not tell me this 
before we left Blois ? " 

" I feared to frighten you, dear love, 
ere we were safe within the thick walls 
of this old fortress." 

Mary starts up and seizes his hand. 

"Tell me, tell me," she says, in an un- 
steady voice, " what is this conspiracy ? " 

"A plot of the Huguenots, in which 
Cond6 and the Colignis are concerned," 
replies Francis, roused by her vehemence 
into attention. " Did you not mark how 
suddenly our uncle, Francis of Guise, ap- 
peared at Blois, and that he was closeted 
with her migesty for hours? " Mary, her 
eyes extended to their utmost limit and 
fixed on his, bows her head in assent. 
" Did we not leave immediately after the 
interview for Amboise? Did not that 
make you suspicious ? " 

"No, Francis; for you said that we 
came here to hold a joust and to hunt in 
the forest of Chanteloup. How could I 
doubt your word? Oh, this is horri- 
ble I" 

" We came to Amboise, ma mie^ be- 
cause it is a stronghold, and Blois is an 
open town." 

"Do you know no more? or will you 
still deceive me?" asks Mary, eagerly, 
looking at him with tearftil eyes. 

"My mother told me that the Duo de 
Guise was informed by the Catholics of 
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England (which tidings have been since 
confirmed), that the Hagaenots are arm- 
ing in force, that they are headed by 
Cond6, that they are plotting to imprison 
the queen-mother and your uncles, and 
to carry you and me to Pari^ by 
force." 

" By force ? Would they lay hands 
on us? O Francis, are we safe in this 
castle?" exclaims Mary, clasping her 
hands. *^Wi]l our guards defend us? 
Are the walls manned? Is the town 
faithful? Are there plenty of troops to 
guard the bridges? " 

As she speaks, Mary trembles so vio- 
lently that she has slid from her chair and 
sinks upon the ground, clinging to Francis 
in an agony of fear. 

"Courage, my reitiette! rise up, and 
sit beside me ; " and Francis raises her in 
his arms and replaces her on her chair. 
'*Here we are safe. This conspiracy is 
not directed against us, Mary. The peo- 
ple say my mother and the Guises rule, 
not I, the anointed king. The Huguenots 
want to carry us off to Paris for our good. 
Pardieu ! I know little of the plot my- 
self as yet ; my mother refused to tell 
me. Anyhow, we are secure here at Am- 
boise from Turk, Jew, or Huguenot, so 
cheer up, my lovely queen ! " 

As Mary looks up again further to 
question him, he stops her mouth with 
kisses. 

" Let us leave all to the queen-mother. 
She is wise, and governs for us while we 
are young. She loves not to be ques- 
tioned. Sweetest, I am weary, give me 
a cup of wine ; let me lie in your closet, 
and you shall sing me to sleep with your 
lute." 

" But, Francis," still urges Mary, gen- 
tly disengaging herself from his arms as 
he leads her away, "surely my uncles 
must be in gi*eat danger; a conspiracy, 
perhaps, means an assassination. I be- 
seech you let me go and question them 
myself." 

"Ar<?7mi," answers Francis, drawing 
her to him. " You shall come with me. 
I will not part with you for a single in- 
stant. Ah I mignonney if you knew how 



my head aches, you would ask me no- 
more questions, or I shall faint." 

Mary^s expressive face changes as the 
April sunshine. Her eyes fill with tears* 
of tenderness as she leads Francis to a 
small closet in a turret exclusively her 
own — a ehinoueri£y quaint and bright as 
the plumage of a bird — ^and seats him, 
supported by a pile of pillows, on a couch 
— luxurious for that period of stiff-backed 
chairs and wooden benches. 

" Talk to me," says Francis, smooth- 
ing her abundant hair, which hung in 
dark masses on her shoulders as she knelt 
at his feet, " or, better still, sing to me. 
I love to hear your soft voice ; only, no 
more politics — not a word of affairs of 
state, Marie. Sing to me those verses 
you showed to Ronsard, about the knight 
who leaped into a deep stream to pluck 
a flower for his love and was drowned 
by the spell of a jealous mermaid, who 
watched him from among the flags." 

Mary rises and fetches her lute. All 
expression of fear has left her face. Re- 
assured by Francis, and occupied alone by 
him, she forgets not only the Huguenots 
and the conspiracy, but the whole world, 
beside the boy-husband, who bends lov- 
; ingly over her as she tries the strings of 
her instrnment. So let us leave tliem 
as they sit, two happy children, side by 
side, bathed in the brief sunshine of a 
changeful day in March, now singing, 
now talking of country fete»., especially 
of a carrousel to take place on the mor- 
row in the court-yard of the castle, in 
which the grand-prieur is to ride disguised 
as a gypsy woman and carry a monkey 
on his back for a child ! 



CHAPTER XIIL 



A TBAFTOB. 



The queen-mother sits alone ; a look 
of care overshadows her face ; her promi- 
nent eyes are fixed and glassy. From her 
window she can gaze at an old familiar 
scene, the terrace and parterre bordered 
by lime -walks, planted by Francis L, 
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where she has romped in many a game of 
^ttthe-caehe with him. 

Presently she rises and summons an 
attendant from the antechamber. 

''Call hither to me Mattre Avenelle," 
says she to the dainty page who waits 
her command. 

Avenelle, a lawyer and ^ Huguenot, is 
the friend of Barri, Seignenr de la Renau- 
die, the nominal leader of the Hugue- 
not plot ; and of which the Due de Guise 
has been warned by the Catholics of 
England. Avenelle has, for a heavy 
bribe, been gained over in Paris by the 
diike's secretary, Marmagne; he has 
come to Amboise to betray his friends 
*' of the religion •' by revealing to the 
qneen-mother all he knows of this vast 
Ilngnenot conspiracy, secretly headed by 
the Prince de Cond6 and by Admiral Co- 
ligni. 

Avenelle enters and bows low before 
the queen, who is seated opposite to him 
at a writing-table. He is sallow and 
wasted-looking, with a grave face and an 
nnxions eye ; a tremor passes over him as 
he suddenly encounters the dark eyes of 
Catherine fixed upon him. 

**nave you seen the Due de Guise?" 
flays she, haughtily, shading her face with 
her hand the better to observe him, as ho 
stands before her motionless and pale 
with fear. 

*'Yes, madame/' replies he, again 
humbly bowing; "I come now from his 
<»hambor, whither I was conducted by M. 
Marmagne, his secretary." 

"And you have confided to him all 
you know ofihis plot? " 

" I have, madame, all." 

"Is it entirely composed of Hugue- 
nots ? " 

** It is, madame." 

" What are the numbers ? " 

"Perhaps two thousand, your ma- 
jesty." 

Catherine starts, the lines on her face 
deepen, and her eyes glitter with aston- 
ishment and rage. 

" Who is at the head of these rebels ? " 
she asks, suddenly, after pausing a few 
moments. 



Avenelle trembles violently ; the sav- 
age tone of her voice and her imperious 
manner show him his danger. His teeth 
chatter, and drops of moisture trickle 
down his forehead. So great is his alarm 
that, in spite of his efforts to reply, his 
voice fails him. Catherine, her eyes riv- 
eted on his, waves her hand with an im- 
patient gesture. 

" Why do not you answer me, Mattre 
Avenelle ? If you are waiting to invent 
a lie with which to deceive me, believe 
me, such deceit is useless. The torture- 
chamber is at hand ; the screw will make 
vou sneak." 

"O madame," gasps Avenelle, mak- 
ing a successful effort to recover his 
voice, " I had no intention to deceive 
your majesty; I am come to tell you all 
I know. It was a passing weakness that 
overcame me." 

"Who, then, I again ask," says the 
queen, taking a pen in her hand in order 
to note his reply — " who is at the head 
of this plot ? " 

"Madame, it is secretly headed by 
that heretic, the Prince de Cond6. Co- 
ligni knows of it; as does also his brother 
d'Andelot, and the Cardinal de Ch&tillon. 
The nominal leader. Barn de la Renaudie, 
is but a subordinate acting under their 
orders." 

" Heretics do you call them ; are not 
yon, then, yourself a Huguenot ? " 

"Madame, I was," replies Avenelle, 
obsequiously, with an effort to look fear- 
less, for Catherine's glittering eyes are 
still upon him; "but his highness the 
Due de Guise has induced me to recant 
my errors." 

" Ah ! " says Catherine, smiling sar- 
castically; "I did not know our cousin 
of Guise troubled himself with the souls 
of his enemies. But this La Renaudie, 
was he not your friend? Did he not 
lodge with you in Paris? " 

" He did lodge, for a brief space, in 
my house in Paris, madame ; but I have 
no friend that is not a loyal subject to 
your mtyesty." Avenelle now speaks 
more boldly. 

Catherine eyes him from head to 
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foot with a glanco of infinite con- 
tempt. 

" I am glad to hear this for your own 
sake, Maitre Avenelie," she replies, dryly. 
" "What is the precise purpose of this 
plot ? " 

^'Madame, it is said by the Hugue- 
nots that your majesty, not your son, his 
mjyesty Francis II., governs, and that 
under your rule no justice will ever be 
done to those of * the religion ; ' that 
your mtgesty seeks counsel of the Due de 
Guise, and of his brother, the Cardinal 
de Lorraine, who are even more bitterly 
opposed than yourself to their interests. 
Therefore they have addressed themselves 
to the Prince de Oond6, who is believed 
to share their opinions both political and 
religious, for present redress. The con- 
spirators propose, niadame, to ])lace his 
highness the Prince de Cond6 on the 
throne as regent, until such measures are 
taken as will insure their independence; 
imprison your meyesty ; send the young 
king and queen to some unfortified place 
— such as Blois or Ohenonceau — ^and ban- 
ish the noble duke and his brother, the 
cardinal, from France." 

While Avenelle, speaking rapidly, 
gives these details, Catherine sits im- 
moved. As he proceeds, her eyes never 
leave him, and her hands, singularly 
small and delicate, are clinched upon her 
velvet robe. When he has done speak- 
ing, a look of absolute fury passes over 
her face. There is a lengthened silence, 
during which her head sinks on her 
breast, and she remains lost in thought. 
When she looks np, all passion has faded 
out of her face. She appears as impas- 
sible as a statue, and speaks in a clear 
metallic voice, which betrays no vestige of 
emotion. 

'*IIavo these conspiratora many ad- 
herents, Maitre Avenelle ? " 

"I fear so, madame. Nearly two 
thousand are gathering together, from 
various points, at Nantes. On the 15th 
of the present month of March they 
would have attacked Blois. Had your 
majesty not received timely warning and 
retreated to this fortified castle, these 



rebellious gentlemen would have cap- 
tured your sacred person and that of our 
sovereign and the young qneen. They 
would have kept yon imprisoned until 
you had consented to abdicate the throne 
or to dismiss our great Catholic princes 
of Lorraine, to whom and to your ma- 
jesty all evil influence is attributed." 

"Influence? Yes, influence to pun* 
ish traitors, heretics, and ^pies! " ezclaims 
Catherine, and she darts a fierce look at 
Avenelle, who, though still pale as death, 
is now more composed, and meets her 
glance without flinching. He knows his 
life is in the balance, and he thinks he 
reads the queen-mother rightl}-, that ho 
may best insure it by showing no cow- 
ardice. 

"Is this all you know, Mattre Ave- 
nelle? " says the queen, coldly. 

" Yes, madame ; and I trust you will 
remember that I have been the means of 
saving your m^esty and the young king 
from imprisonment, perhaps from death." 

Catherine turns her terrible eyes full 
upon Avenelle. " Maitre Avenelle, I ap- 
preciate both your disinterestedness and 
your loyalty," replies she, with a bitter 
sneer. " You, sir, will be kept a prisoner 
in this castle until his majesty ^s council 
have tested the truth of what you say. 
We may use such as you, but we mistrust 
them and we despise them. If you have 
spoken the truth, your life shall be spared, 
but you will leave France forever. If 
you have lied, you will die." As these 
words fall from her lips and are echoed 
through the lofty chamber, she strikes 
on a sharp metal placed before her. Two 
guards immediately enter and remove 
Avenelle in custody. 

Catherine again strikes on the metal 
instrument, summons her attendant, and 
desires that Francis, Due de Guise, and 
the Cardinal de Lorraine shall attend 
her. 

In this interview between the heads 
of the Catholic party their plan of action 
is decided. A council of state is to be at 
once called at Amboise, to which the 
Huguenot chiefs, the Prince de Cond^ 
the Admiral Coligni, his brother d'An- 
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delot, the Cardinal de Ch&tillon, and 
others, are to be invited to attend ; and a 
conciliatory edict in favor of the Oalvin- 
ists, signed by the king, is to be pro- 
claimed. 

Thas the Reformed party will be 
thrown completely off their guard, and 
La Renaudie and the conspirators, em- 
boldened by the apparent security and ! 
ignorance of the government, will gather 
about Amboise, the better to carry oat 
their designs of capturing the king, the 
queen, and the queen-mother, and ban- 
ishing or killing the Guises, her supposed 
evil counsellors. But another and secret 
condition is appended to this edict which 
would at once, if known, have awakened 
the suspicions and driven back from any 
approach to Amboise both the conspira- 
tors and the great chiefs of the Huguenot 
party. 

This secret condition is, that Francis, 
Duo de Guise, shall be forthwith nomi- 
nated lieutenant-general of the king- 
dom, and bo invested with almost abso- 
lute power. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE OOITNOIL OF STATE. 

The council assembles in a sombre 
chamber panelled with dark oak, crossed 
by open rafters — a chamber that had re- 
mained unaltered since the days of Louis 
XL A long table stands in the centre, 
snrrounded with leather chairs heavily 
carved, on which are seated the members 
of the council. Conde, who is of royal 
blood, takes the highest place on the 
Calvinist side. He is somewhat below 
middle height, and delicately formed. 
His complexion is fair, his face comely ; 
his dark eyes, sunk deep in his head, 
bright with the power of intellect, are 
both cunning and piercing. Neverthe- 
less, it is a veiled face and betrays noth- 
ing. His dress is dark and simple, yet 
studiously calculated to display to the 
best advantage his supple and elegant 
figure. There is an air of authority about 



him that betrays itself unwittingly in 
every glance he casts around the room. 
He is a man born to command. 

Next to him is a man older, sturdier, 
rougher; a powerfully -built man, who 
sits erect and firm in his chair. His head 
is covered with long white hair ; he has 
overhanging eyebrows, a massive fore- 
head, and a firmly -closed mouth. His 
weather-beaten face and sunken cheeks 
show that he has lived a life of exposure 
and privation — a man this to meet un- 
moved peril or death. He wears a home- 
ly suit of black woollen stuft* much worn, 
and as he sits he leans forward, plunged 
in deep thought. This is Admiral Coli- 
gni. Beside him is his brother d^Andelot, 
slighter and much younger : he is dressed 
with the same simplicity as the admiral, 
but wants that look of iron resolve and 
fanatic zeal which at the first glance 
stamps Coligni as a hero. Ch&tillon has 
placed himself beside his brother prelate 
of Lorraine. Each wears the scarlet robe 
of a cardinal, over which falls a deep 
edging of open guipure lace ; their broad 
red hats, tasselled with silken cords, lie 
on the table before them. Lorraine is 
thin and dark, with a treacherous eye 
and a prevailing expression of haughty 
unconcern. Ch^tillon is bland and mild, 
but withal shrewd and astute; a smile 
rests upon his thin lips as his eyes travel 
round the table, peering into every face, 
while from time to time he whispers 
some observation to the Cardinal de Lor- 
raine, the Minister of State, who affects 
not to hear him. 

A door opens within a carved recess 
or dais raised one step from the floor, 
and Francis and Mary appear. The 
whole council rises and salutes the young 
king and queen. They seat themselves 
under a purple-velvet canopy, embroid- 
ered in gold with fleura-de-lys and the 
oriflamme. They are followed by Cath- 
erine and Francis Due de Guise, a man 
of majestic presence and lofty stature. 
He is spare, like the cardinal, but his 
eager eye and sharply-cut features, on 
which many a wrinkle has gathered, pro* 
claim the man of action and the warrior, 
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ardent in the path of glory, prompt, bold, 
and unscrupulous. At the &ight of Coli- 
gni, Cond^, and Chdtillon, he knits his 
brows, and a sinister expression passes 
over his face which deepens into a look 
of actual cruelty as he silently takes his 
place next to Catherine do Medici. 

The young king and queen sit motion- 
less side by side, like two children who 
are permitted to witness a solemn cere- 
mony upon the promise of silence and 
tranquillity. They are both curious and 
attentive. !N"ot all Mary Stuart's ques- 
tions have elicited further information 
from her uncles, and Prancis, too feeble 
in health to be energetic, is satisfied with 
the knowledge that the queen -mother 
occupies herself with affairs of state. 

The queen-mother, with a curious 
smile upon her face, stands for a few mo- 
ments on the estrade facing the council- 
table. She coldly receives the chiefs of 
the Reformed faith, but her welcome is 
studiously polite. With the same grave 
courtesy she greets the Guises, Nemours, 
and the other Catholic princes. All are 
now seated in a circle of which Francis 
and Mary, motionless under the canopy 
of state, form the centre. Catherine rises 
fronjL her chair, and, in a guarded address, 
speaks of danger to the crown from the 
Huguenot party, darkly hinting at a trea- 
sonable plot, in which some near the 
throne are implicated; and she calls on 
those lords favorable to the Reformed re- 
ligion for advice and support in this emer- 
gency. 

As she speaks an evil light gathers in 
her eye, especially when she declares that 
she has at this time summoned her son's 
trusty counsellors of the Calvinist faith 
in order to consider an edict of pacifica- 
tion, calculated to conciliate all his ma- 
jesty's subjects, and to rally all his faith- 
ful servants round his throne. 

Her composed and serious counte- 
nance, the grave deliberation of her dis- 
course, her frank yet stately avowal of 
peril to the state, and desire for counsel 
in an hour of danger, are all so admirably 
simulated that those not aware of her per- 
fidy are completely duped. 



Francis, her son, listens with wonder 
to his mother's words, believing, as he 
does, that she is both indignant and 
alarmed at the machinations of that very 
party she has called to Amboise, and which 
she now proposes to propitiate. 

The Due de Guise, who perfectly un- 
derstands her drift, secretly smiles at this 
fresh proof of the dissimulation and as- 
tuteness of his cousin, who caresses ere 
she grasps her prey. When she has ended 
he loudly applauds her conciliatory reso- 
lutions, and by so doing astonishes still 
more the unsuspicious Francis, as well as 
his niece, Mary, whose w^ondering eyes 
are fixed on him. 

As to Coligni and the other Protes- 
tants, they fall blindfolded into the snare 
spread for them by Catherine, all save the 
Prince de Cond6, who, crafty and treach- 
erous himself, is more suspicious of others. 
He has marked, too, the queen-mother's 
words, "some near the throne," and 
thinks he knows to whom they are ap- 
plied. However, he immediately rises, 
and in a few well-chosen phrases, de- 
clares himself ready to defend the royal 
cause with his life. The admiral next 
speaks, and in an eloquent harangue lie 
unsuspectingly dilates on liis own views 
of the present administration, and re- 
proves the ambition of those princes who 
usurp the government of France. " There 
"are two millions of Protestants in the 
kingdom," he says, "who look to the 
heads of their own faith for relief from 
the tyranny and iiyustice under which 
they have long languished. Two mill- 
ions," repeats Coligni, in a grave, sad 
voice, looking steadfastly round the cir- 
cle, **who seek to live at peace, indus- 
trious, tranquil, loyal. But these two 
millions demand that they shall eiyoy 
equal privileges with the least of his ma- 
jesty's Catholic subjects. This is now 
refused. They ask to bo neither fus- 
pected, watched, nor wilfully persecuted. 
If any conspiracy exists, such as is known 
to her miyesty the queen-mother — and I 
accept her statement as true with the 
deepest sorrow — it can only arise from 
the bitter feeling engendered by the dis- 
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grace of these Calvinifitic subjects of this 
realm who are uniformly treated as aliens, 
and repulsed with cruel persistency from 
such places of trust and honor as their 
services have entitled them to enjoy. Let 
these heavy grievances be removed; let 
his majesty reign for himself alone^^ — 
and Coligni's eye rests on the Due do 
Guise and the queen-mother — " with 
equal favor over both parties, Catholic as 
well as Protestent. Let the conciliatory 
edict now before the council bo made 
public, and L Gaspard do Coligni, bind 
myself upon my plighted word as a no- 
ble and upon my conscience as a devout 
Oalvinist, that the house of Valois will 
forever live in the hearts of our people, 
and receive from them as entire a devo- 
tion as ever animated subject to his sov- 
ereign.'' 

A dead silence follows Coligni's ad- 
dress, and the Due do Guise and the Car- 
dinal do Lorraine exchange glances of in- 
dignation. 

Francis has become more and more 
mystified. Timid and inexperienced, he 
fears to betray his absolute ignorance of 
state affairs, and, perhaps, incense liis 
mother by indiscreet questions. But 
when the parchment, heavy with seals 
of state, is produced and borne to him 
by the chancellor for signature, ho can 
no longer conceal Iiis astonishment that 
he should be called on to sign an edict 
giving both liberty and protection to 
those very persons whom the queen - 
mother and his uncles had represented to 
him as his mortal enemies. He looks so 
long and earnestly at Catherine, that she, 
fearing that by one mistaken word he is 
about to destroy the whole fabric of her 
masterly dissimulation, rises quickly from 
the arm-chair in which she sits, and ad- 
vancing quickly toward him with a com- 
manding look and imperious gesture, takes 
the pen from the hand of the chancellor 
and presents it to him herself. 

" Sign, my son," says she, ** this edict 
which has been framed by the unanimous 
advice of your council in favor of your 
loyal snbjects. Fear not to sanction this 
royal act of mercy. Your miyesty is still 



too young to understand the far-seeing 
wisdom of the act. Take it on my word, 
sire, take it now on my word. You will 
understand it better later." 

"Truly, madame," replies the king, 
"I call God to witness that I desire the 
good of all fnj snbjects, Huguenot and 
Catholic." So saying, ho takes the pen 
and signs the edict. The council forth- 
with breaks up, with what wondering cu- 
riosity on the part of the king and of 
Mary, who dare ask no questions, cannot 
be told. 



CHAPTER XV. 
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CATHKEIKE S VENGEAXCE. 

Meanwhile the conspirators, embold- 
ened by tho news of tho edict of Am- 
boise, carried out tlieir purpose exactly 
as the queen-mother intended, with per- 
fect confidence and little concealment. 
Catherine's object was to draw them tow- 
ard Amboise and thero destroy them. 
Band after band, in small detachments, 
the better to avoid suspicion, rodo up 
from Nantes, where thev lav, to concen- 
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trate in force on the Loire and within 
Amboiso itself. When suflficiently strong, 
they proposed to carry off the king and 
queen by a coup-de^tnain, make away 
with the Jesuitical Guises, banish the 
queen-mother to some distant fortress, 
and place Cond6 on the throne as regent. 
' They came through the plains of Ton- 
raine, halting beside solitary farms, in tlio 
vineyards, under the willows and tufted 
underwood that border the rivers, and 
throu'jh the dark forests that lie on tho 
hills behind Amboise. Band after band 
reached certain points, halted at the spots 
indicated to them, and met other detach- 
ments with whom they were to act ; but 
not one of them was heard of more. 

The walls of the Castle of Amboise 
bristled with troops, and the open coun- 
try toward Loches was fiill of soldiers. 
Trusty guards stationed on the double 
bridge across the Loire were instructed 
by the Due do Guise, who wielded abso- 
lute power, and who had now gained 
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minate knowledge of the plot, to take all 
suspected persons prisoners, or,^ if need- 
ful, slay them ns they stood. Crowds of 
prisoners poured into Amboise, tied to- 
gether and driven like cattle to the sham- 
bles. Those who were known were re- 
served for a further purpose, the rest — 
the herd — were either hanged or 
drowned. The Loire was full of floating 
corpses. 

Cond6, wary with the wariness of his 
race, ventured not again to Amboise. 
Coligni and his brother knew not how to 
oppose a power exercised in the royal 
name, but Jean Barri de la Renaudie, the 
ostensible loader of the conspiracy and a 
bold adventurer, alarmed at the myste- 
rious disappearance of party after party 
of his followers, set out in rash haste 
toward Amboise. lie, too, was watched 
for and expected among the wooded hills 
of the forest of Ch&teau Kcnaud. 

La Renaudie had encamped in the 
woods toward morninpr after advancing 
under cover of the night from Niort. 
Suddenly his detachment was approached 
by two or three horsemen, who, after re- 
connoitring for a few moments, retreated. 
These were evidently the advance-guard 
of the royal forces. La Renaudie imme- 
diately broke up his camp and dashed on 
toward Amboise, concealed by the over- 
hanging trees on the banks of a stream 
which flowed through a wild deflle. In 
a hollow of the river, among beds of stone 
and sand, he was fallen upon by a regi- 
ment of royal troops who had tracked 
and finally caught him as in a trap. His 
own cousin Pardilliac commanded the at- 
tack, he recognized him by the flag. A 
deadly struggle ensued, in which both 
cousins fell. La Renandie's corpse, car- 
ried in triumph to Amboise, was hung in 
chains over the bridge. 

Then Cond6, Coligni, and the other 
Calvinists, came fully to understand what 
the edict of conciliation really meant. 

The Castle of Amboise during all this 
time had been strictly guarded ; every 
door was watched, every gallery was full 
of troops; the garden and the walled 
plateau, within which stands the beauti- 



ful little votive chapel erected by Anne 
of Brittany, was like a camp. Silence, 
suspicion, and terror, were on every face. 
Although the queen-mother, with her 
crafty smiles and unruffled brow, aflecte<l 
entire ignorance, and exhorted *'la petite 
reinette," as she called Mary, to hunt in 
the a<yoining forest, and to assemble the 
court in the state-rooms with the usual 
banquets and festivities, Mary, pale and 
anxious, remained shut up -with Francis 
in her private apartments. 

" My uncle," said Francis to the Due 
de Guise, whom he met leaving the 
queen-mother's retiring-room, "1 must 
know what all these precautions mean. 
Why are so many troops encamped about 
the castle, the guards doubled, and the 
gates closed? "Why do you avoid me and 
the queen? Uncle, 1 insist on knowing 
more." 

"It is nothing, sire — nothing," fal- 
tered the duke, who, dissembler as he was, 
could scarcely conceal the confusion the 
king's questions caused him. *^ A trifling 
conspiracy has been discovered, a few- 
rebels have been caught, your m^esty's 
leniency has been abused by some false 
Huguenots. These troops assembled 
about the castle are your raigesty's trusty 
guards, brought here to insure the main- 
tenance of the terms of the edict." 

" But, uncle, the queen and I hear the 
clash of arms and firing on the bridges as 
against an enemy. I cannot sleep, so 
great is the tumult. What have I done,, 
that my people should mistrust me ? Hu- 
guenots and Catholics are alike my sub- 
jects. Are you sure, uncle, that it is not 
you and my mother that they hate ? I 
would that you would all go away for a 
while and let me rule alone; then my 
people would know me." * 

When all the Huguenot conspirators, 
about two thousand in number, were 
either massacred or imprisoned, Cathe- 
rine threw off the mask. She called to 
her Francis and the young queen. 

"My children," said she, "a plot has 
been discovered by which the Prince do 
Cond6 was to be made regent. You and 
the queen were to be shut up for life, or 
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xnnrdered perhaps. Such as remain un- 
punished of the enemies of the house of 
Yalois are about to be executed on the 
southern esplanade of the castle. You 
are too young to be instructed in all these 
details, but, my son, when you signed 
that edict, I told you I would afterward 
explain it — ^now come and behold the rea- 
son. Mary, my reinette, do not turn so 
pale ; you will need to learn to be both 
stem and brave to rule your rough sub- 
jects the Scotch.-' 

Catherine, erect and calm, led the way 
to the state apartments overlooking on 
either side thcf garden, terrace, and river. 
Large miillioned windows had, by the 
command of Francis I., taken the place 
of the narrow lights of the older fortress. 
He had changed the esplanade and south- 
em terraced front within the walls, and 
the balconied windows to the north over- 
looking the town, into that union of ma- 
noir and chateau which he first created. 

The boy - king and queen followed 
tremblingly the steps of their mother, 
who strwle on in front with trium- 
phant alacrity. Without, on the pleas- 
ant terrace bordered by walls now bris- 
tling with guns, and alive with guards and 
archers, on the pinnacles and fretted roof 
of the votive chapel, which stands to the 
right in a tuft of trees inside a bastion, 
the sun shone brightly, but the blue sky 
and the laughing face of Nature seemed 
but to mock the hideous spectacle in 
front. Close under the windows of the 
central gallery, a scaffold was erected 
covered with black, on which stood an 
executioner masked, clothed in a red 
robe. Long lines of prisoners packed 
closely together, a dismal crowd, wan and 
emaciated by imprisonment in the loath- 
some holes of the mediaeval castle, stood 
by hundreds ranged against the outer 
walls and those of the chapel, guarded 
by archers and musketeers; as if such 
de59pairing wretches, about to be butch- 
ered like cattle in the shambles, needed 
guarding! The windows of the royal 
gallery were wide open, flags streamed 
from the architraves, and a loggia, or 
covered balcony, had been prepared, 



hung with crimson velvet, with seats for 
the royal princes. 

Within the gallery the whole court 
stood ranged against the sculptured 
walls. Catherine entered first. With 
an imperious gesture, she signed to Mary, 
who clung, white as death, to her hus- 
band, to take her place under a royal 
canopy placed in the centre of the win- 
dow. Francis she drew into a chair be- 
side herself, the chancellor, the Due de* 
Guise, his brother the cardinal, and the 
Duo de Nemours, seated themselves near. 
Their appearance was the signal to begin 
the slaughter. Prisoner afcer prisoner 
was dragged up beneath the loggia to the 
scaffold and hastily dispatched. Cries of 
agony were drowned in the screeching of 
fifes and the loud braying of trumpets. 
The mutilated bodies were flung on one 
side to be cast into the river, the heads 
borne away to be placed upon the bridge. 
Blood ran in streams, and scented the 
fresh spring breezes. The executioner 
wearily rested from his labor, and anoth- 
er masked figure, dressed like himself in 
red from head to foot, took his place. 

Spellbound and speechless sat the 
young queen. A look of horror was on 
her face. She had clutched the hand of 
Francis as she sat down, and, ere a few 
minutes had passed, she had fainted. 

Catherine, who, wholly unmoved, was 
contemplating the death of her entimies 
the Huguenots, turned with a terrible 
frown toward her son, handing him some 
strong essence with which to revive Mary, 
As her senses returned, even the basilisk 
eyes of her dreaded mother-in-law could 
not restrain her. One glance at the aw- 
ful spectacle gave her courage ; she gave 
a wild scream, and, rushing forward, flung 
hersielf passionately at the feet of her un- 
cle, Francis of Guise. 

" Uncle, dear uncle, stay this fearful 
massacre. Speak to the qoeen, or I shall 
die. Oh ! why was I brought here to be- 
hold such a sight ? ^^ 

"My niece," answered the duke sol- 
emnly, raising her from the ground, and 
tenderly kissing her on the cheek, " have 
courage; these are but a few pestilent 
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heretics who would have dethroned you north front of the castle, toward the 



and your husband, the king, and set up a 
false religion. By their destruction we 
are doing good service to God and to the 
Blessed Virgin. Such vermin deserve no 
pity. You ought to rejoice in their de- 
struction." 



river. The remainder were to be thrown 
into the Loire. This stone balcony bor- 
ders now, as then, the whole length of 
the state apartments toward the river. 
A fall of some hundred feet down a sheer 
mass of gray rock, on which the castle 



**Alas, my mother I" said Francis, stands, makes the head dizzy. Over this 
also rising, '* I too am overcome at this precipice the headless bodies dangled, 
horrible sight, I also would crave your ' swaying to and fro in the Mnrch wind, 
highnesses permission to retire ; the blood a hideous and revolting sight. No one 
of my subjects, even of my enemies, is ' could pass through nny^of the apartments 



horrible to see. Let us go ! '' 

" My son, I command you to stay ! " 



of the castle without beholding it. But 
despised humanity, in the shnpe of the 



broke in Catherine, furious with passion, murdered Huguenots, a8s(fcrted its claim 
and imperiously raising her hand to stay on the attention of the court, and the 
him. —^* Due de Guise, support your niece, stench of these bodies hung to the bal- 
the Queen of France. Teach her the duty cony, and of those strung up on the trees, 
of a sovereign." and the rotting corpses that dammed np 

Again Francis, intimidated by his the river, soon became so overwhelming, 
mother's violence, reseated himself along that even Catherine herself was forced to 
with the unhappy Mary, motionless be- retreat, and accompany her son and the 
side him. Again the steel of the axe young queen to Chenonceau. The shock 
flashed in the sunshine, and horrible con- ' and excitement were, however, too much 
tortions writhed the bodies of the slain. | for the sickly Francis. Rapidly he pined 
It was too much. Mary, young, tender, ' and died ; no physician was found who 
compassionate — afraid to plead for mercy could cure a nameless malady, 
as though committing a crime, again Mary Stuart, a widow at eighteen, 

fainted, and was again recovered. The passionate and romantic, clung fondly to 
queen-mother, to whom the savage scene that *' pleasant land" where she had 
was a spectacle of rapture, again com- spent such happy days with the gracious 
manded her to be reseated ; but Francis, Francis. She had been created Duchesse 
now fully roused by the sufferings of his [ de Touraino at her marriage, and craved 
wife, interposed. [ earnestly to be allowed to enjoy that 

"My mother, lean no longer permit appanage rather than be banished to reign 
your majesty to force the queen to be in a barren land, which she dreaded like 
present. You are perilling her health, a living tomb. But her ambitious uncles, 
Govern my kingdom and slay my sub- the Duo de Guise and the Cardinal de 
jects, but let mo judge what is seemly Lorraine, who were to her as parents, ob- 
for my wife." j stinately insisted on her departure for 

So, bearing her in his arms, with the Scotland. So she sailed from Calais; 
assistance of her ladies, Francis withdrew, and, from the deck of the ship that bore 

When the butchery was over, and the . her across the seas, as the shores of France 
headless bodies were floating in the river, ' — which she was never more to see — 
or strung up on the branches of the trees, | gradually faded from her view, she sang 
or piled in heaps about the castle, Cath- ' to her lute that plaintive song, so identi- 
erine retired. She commanded that the ; fled with her memory : 
remains of tlie chief conspirators should 
be hung in chains from the iron balus- 
trades of the stone balcony which pro- 



tects the windows of the royal gallery, 
and which still remains intact, on the 



** Adieu, oh plaisant paye I 
Adieu ! oh ma patrie. 



La plus ch^rie. qui a nonrrlt 
Ma hello enfftnce— Adiea I '' 



THE ASTROLOGER'S CHAMBER. 
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CHAPTER XVT. 

THE ABTBOLOGEB's OILA.MBEI:. 

WnEKEYEB Catherine chose to reside, 
either in Paris or in Tonraine, an obser- 
Tfttory for the stars was always at hand, 
and Cosmo Ruggiero, who had attended 
her from Italy, never left her. Cosmo 
was the queen^s fiirailiar demon ; he was 
both astrologer, alchemist, and philoso- 
pher, lie fed the glowing Aimaces with 
gold and silver, sometimes with dead 
men*s boDes; concocted essences, pow- 
ders, and perfumes; drew horoscopes, 
and modelled wax-figures in the likeness 
of those who had incurred the queen's 
enmity. These were supposed to suffer 
pangs from each stab inflicted on their 
images, and to waste away as their wax 
similitudes melted in the flames. Cosmo 
was also purveyor of poisons to her ma- 
jesty, and dealt largely in herbs and roots 
fatal to life. His apartments and the ob- 
servatory were always near those of the 
queen, and connected with them by a se- 
cret stair. 

We are at the Tuileries.'*' It stands 
on a plot of ground outside Paris — where 
tiles were baked and rubbish shot — given 
by Francis I. to his mother, Louise de 
Savoie. Charles IX., who has succeeded 
his brother — Francis II. — inhabits the 
Louvre, now entirely rebuilt by Francis 
I. The queen -mother desired to live 
alone. She, therefore, commanded Phi- 
lippe dc Lorme to erect a new palace for 
her use, consisting of a central pavilion, 
with ample wings. Catherine is now 
middle-aged; her complexion is darker, 
the expression of her face sterner and 
more impassive. She seldom relaxes into 
a smile except to deceive an enemy. In 
her own person she dislikes and despises 

* No eooner had CatheriDo do Medici bailt the 
Tnlleries, than aho left it to Inhabit the UOtel de 
Bolnona (then called HOtel de la Beine), in the 
parish of Saint-Bostache, in consequence of a pre- 
diction that ahe wonld die at Saiot-Qermain. The 
H6tel de SoissonB, as well as the HOtel do Nesle, is 
DOW amaV^aniated into the Halle an BI^s. At the 
Hotel de Soisaona, Catherine lived for some years 
before her death. 



the luxury of dress, and principally wears 
black since the death of her husband. 
But, on fitting occasions of state, she, 
too, robes herself in royal apparel. She 
stands before us in a long black dress, 
tightly fitting her shape. She has grown 
much stouter, though she is still upright 
and m^gestic. Her active habits and her 
extraordinary capacity for mental labor 
are the same. A stifl;* ruff is round her 
neck, and a black coif upon her head. 
Jewels she rarely uses. Her suite of 
rooms at the Tuileries, hung with sombre 
tapestry or panelled with dark wood, are 
studiously plain. She loves artists and 
the arts, but pictures and statues are not 
appropriate to the state business she 
habitually transacts. There is a certain 
consistent grandeur in her plain, una- 
dorned entourage; a sense of subdued 
power — hidden yet apparent — that makes 
those who approach her tremble. Her 
second son Charles, now King of France, 
is wholly under her influence. He was 
only ten years old when he ascended the 
throne at the death of his brother Fran- 
cis, and his mother has carefully stamped 
out every good quality in his naturally 
frank and manly nature. Now he is 
rough and cruel, loves the sight of blood, 
and has become a perfect Nimrod. He 
blows the horn with such violence, so 
often and so loud, that he has ii\jured his 
lungs in consequence. Charles knows 
nmch more about the bears, wolves, 
doer, and wild -boars of France, than of 
his Christian subjects. 

The Princess Marguerite is now grown 
into a woman, *•'' a noble mind in a most 
lovely person," says the flattering Bran- 
tdme. Her mother encourages Margue- 
rite^s taste for intrigue, and throws her 
into the company of women, such as Ma- 
dame de Sauve, the court Ninon de FEn- 
clos of that day. Catherine contemplates 
her beauty, not with the proud affection 
of a mother, but as a useful bait to entrap 
those whom she desires to gain. When 
she was young herself, the queen never 
allowed any tender passion to stand in 
her way, but ruthlessly sacrificed all who 
were either useless or troublesome. 
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When the palace is quiet, and the 
sighing of the winter wind without, as it 
sweeps along the quays and ruffles the 
surface of the river, is only broken by 
the challenge of the sentinels on the bas- 
tion bordering the Seine, Catherine rises 
from her chair. She passes over her black 
dress a long white mantle, puts her feet 
into silken slippers, lights a scented hau- 
gie, takes from her girdle a golden key — 
which is hid there along with a poisoned 
dagger in case of need — draws aside the 
tapestry, unlocks a hidden door, and 
mounts a secret stair. Cosmo Ruggiero 
is seated on a folding-stool in a small 
laboratory under the roof. He is readiug 
an ancient manuscript. A lamp illumi- 
nates the page, and he is, or affects to be, 
so profoundly absorbed that he does not 
hear his terrible mistress enter. She 
glides like a ghost beside him, and, lay- 
ing her hand on his shoulder, rouses him. 
Ruggiero rises hastily and salutes her. 
Catherine draws a stool beside him, seats 
herself, and signs to him to do so also. 

"Well, Cosmo! always studying; al- 
ways at work in my service," says she, in 
a low, metallic voice. 

" Yes, madame, I have no other pleas- 
ure than in your majesty's service." 

**Ye8, yes! you serve the queen for 
love, and science out of interest — I un- 
derstand. Disinterestedness is the custom 
of our country, my friend." 

" Your mtyesty mistakes ; I serve 
her as a loyal servant and countryman 
should." 

*' La ! la ! " says Catherine, " we know 
each other, Cosmo— no professions. Is 
the poison ready I ordered of you, the 
subtle powder to sprinkle on gloves or 
flowers ? It is possible I may want it 
shortly." 

Ruggiero rises and hands a small 
sealed packet, enclosed in satin, to the 
queen, who places it in her bosom. 

"Madame," ho says, "beware! this 
poison is most powerful." 

"So much the worse for those for 
whom it is destined," replies Cdtherine ; 
and a cruel smile lights up her face for a 
moment " It will serve me the quicker. 



But to business, Cosmo. What say the 
stars ? Have you drawn the horoscopes ? " 

" Here, madame. are the horoscopes; " 
and he draws from his belt a bundle of 
papers. - "Here are the celestial signs 
within the house of life of all the royal 
persons concerned, traced by the magic 
pencil from the dates you furnished me." 

Catherine glances at the papers. "Ex- 
plain to me their import," snys she, look- 
ing at him with grave attention. 

"Your present design, madame, to 
marry Madame Marguerite to the King 
of Navarre appears favorable to the in- 
terests of France. A cloud now rests 
upon the usually brilliant star of the 
King of Navarre, but another night, ma- 
dame, perhaps — " 

" This is all very vague, Ruggiero, I 
want an absolute prediction," says Cathe- 
rine, fixing her black eyes full upon the 
soothsayer. "Among all these illustrious 
personages is there not one whose horo- 
scope is clear and defined ? " 

" Assuredly, madame ; will your ma- 
jesty deign to interrogate me as to the 
^ture ? I will unfold the purposes of 
the stars as I have read them." 

"You have spoken of the princess. 
Does she love the young Due Henri de 
Guise ? " 

"Madame, her highness affects the 
duke; but she is unstable in her affec- 
tions." 

"The Queen of Navarre — will she 
still forward this marriage ? " 

" It will cause her death.'' 

" How ? " 

" By poison." 

"Where?" 

" At Paris." 

"That is well," answers the queen, 
and deep thought darkens her swarthy 
face. " Her son, the King of Navarre — 
what of him? " 

"He, madame, is safe for a wliile, 
though he will shortly be exposed to ex- 
treme peril." 

"But is he destined to die violent- 
ly?" 

"Perhaps; but long years hence. 
His hair will be gray before the poniard 
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I see hovering over him strikes. But, as 
I have said to-night^ there is a cloud upon 
his star. Long he will certainlj escape 
steel, fire, illness, or accident; he will 
bear a charmed life. Madame, the King 
of Navarre will be a proper husband for 
Madame Margnerite/' 

^* Bnt how of that bold man, the Dae 
do Guise, who dares, without my leave, 
to aspire to the hand of the princess ? " 
asked Catherine. 

^^ Henri de Guise, madame, will die a 
violent death, as will his father and Go- 
ligni. The admiral will be stabbed in his 
own house. This is certain.'^ 

The queen smiles, and for a time is 
silent. 

^'Tell me," at length, she almost whis- 
pers, "have jou discovered any thing 
more about myself and my sons ? " 

^* Madame, I tremble to reply, '^ replies 
Ruggiero, hesitating. 

" Speak, I command you, Cosmo.*' 

Catherine rises, and lays her hand 
heavily upon his arm. Her ejres meet 
his. 

" If I must reveal the future of your 
m^esty and the royal princes, well, let it 
be done. Your miyesty can but kill me. 
I fear not death.'' 

**Fool, your life is safel " 

"You, madame, will live; but the 
princes, your sons — " and he stops and 
again hesitates. 

"Speak!" hisses Catherine between 
Iter set teeth. "Speak, or^, pardieuf I 
will force yoo," and she raises her hand 
aloft, as if to strike him. 

"Madame," replies Ruggiero, quite 
unmoved by her violence, rising from his 
stool, and moving toward the wall, " you 
yourself shall see the future that awaits 
them." He withdraws a black curtain 
covering an arched recess and reveals a 
magic mirror. "The kings your sons, 
madame, shall pass before you. Each 
shall reign as many years as he makes the 
circuit of that dark chamber you see re- 
flected on the polished steel. There is 
your eldest son, Francis. See how feebly 
he moves, how pale he looks. He never 
lived to be a man. Twice he slowly 



passes round, and he is gone. The next 
is Charles, ninth of that name. Thirteen 
times he turns round, and as he moves a 
mist of blood gathers about him. Look, 
it thickens — ^it hides him. He shall reign 
thirteen years, and die a bloody death, 
having caused much blood to flow. Here 
is Henri, Due d'Anjou, who shall succeed 
him. A few circuits, and then behold — 
a muffled figure — a monk, springs on 
him from behind. He falls and van- 
ishes." 

There is a pause. 

"Whatl Cosmo," whispers Catherine, 
who stood suppoi-ting herself on the back 
of a high chair opposite the magic mir- 
ror, " Francis, Charles, Henry, are gone, 
but do they leave no child? " 

" None, madame." 

" Where, then, is d'Alen^on, ray young- 
est boy? Let me see him." 

"Madame," falters Ruggiero, "his 
highness is not destined to reign. The 
successor of your sons is before you;" 
and on the magic glass rises up, clear and 
distinct, the image of the King of Na- 
varre. With strong, firm steps he circles 
the mystic chamber of life twenty times. 
As he passes on the twentj-flrst round, a 
mist gathers round him ; he falls and van- 
ishes. 

At the sight of Henry of Navarre, the 
queen's composure utterly forsakes her. 
She trembles from head to foot, and sinks 
into a chair. A sombre fire shoots from 
her eyes, 

" I will take care that shall never 
be ! " gasps she, unable to speak with 
rage. 

After a few moments she rose, took 
up her light, and, without one other word, 
descended as she had come. 



CHAPTER XYII. 



AT OHENONCEAU. 



The ChAteau of Chcnonceau, so greatly 
coveted by Catherine de Medici in her 
youth, still remains to us. It lies in a 
rural district of the Touraine, far from 
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cities and the traffic of great thorough- 
fares. Spared, from its isolated position, 
by the first Revolution, this monument 
of the Renaissance, half palace, half cha- 
teau, is as beautiful as ever — a pictu- 
resque mass of pointed turrets, glisten- 
ing spires, perpendicular roofs, lofty pa- 
vilions, and pillared arches. It is partly 
built over the river Cher, at once its de- 
fence and its attraction. 

Henry IL, as also his father, Francis, 
who specially loved this sunny plaisance, 
and often visited it in company with his 
daughter-in-law, Catherine, and his mis- 
tress, the Duchesse d'Etampes, had both 
lavished unknown sums on its embellish- 
ment. 

Chenonceau is approached by a draw- 
bridge over a moat fed by the river. On 
the southern side a stately bridge of five 
arches has been added by Diane de Poi- 
tiers in order to reach the opposite bank, 
where the high roofs and pointed turrets 
of the main building arc seen to great ad- 
vantage, rising out of scattered woods of 
oak and ash, which are divided into leafy 
avenues leading into fair water-meadows 
beside the Cher. By Catherine's com- 
mand this bridge has been recently cov- 
ered and now forms a spacious wing of 
two stories, the first floor fitted as a ban- 
queting-hall, the walls broken by four 
embayed windows, opening on either side 
and looking up and down the stream. 

A fresh-breathing aii* comes from the 
river and the forest, a scent of moss and 
flowers extremely delicious. The cooing 
of the cushat doves, the cry of the cuckoo, 
the flutter of the breeze among the trees, 
and the hum of insects dancing in the 
sunbeams, are the voices of this sylvan 
solitude. The blue sky blends into the 
green woods, and the white clouds, sail- 
ing over the tree-tops, make the shadows 
come and go among the arches of the 
bridge and the turrets of the chateau. 

A sudden flourish of trumpets breaks 
the silence. It is Catherine, in the early 
summer, coming, like Jezebel, to possess 
herself of her fair domain. She is habit- 
ed in black, and wears a velvet toque 
with an ostrich-plume. A perfect horse- 



woman, she rides with a stately grace 
down the broad avenue leading from the 
high-road, followed by her maids of hon- 
or — a bevy of some forty beauties, the 
e9cadr(m volant de la reine^ who serve 
her political intrigues by fascinating alike 
Huguenots and Catholics. 

To the right of the queen-mother rides 
Madame Marguerite, her daughter — by- 
and - by to . become infamous as Queen 
of Navarre, wife of Henry IV. — now^ a 
laughter - loving girl, who makes her 
brown jennet prance, out of pure high 
spirits. She is tall, like all the Valois, 
and finely formed. Iler skin is very fair, 
and her eyes full of expression ; but there 
is a hard look on her delicately-featured 
face that belies her attractive appearance. 

On the other side of the queenTmoth- 
er is her son, the young king, Charles 
IX. He has a weak though most engag- 
ing countenance. Naturally brave and 
witty and extremely frank and free, the 
artifices of his mother's corrupt court 
have made him what he now is — cruel, 
violent, and suspicious. Catherine has 
convinced him that he is deceived by all 
the world except herself, and leads him 
at her will. He is to marry shortly the 
daughter of the Emperor Maximilian. 
Beside him is the vicious and elegant 
Due d'Aiyou, his next brother, of whom 
Charles is extremely jealous. Already 
Senry has been victor at Jarnac, and 
almost rivals Henry of Navarre in the 
number of battles he fights. He is to be 
elected King of Poland during his broth- 
er's life. Henry is handsomer than 
Charles, but baby-faced and effeminate. 
He wears rouge, and is as gay as a wom- 
an in his attire. Catherine's youngest 
son, d'Alengon, long-nosed, ill-favored, 
and sullen, rideo beside his sister. 

Behind the royal princess is Francis, 
Due de Guise, a man, as we have seen, 
of indomitable will and unfiinching pur- 
pose; fanatical in his devotion to the 
Catholic Church, and of unbounded am- 
bition. He secretly cherishes the settled 
purpose of his house— destruction of the 
race of Valois. Ere long he will be as* 
sassinated at Orleans, by Poltrot, a Hu- 
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guenot, a creature of Coligni, who firmly 
believes he will insure his salvation by 
this crime. Such is Christianity in the 
sixteenth century! There are also two 
cardinals mounted on mules. Lorraine, 
a true Guise, most haughty and unscru- 
pulous of politicians and of churchmen ; 
and d'Este, newly arrived from Ferrara, 
insinuating, treacherous, and artistic. He 
Las brouglit in his train fr6ni Italy the 
great poet Tasso, who follows his patron, 
jmd wears a gabardine and cap of dark 
satin. Tass^ looks sad and care-worn, 
spite of the high favor shown him by his 
countrywoman, the queen-mother. Ron- 
sard, the court poet, is bei>ide Tasso, and 
€h&telard, who, madly enamoured of the 
widowed queen, Mary Stuart, is about to 
follow her to Scotland, and to die of his 
presumptuous love ere long at Holy- 
rood. 

As this brilliant procession passes 
<lown the broad avenue through pleasant 
lawns forming part of the park, at a fast 
trot, a rider is seen, mounted on a power- 
ful black hors3, who neither entirely con- 
ceals himself nor attempts to join the 
court. As he passes in and out among 
the underwood skirting the adjoining for- 
est, many eyes are bent npon him. The 
queen-mother, specially, turns in her sad- 
dle the better to observe him, ond then 
questions her sons as to whether they 
recognize this solitary cavalier, whose 
face and figure are completely hidden by 
a broad Spanish hat and heavy riding- 
cloak. 

At the moment when the queen-moth- 
er has turned her head to make these in- 
quiries, and is speaking earnestly to Fran- 
cis of Guise, whom she has summoned to 
her side, the unknown rider crosses the 
path of the Princess Marguerite (who in 
frolicsome mood is making her horse 
leap over some ditches in the grass), and 
throws a rose before her. Marguerite 
looks up with a gleam of delight, their 
eyes meet for an instant ; she raises her 
hand, kisses it, and waves it toward him. 
The stranger bows to the saddle-bow, 
bounds into the thicket, and is seen no 

more. The royal party cross the draw- 
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bridge through two lines of attendants, 
picquers, retainers, pages, and running 
footmen, and dismount at the arched en- 
trance, from which a long stone passage 
leads to the great gallery, the staircase, 
and the various apartments. 

Leaving the young king and the 
j princes, his brothers, to the care of the 
chamberlains who conduct them to their 
various apartments, the queen - mother 
turns to the left, followed by the princess, 
who is somewhat alarmed lest her moth- 
er should have observed her recognition 
of the disguised cavalier. They pass 
through the guard-room — a lofty cham- 
ber, with raftered ceiling and walls hung 
with tapestry, on which cuirasses, swords, 
lances, casques, shields, and banners, are 
suspended, fashioned into various de- 
vices. 

Beyond is a saloon, and through a 
narrow door in a corner is a small writ- 
ing-closet within a turret. Catherine, 
who knows the chateau well, has chosen 
this suite of rooms apart from tlie rest. 
She enters the closet alone, closes the 
door, seats herself beside the casement, 
and gazes at the broad river flowing be- 
neath. Her eye follows the current on- 
ward to where the stream, by a graceful 
bend, loses itself among copses of willow 
and alder. She smiles a smile of triumph. 
All is now her own. Then she summons 
her chamberlain, and commands a masque 
on the river for the evening, to celebrate 
her arrival. None shall say that she, a 
Medici, neglects the splendid pageantry 
of courts. Besides, the hunting^arties, 
banquets, and masques, are too precious 
as political opportunities to be disre- 
garded. 

Having dismissed her chamberlain, 
who with his white wand of oflBce bows 
low before her, she calls for writing-ma- 
terials, bidding the princess and a single 
lady-in-waiting, Charlotte do Presney, 
her favorite attendant, remain without in 
the saloon. 

This is a large apartment, used by 
Catherine as a sleeping-room, with a high 
vaulted ceiling of dark oak, heavily 
carved, the walls panelled with rare 
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marbles, brought by the queen's com- 
mand from Italy. Busts on sculptured 
pedestals, ponderous chairs, carved cabi- 
nets, and inlaid tables, stand around. In 
one comer there is a bedstead of walnut- 
wood, with heavy hangings of ])urple 
velvet which are gathered into a diadem 
with the embossed initials *' C. M.," and 
an antique silver toilet-table, with a mir- 
ror in Venetian class set in a shroud of 
lace. The polished floor has no carpet, 
and there is not a chair that can be 
moved without >an effort. A window, 
looking south toward the river and the 
woods, is open. The summer breezes fill 
the room with fragrance. Under a pon- 
derous mantel-piece of colored marbles 
Marguerite seats herself on a narrow set- 
tee. Her large, sparkling eyes and ani- 
mated face, her comely shape, and easy 
though stately bearing, invite, yet repel, 
approach. She still wears her riding- 
dress of emerald velvet laced with gold, 
and a plumed cap lies beside her. Her 
luxuriant hair, escaped from a golden 
net, covers her shoulders. She is a per- 
fect picture of youth and beauty, and as 
fresh as her namesake, the daisy. 

Charlotte de Presney, at least ten 
years older than the princess, is an ac- 
knowledged belle. Her features are regu- 
lar, her complexion brilliant, and her face 
full of intelligence ; but there is a cunning 
expression about her dimpling mouth 
that greatly mars her beauty. 

"Have you nothing for me, Char- 
lotte ? " whispers the princess, stretch- 
ing out her little hand glistening with 
precious rings. " I know you have. 
Give it me. His eyes told me so when 
he pnssed me in the avenue." 

. " Your highness must not ask me. 
Suppose her mrgesty opens that door and 
sees me in the act of giving you a let- 
ter?" 

"Oh! mechante, why do you plague 
me? I know you have something hid- 
den ; give it me, or I will search you," 
and she jumps up and casts her soft arms 
round the lady-in-waiting. 

Charlotte disengages herself gently, 
and with her eyes fixed on the low door 



leading into the queen^s closet, sighs 
deeply and takes a letter from her bosom, 
bound with blue silk and sealed with the 
arms of Guise. 

"Ah! my colors! Is he not charm- 
ing, my lover? " mutters Marguerite, as 
her eager eyes devour the lines. " lie 
says ho has followed us, disguised, from 
Tours; not even his father knows he has 
come, but believes him to be in Paris, in 
case he should be questioned by the queen- 
mother — Charlotte, do you think her ma- 
jesty recognized him in the avenue ? lie 
was admirably disguised." 

" Your highness knows that nothing 
escapes the queen's eye. The sudden 
appearance of a stranger in this lonely 
spot must have created observation." 

"Ah! is ho not adorable, Charlotte, 
to come like a real knight-errant to gaze 
at his lady-love? How grand he looked 
— my noble Guise, my warrior, my 
hero ! " and Marguerite leans back pen- 
sively on the settee as though calling up 
his image before her. 

" Her majesty will be very angry, 
madame, if she recognized • him. I saw 
her questioning the duke, his father, and, 
pointing toward him as he disappeared 
into the wood," answers Charlotte, with 
the slightest expression of bitterness in 
her well-modulated voice. 

"Henry has discovered," continues 
Marguerite, still so lost in reverie that 
she does not heed her remark, "that the 
queen has a masque to-night on the river. 
He will be disguised, he tells me, as a 
Venetian nobleman, in a yellow bro- 
caded robe, with a violet mantle, and a red 
mask. He will wear my colors — blue, 
heavenly blue, the symbol of hope and 
faith — on his shoulder-knot. Our watch- 
word is to be ' Eternal love.' " 

" Holy Virgin ! " exclaims Charlotte, 
with alarm, laying her hand on Mar- 
guerite's shoulder, "your highness will 
not dare to meet him ? " 

" Be silent, petite sotte,''^ breaks in the 
princess. " We are to meet on the south- 
ern bank of the river. Charlotte, you 
must help me; I shall be sure to be 
watched, but I must escape from the 
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queen by some device. Change my dress, 
and then — and then — ^^ and she turns her 
laughing eyes on the alarmed face of 
Charlotte, ** under the shady woods, by 
the parterre near the grotto, I shall meet 
him — and alone." 

^* And what on earth am I to say to 
the queen if she asks for your highness? " 
replies Charlotte, turning away her face, 
that the princess might not see the tears 
that bedew her cheeks. 

" Any thing, my good Charlotte ; you 
have a ready wit, or my mother would 
not favor you. I trust to your invention, 
it has been ollen exercised,'' and she looks 
archly at her. "Tell the queen that I 
am fatigued and have retired into the 
cfa&teau until the banquet, when I will 
rejoin her miyesty. There is no fear, ma 
tnie, especially as the Comte de Clermont 
is at Chenonceau. Her majesty, stern 
and silent though she be, unbends to him 
and greatly affects his company," and she 
laughs softly and points toward the closed 
door. 

" I trust there is, indeed, no fear of 
discovery, princess," returns Charlotte, 
"for her majesty would never forgive 
me." At which Marguerite laughs again. 

" Princess," says Charlotte, looking 
very grave, and seating herself on a stool 
at her feet, " tell me truly, do you love 
the Due de Guise? " Charlotte's fine eyes 
are fixed intently on Marguerite as she 
asks this question. 

^^Festef you know I do. He is as 
great a hero as liinaldo in the Italian 
poet's romance of ' Orlando.' Somewhat 
sedate, perhaps, for me, but so handsome, 
spite of that scar. I even love that scar, 
Charlotte." 

"Does the duke love you?" again 
asks Charlotte, with a trembling voice. 

" Par example / do you think the man 
lives who would not return my love?" 
and the young princess colors, and tosses 
the masses of waving brown curls back 
from her brow, staring at her companion 
in unfeigned astonishment. 

*' I was thinking," continues Charlotte, 
avoiding her gaze and speaking in a pe- 
culiar voice, " I was thinking of that poor 



La MoUe, left alone in Paris. How jeal- 
ous he was ! You loved him well, ma- 
dame, a week ago." 

"Bah I that is ancient history — we 
are at Chenonceau now. When I return 
to Paris it is possible I may console him. 
Poor La MoUe! one cannot be always 
constant. Charlotte," naid the princess, 
after a pause, looking inquisitively at her, 
"I believe you are in love with the Bala- 
frfi yourself." 

Charlotte colors, and, not daring to 
trust her voice in reply, shakes her head 
and bends her eyes on the ground. 

Marguerite, too much occupied with 
her own thoughts to take mnch heed of 
her friend's emotion, pats her fondly on 
the cheek, and proceeds : 

" You are dull, ma mie ; amuse your- 
self like me, now with one, then w^ith 
another. Be constant to none. Kegard 
your own interest and inclination only. 
But leave Guise alone ; he is my passion. 
His proud reserve pleases me. Ilis state- 
ly devotion* touches me. lie is a king 
among men. I love to torment the hero 
of Jarnac and Moncontour. He is jeal- 
ous, too — jealous of the very air I breathe ; 
but in time, that may become wearisome. 
I never thought of that," adds she, mus- 
ing. 

"Your highness will marry soon," 
says Charlotte, rising and facing the prin- 
cess, " and then Guise must console him- 
self—" 

"With you, par example^ telle dcH 
helles? You need not blush so, Char- 
lotte, I read your secret. But, ma mie, I 
mean to marry Henri de Guise myself, 
even if my mother and the king, my 
brother, refuse their consent. They may 
beat me — ^imprieon me — or banish me ; I 
will still marry Henri de Guise." 

" Her majesty will never consent to 
this alliance, mad am e." 

** You are jealous, Charlotte, or you 
would not say so. Why should I not 
marry him, when my sister-in-law, the 
young Queen of Scots, is of the house 
of Lorraine? " 

" Yes, madame, but the case is alto- 
gether different ; she is a queen-regnant. 
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The house of Lorraine is already too 
powerful." 

" Ah 1 " exclaims the volatile Margue- 
rite, starting up, "I love freedom ; free- 
dom in life, freedom in love. Charlotte, 
you say truly, I shall never be constant." 

" Then, alas for your husband 1 He 
must love you, and you will break his 
heart." 

** Husband ! I will have no husband 
but Henri de Guise. Guise or a convent. 
I should make an enchanting nun I " 
And she laughs a low, merry langh, 
springs to her feet, and turns a pirouette 
on the floor. "I think the dress would 
suit me. I would write Latin elegies on 
all ray old lovers." 

" You will hear somewhat of that, 
madarae, later from the queen," Charlotte 
replies, with a triumphant air. " A hus- 
band is chosen for you already." 

"Who? Who is he?" 

"You will learn from her majesty 
very shortly." 

" Charlotte, if you do not tell me this 
instant, I will never forgive you ; " and 
Marguerite suddenly becomes grave and 
reseats herself. "Next time you want 
my help, I won't move a finger." 

" I dare not tell you, raadame." 

" Then I will tell Guise to-night you 
are in love with him," cries she, redden- 
ing with anger. 

"O princess," exclaims Charlotte, 
sinking at her feet, and seizing her hand ; 
" you would not be so cruel ! " 

" But I will, unless you tell me." 

At this moment, when Marguerite was 
dragging her friend beside her on the 
sofa, determined to obtain an avowal 
from her almost by force, the low door 
opens, and Catherine stands before them. 



CHAPTER XVIIL 

A DUTIFUL DAUGHTER. 

The two girls were startled and visi- 
bly trembled ; but, recovering from their 
fright, rose and made their obeisance. 
For a moment Catherine gazed earnestly 



at them, as if divining the reason of their 
discomposure ; then, beckoning to the 
princess, she led her daughter into her 
writing-room, where she seated herself 
beside a table covered with dispatches 
and papers. 

"My daughter," said the queen, con- 
templating Marguente with satisfaction, 
as the princess stood before her, her 
cheeks flushed by the fright that Cath- 
erine's sudden entrance had occasioned. 
" I have commanded a masque to-night 
on the river, and a banquet in the water- 
gallery, to celebrate my return. You 
will attend me, and be careful not to 
leave me, my child. Strangers have been 
seen among the woods. Did you not 
mark one as we approached riding near 
us ? " And Catherine gave a searching 
glance at Marguerite. "I have given 
strict orders that all strangers (Hugue- 
nots, probably, with evil designs upon 
his migesty) shall bo arrested and im- 
prisoned." 

Again Catherine turned her piercinjr 
eyes upon Marguerite, who suddenly grew 
very pale. 

"My daughter, you seem indisposed ; 
the heat has overcome you — be seated." 

Marguerite sank into a chair near the 
door. She knew that her mother had 
recognized the duke, and that it would 
be inflnitely difficult to keep her appoint- 
ment with him that evening. Neither 
mother nor daughter spoke for some 
moments. Catherine was studying the 
effect of her words on Marguerite, and 
Marguerite was endeavoring to master 
her agitation. When the queen next ad- 
dressed her, the princess was still pale, 
but perfectly composed. 

" My daughter, you passed much of 
your time before you left the Louvre 
with the Comte la MoUe. I know he is 
highly favored by my son, Anjou. Does 
his company amuse you ? " 

Marguerite's cheeks became scarlet. 

"Your migesty has ever commanded 
me," replied she, in a firm voice, "to 
converse with those young nobles whom 
you and my brother, the king, have 
called to the court." 
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" True, my child, you have done so, I 
acknowledge freely, and, by such gracious 
bearing, you have, doubtless, forwarded 
his mtyesty^B interests.'^ There was again 
silence. "Our cousin, the young Due 
Henri de Guise, is also much in your 
compauy," Catherine said, at length, 
speakiug very slowly and turning her 
eyes full upon Marguerite, who, for an 
instant, returned her gaze boldly. "I 
vram you, Marguerite, that neither the 
king my son, nor I, will tolerate mora 
alliances with the ambitious House of 
Lorraine. They stand too near the 
throne already." 

Marguerite during this speech did not 
look up, not daring to meet the steadfast 
glance of the queen. 

"Surely," said she, speaking low, 
"your mtyesty has been prejudiced 
against the dake by my brother Charles. 
His m^esty hates him. He is jealous of 
him.'' 

" My child, speak with more respect 
of his majesty." 

" Madame, the king has threatened to 
beat me if I dared to love the Due de 
Guise. But I am your majesty's own 
child," and Marguerite turned toward 
Catherine caressingly. " I fear not 
threats." Catherine smiled and curi- 
ously observed her. " But your migesty 
surely forgets," continued Marguerite, 
warmly, " that our cousin of Guise is 
the chief pillar of the throne, a hero 
who, at sixteen, vanquished Coligni at 
Poitiers ; and that at Massignac and Jar- 
nac, in company with my brother Anjou, 
he performed prodigies of valor." 

'' My daughter, I forget nothing. You 
appear to have devoted much study to 
the life of the duke — our cousin. It is 
a brilliant page in our history. I have^ 
however, other projects for you. You 
must support the throne by a royal mar- 
riage." 

" O madame I " exclaimed Margue- 
rite, heaving a deep sigh, and clasping 
her hands as she looked imploringly at 
her mother, who proceeded to address 
her as though unconscious of this appeal. 

" Avoid Henri de Guise, princess. I 



have already remonstrated with his fa- 
ther on his uninvited presence here, of 
which he professes entire ignorance — for 
he is here, and you know it, Marguerite " 
— and she shot an angry glance at the 
embarrassed princess. " Avoid the duke, 
I say, and let me see you attended less 
»ften by La Molle, or I must remove him 
from the court." 

" Madame 1 " cried Marguerite, turn- 
ing white, and looking greatly alai'med, 
well knowing what this removal meant ; 
" I will obey your commands. But 
whom, may I ask, do you propose for 
my husband? Unless I can choose a 
husband for myself" — and she hesitated, 
for the queen bent her eyes sternly upon 
her and frowned — " I do not care to mar- 
ry at all," she added, in a low voice. 

"Possibly you may not, my daughter. 
But his mtgesty and the council have de- 
cided otherwise. Your hand must ulti- 
mately seal a treaty, important to the 
king, your brother, in order to i^econcile 
conflicting creeds and to conciliate a 
powerful party." 

All this time Marguerite had stood 
speechless before the queen. At this last 
sentence, fatal to her hopes of marrying 
the Duo de Guise, the leader of the Cath- 
olic party, her lips parted as if to speak, 
but she restrained herself and was si- 
lent. 

" The daughters of France," said 
Catherine, lifting her eyes to the ceiling, 
"do not consider personal feelings in 
marriage, but the good of the kingdom. 
My child, you are to marry very shortly 
the King of Navarre. . I propose jour- 
neying myself to the Castle of N6rac to 
conclude a treaty with my sister, Queen 
Jeanne, his mother. Henri de B6arn will 
demand your hand. He will be accepted 
when an alliance is concluded between 
the Queen of Navarre and myself." 

" But, my mother," answered Margue- 
rite, stepping forward in her excitement, 
"he is a heretic. I am very Catholic. 
Surely your mi\jesty will not force me — " 

" You will convert him," replied 
Catherine. 

"But, madame, the prince is not to 
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my taste. lie is rough and unpolished. 
He is a mountaineer — a B6arnoi8." 

"My daughter, bo will be your hus- 
band. Now, Marguerite, listen to me. 
This marriage is indispensable for reasons 
of state. The king, your* brother, and I 
myself like the King of Navarre as little 
as you do. That little kingdom in the 
valleys of the Pyrenees is a thorn in our 
side which we must pluck out. Those 
pestilent and accursed heretics must be 
destroyed. We call them to our court ; 
we lodge them in the Louvre — ^not for 
love, Marguerite — not for love. Have 
patience, my daughter. I cannot unfold 
to you the secrets of the council ; but it 
is possible that Henry of Navarre may 
not live long. Life is in the hands of 
God — and of the king." She added, in a 
lower voice : ** Console yourself. A day 
is coming that will purge France of Hu- 
guenots ; and if Henry do not accept the 
mass — " 

"Madame," said Marguerite, archly 
(who had eagerly followed her mother's 
words), "I trust that the service of his 
mjyesty will not require me to convert 
the King of Navarre ? " 

"No, princess," said Catherine, with 
a sinister smile. "My daughter," con- 
tinued she, " your dutiful obedience 
I)lease8 me. The king may, in the event 
of your marriage, create new posts of 
honor about the King of Navarre while 
ho lives. Monsieur La Molle, a most ac- 
complished gentleman, shall be remem- 
bered. Au recolry princess. Send Char- 
lotte de Presney to me. Go to yoar 
apartments, and prepare for the masque 
on the river 1 have commanded to-night 
in honor of our arrival." 

So Marguerite, full of thought, cour- 
tesying low before her mother, kissed her 
hand, and retired to her apartments. 

As the sun sets and the twilight deep- 
ens, torch after torch lights up the river 
and the adjacent woods. Every window 
in the chAteau is illuminated, and great 
beacon-fires fla.sh out from the turrets. 
The sound of a lute, the refrain of a song, 
a snatch from a hunting-chorus, are borne 
upon the breeze, as, one by one, painted 



barges shoot out from under the arches 
of the bridge along the current. 

As night advances the forest on both 
sides of the river is all ablaze. On the 
southern bank, where the parterre is di- 
vided from the woods by marble balus- 
trades, statues and hedges of clipped yew, 
festoons of colored lamps hang from tree 
to tree, and fade away into sylvan bowers 
deep among the tangled coppice. The 
fountains, cunningly lit from below, flash 
up in streams of liquid fire. Each tiny 
streamlet that crosses the mossy lawns is 
a thread of gold. Tents of satin and vel- 
vet, fringed with gold, border broad alleys 
and marble terraces of dazzling white- 
ness. The river, bright as at mid-day 
with the light of thousands of torches, 
is covered with gondolas and fantastic 
barks. Some are shaped like birds — 
swans, parrots, and peacocks ; others re- 
semble shells, and butterflies whose ex- 
panded wings of glittering stuff form the 
sails. All are filled with maskers habited 
in every device of quaint disguisement. 
Not a face or form is to be recognized. 
See how rapidly the fairy fleet cleaves 
the water, now dashing into deep shad- 
ows, now lingering in the torchlight that 
glances on the rich silks and grotesque 
features of the maskers. Yonder a whole 
boat's crew is entangled among the wa- 
ter-lilies that thickly fringe the banks 
under the overarching willows. Some 
disembark among the fountains, or mount 
the broad marble steps leading to the ar- 
cades; some descend to saunter far away 
into the illuminated woods. Others, tired 
of the woods, are reembarking on tho 
river. In the centre of the stream is a 
barge with a raised platform covered 
with velvet embroidered in gold, on 
which are placed the queen's musicians, 
who wake the far-off echoes with joyous 
symphonies. Beyond, in the woods, aro 
maskers who dance under silken Isangings 
spread among the overhanging branches 
of ginnt oaks, or recline upon cushions 
piled upon rich carpets beside tables cov- 
ered with choice wines, fruit, and con- 
fectionery. The merry laughter of these 
revellers mixes with strains of voluptu- 
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ons mnslc from flates and flageolets, 
played by concealed musicians placed in 
jiavilion-orchestras hidden among the un- 
derwood, tempting onward those who 
desire to wander into the dark and lone- 
ly recesses of the forest. 

Among the crowd which thickly gatli- 
<ers on the parterre, a tall man of impos- 
ing figure, habited in a Venetian dress of 
yellow satin, and wrapped in a cloak of 
the same color, paces up and down. lie 
is alone and impatient. He wears a red 
mask ; conspicuous on his right shoulder 
is a knot of blue and silver ribbons. As 
«ach boat approaches to discharge its gay 
freight upon the bank, he eagerly ad- 
vances and mixes with the company. 
Then, as though disappointed, he returns 
into the shadow thrown by the portico 
of a shell grotto. Wearied with waiting, 
he seats himself upon the turf. "She 
will not come I " he says, and then sinks 
back against a tree, and covers his face 
with liis hands. The fountains throw up 
columns of fiery spray; the soft music 
sighs in the distance ; crowds of flutter- 
ing maskers pace up and down the plots 
of smooth grass, or linger on the terrace 
— still ho sits and waits. 

A soft hand touches him, and a sweet 
voice whispers, " Eternal love ! " It is 
the princess, who, disguised in a black 
domino, procured by Charlotte de Prcs- 
ney, has escaped from the queen-mother, 
and stands before him. 

For an instant she unmasks and turas 
her lustrous eyes upon him. 

Benri de Guise (for it is he) leaps to 
his feet, lie kneels before her and kisses 
her hands'. "Oh! my princess, what 
condescension ! ■' he murnmrs in a low 
voice. ** I trembled lest I had been too 
bold. I feared that my letter had not 
reached yon." 

A gay laugh answers his broken sen- 
tences. 

"My cousin, will yon promise to take 
on your soul all the lies I have told my 
mother in order to meet you ? " 

" I will absolve you, madame." 

"Ah, my cousin, I have ill news! 
My mother and the king are deter- 



mined to marry me to the King of Na- 
varre." 

" Impossible 1 " exclaims the duke ; 
" it would be sacrilege ! " 

" O Henry ! " replies the princess, in 
a pleading voice, and laying her hand 
upon his arm, " my cousin, bravest among 
the brave, swear by your own sword, you 
will save me from this detestable here- 
tic ! " 

The duke did not answer, but gently 
drew her near the entrance of the grotto. 
It was now late, and the lights witiiin 
had grown dim. "Marguerite," he says, 
in a voice trembling with passion, " come 
where I may adore you as my living god- 
dess — come where I may coiyure you to 
give me a right to defend you. Say but 
one word, and to-morrow I will ask your 
hand in mamage ; the king dare not re- 
fuse me." 

" Alas ! my cousin, my mother's will 
is absolute." 

" It is a vile conspiracy I " cries the 
duke, in great agitation. " The house of 
Lorraine, my princess, save but for the 
crown, is as great as your own. My 
uncle, the cardinal, shall appeal to the 
Holy See. Marguerite, do but love me, 
and I will never leave you 1 Marguerite, 
hear me!" He seizes her hands — he 
presses her in his arms, drawing her each 
moment deeper into the recesses of the 
gi'otto. As they disappear, a voice is 
heard without, calling softly : 

"Madame! Madame Marguerite! for 
the love of Heaven, come, come ! " 

In an instant the spell is broken. Mar- 
guerite extricates herself from the arms 
of the duke and rushes forward. 

It is Charlotte do Presney, disguised 
like herself in a black domino. " Not a 
moment is to be lost," she says, hurriedly. 
" Her majesty has three times asked for 
your highness. She supposes I am in 
the chfiteau seeking you." Charlotte's 
voice is unsteady. She wore her mask 
to conceal her face, for it was bathed in 
tears. 

In an instant, she and the princess, 
followed by the duke, cross the terrace 
to where a boat is moored, under the 
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shade of some willows, and are lost in 
the crowd. 

The duke dashes into the darkest re- 
cesses of the forest, and is seen no more. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

BEFOBE THE 8T0BM. 

Henry, King of Navarre, accompa- 
nied by the Prince de Condfi and his wife, 
and attended by eight hundred Huguenot 
gentlemen dressed in black (for his moth- 
er, Queen Jeanne, had died suddenly at 
Paris while he was on the road), had just 
arrived at the Louvre to claim the hand 
of the Princess Marguerite. The two 
princes and the Princesse de Cond6 are 
received with royal honors and much ef- 
fusion of compliments by King Charles 
and Catherine, and are lodged in the 
palace of the Louvre. Whatever Mar- 
guerite's feelings are, she carefully con- 
ceals them. lusinuating, adroit, clever, 
gifted with a facile pen and a flattering 
tongue, she is too ambitious to resist, too 
volatile to be constant. Shp lives in a 
world of intrigue, as she tells us in her 
memoirs, and piquing herself on being 
" so Catholic, so devoted to the * sacred 
faith of her fathers,' " and she pendulates 
between Henri de Guise and La MoUe, 
amid a thousand other flirtations. She 
lives in a family divided against itself. 
Sometimes she takes part with the Due 
d'Anjou, and watches the queen-mother 
in his interests, in order to report every 
word she says to him; or she quarrels 
with d'Anjou, and swears eternal friend- 
ship with her youngest brother, d'Alen- 
^on — all his life the puppet of endless po- 
litical conspiracies; or she abuses the 
king (Charles) because ho listens to her 
enemy, De Gaust, and tells her that she 
shall never marry the Due de Guise, be- 
cause she would reveal all the secrets of 
state to him, and make the house of Lor- 
raine more dangerous than it is already. 
This greatest princess of Europe, young 
and beautiful, a ** noble mind in a lovely 
person," as Brantome says of her, is agi- | 



tated, unhappy, and lonely. " Let it nev- 
er be said," writes she, *'that marriages 
are made in heaven ; God is not so un- 
just. All yesterday my room echoed 
with talk of weddings. How can I purge 
it?" 

The Due de Guise no longer whis- 
pers in her ear "Eternal love." The 
great Balafr^, stem in resolve, firm in af- 
fection, is disgusted at her Ugh'ete. Ho 
has ceased even to be jealous. His mind 
is now occupied by those religious in- 
trigues which he developed later as lead- 
er of the Holy Catholic League. Guiso 
dislikes and distrusts the Valois race. 
Ho especially abhors their unholy coquet- 
ting with heretics in the matter of Mar- 
guerite's approaching marriage. Ho has 
now adopted the motto of the house of 
Lorraine : " Death to the Valois I Guiso 
upon the throne ! " Moreover, he looks 
with favor on a widow — the Princess© 
de Porcian, whom he marries soon alter. 
Guise only remains at court to fulfil the 
vow of vengeance he has sworn against 
Coligni for his suspected connivance in 
the murder of his illustrious father, Fran- 
cis of Guise, of which accusation Coligni 
could never clear himself. The great 
admiral is now at court. lie is loaded 
with favors. Charles IX. has requested 
his constant attendance at the council to 
arrange the details of a war with Spain. 
He has also made him a present of a 
thousand francs. The friends of Coligni 
warn him to beware. His comrade and 
friend Montmorenci refuses to leave 
Chantillv. The admiral, more honest 
than astute, is completely duped. It is 
darkly whispered among the Catholics 
that revenge is at hand, and that the 
Protestant princes and Coligni are short- 
ly coming to their death. It is said, also, 
that the marriage liveries of the princess 
will be " crimson," and that **more blood 
than wine will flow at the marriage-feast." 

And the queen ? Serene and gracious, 
she moves with her accustomed mjgesty 
among these conflicting parties. She 
neither sees, nor hears, nor knows aught 
that shall disarrange her projects. Si- 
lent, inscrutable, her hands hold the 
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threads of life. Within her hrain is de- 
termined the issue of events. Iler son 
Charles is n puppet in her hands. This 
onoe frank, witty, brave, artistic youth, 
who formerly loved verses and litera- 
ture — when not a roaring Nimrod among 
the royal forests — is morose, cruel, and 
suspicious; convinced that the whole 
world is playing him fulse, all perjured 
hut his mother. She has told him, and 
she has darkly hinted in the council that 
events are approachiug a crisis. She has 
secured the present support of the young 
Due de Guise and the powerful house of 
Lorraine, ever foremost when Catholic 
interests are at stake. She can now sit 
down calmly and marshal each act in the 
coming drama, as a general can marshal 
those regiments which are to form his 
hattle - front. Fifteen hundred Protes- 
tants were slaughtered at Amboise alone, 
but there are thousands upon thousands 
remaining, and she has promised Philip 
IL, her awful son-in-law, and his minis- 
ter, the Duke of Alva, that she will cut 
off the head of heresy within the realm 
of France. She has tried both parties, 
intrigued with both — with Coligni and 
the Cond^, with Guise and the Cardi- 
nal dc Lorraine, and she finds that at 
present orthodoxy answers her purpose 
best. 

Besides, there is personal hatred, fear, 
and offence toward the Huguenots. Did 
not Coligni dare to criticise her govern- 
ment at the Council of Amboise? Did 
not Cond6 (that cautious Bourbon) es- 
cape her? The King of Navarre, too, 
her future son-in-law, is he to be lured 
to court and married to the fascinating 
Marguerite for nothing? Has not Rug- 
giero shown her that his life crossed the 
life of her sons ? Does she not hate him ? 
Is he not adored by the people, who, 
grown cold toward the house of Valois, 
extol his vigor, courage, and ability? 
Yes, he shall marry. Then he shall die 
along with all rebels, heretics, and trai- 
tors ! A general massacre of the Hugue- 
nots throughout France can alone satisfy 
her longings and secure Charles on the 
throne. 



Thus came to be planned that most 
tremendous crime, fixed for the festival 
of St. Bartholomew, ostensibly for the 
triumph of the Catholic Church, but, in 
reality, to compass the death of the 
queen's political enemies — Navarre, 
Cond6, and Coligni — and to crush the 
freedom of thought and opinion brought 
in by liberty of conscience and a purer 
faith. 

This was the court to which Henry of 
Navarre came, to be lodged under the 
roof of the Louvre, and to marry the 
Princess Marguerite I 

The marriage took place on the 18th 
of August, 1572, at Notre-Dame.* The 
outspoken Charles had suid that, in giv- 
ing his sister Margot to the King of Na- 
varre, he gave her to all the Huguenots 
in his kingdom. The princess tells us 
she wore a royal crown and a state-man- 
tle of blue velvet, wrought with gold em- 
broidery, four yards long. It was held 
up by three princesses ; and she further 
wore a corset, forming the body of her 
dress, covered with brilliants and the 
crown jewels. The streets through 
which she passed were dressed with scaf- 
foldings, lined with cloth of gold, to ac- 
commodate the spectators, all the way 
from the archbishop's palace to Notre- 
Dame. 

A few nights after. Admiral Coligni 
was shot at, with an arquebuse, by an 
assassin standing at a barred window in 
the street of the Fosses Saint-Germain, 
as ho returned from playing a game of 
rackets with the king, at the Louvre, to 
his lodgings at the II6tel de Saint-Pierre, 
in the Rue B€thisy. He was walking 
along slowly reading a paper ; the finger 
of his right hand was broken, and he was 
otherwise grievously wounded. The hs- 
sassin, Maur6vet, was a fellow known to 
he in the pay of Henri, Due de Guise. 
The house from which the shot was fired 
belonged to the duke's tutor. The King 
of Navarre and Cond6 were overcome at 
the news. Charles IX., along with the 
queen-mother, visited the admiral next 

• Henri de Navarre then went to UpricKe^ Mar- 
guerite to mats. 
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day, and atayed an honr with liim. Be- 
fore leaving, Charles folded him in his 
arms and wept. '* You, my father," he 
said, "have the wound, hut I suffer the 
pain. By the light of God, I will so 
avenge this act that it shall he a warning 
as long as the world lasts ! " 

A few hours after the shot was fired, 
the Iluguenot chiefs assembled in Na- 
varre's apartments to deliberate what 
means should be taken to punish the as- 
sassin. About tiie same time a secret 
council was called by the queen- mother, 
to decide whether or no Navarre and 
Cond6 should be assassinated. Charles 
IX., the Due de Guise — who, however 
hostile otherwise, joins issue to destroy 
Kavarre and Cond6— Anjou, Nevcrs, and 
d'Angoul6me, were present. It was re- 
solved that the King of Navarre and the 
Prince de Cond6 should die, and that the 
massacre should take place that very 
niglit, before the Huguenots— alarmed by 
the attempt on Coligni — had time to con- 
cert measures of defence. Under pre- 
tence of protecting them from further 
violence, all. hotels and lodging-houses 
were diligently searched, and a list made 
of the name, age, and condition of every 
Protestant in Paris. Orders were also 
, given for the troops to bo under arms, 
during the coming niglit, throughout the 
city. Every outlet and portal of the Lou- 
vre was closed and guarded by Swiss 
guards, commanded by Cossein. The 
II6tel de Saint-Pierre, in the Rue B6- 
thisy, where Coligni lay, was also sur- 
rounded by troops, "for his safety," it 
was said. No one could go in or out. 
At a given signal, the tocsin was to sound 
from all places where a bell was hung. 
Chains were to be drawn across the 
streets, and bonfires lighted. White 
cockades, stitched on a narrow white 
hand to be bound round the right arm, 
were distributed, in order that the Cath- 
olics might be recognized in the dark- 
ness. Xiie secret, known to hundreds, 
was well kept : the Huguenots were ut- 
terly unprepared. " No one told me any 
thing," said Marguerite. "They knew 
that I was too humane not to tell. But 



the evening before, being present at the 
coucher of my mother, the queen, and 
sitting on a coffer near my sister Claude, 
who seemed very sad, the queen, who 
was talking to some one, looked round 
and saw I was not gone. She desired 
me to retire to bed. As I was making 
my obeisance to her, my sister took me 
by the arm and stopped me. Then, sob- 
bing violently, she said : * Good God, sis- 
ter, do not go I' This alarmed me ex- 
ceedingly. The queen, my mother, was 
watching ns, and, looking very angry, 
called my sister to her and scolded lier 
severely. She peremptorily desired her 
to say no more to me. Claude replied 
that it was not fair to sacrifice me like 
that, and that danger might come to 
me. 

" * Never mind,' said the queen. 
'Please God, no danger will come to 
her; but she must go to bed at once, in 
order to raise no suspicions.* But Claudo 
still disputed with her, although I did 
not hear their words. The queen again 
turned to me angrily and commanded mo 
to go. My sister, continuing her sobs, 
bade me 'good-night.' I dared ask no 
questions. So, cold and trembling, with- 
out the least idea of what was the mat- 
ter, I went to my rooms and to ray closet, 
where I prayed to God to save me from I 
knew not what. The king, ray husband, 
who had not come to bed, sent word to 
me to do so. ... I could not close my 
eyes all night," she adds, "thinking of 
my sister's agitation, and sure that some- 
thing dreadful was coming. Before day- 
light my husband got up. lie came to 
my bedside, kissed me, and said that he 
was going to play a game of racket* be- 
fore the king was awake. He said bo 
would have justice in the matter of the 
attempt on the admiral's life. Then he 
left the room. I, seeing the daylight, 
and overcome by pleep, told ray nurse to 
shut the door, that I might rest longer." 

This took place on Saturday evening, 
the 23d of August, being the eve of St. 
Bartholomew. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

ST. BABTHOLOMEW. 

A SIGNAL sounded from the belfry of 
Saint-Germain PAnxerrois. It was an- 
swered by the great bell of the Palace of 
Justice on the opposite bank of the Seine. 
Catherine and her two sons, Charles IX. 
and the Due d'Aiyon, had risen long be- 
fore daylight. Catherine dared not leave 
Charles to himself. lie was suddenly 
grown nervous and irresolute. IIo might 
yet countermand every thing. Within a 
small closet over the gate of the Louvre, 
facing the quays, the mother and her two 
sons huddled together. Charles was tall- 
est of the three. The window was open ; 
it was still dark ; the streets were empty ; 
not a sound was heard save the crashing 
of the bells. They listened to the wild 
clamor without; but not a word was 
spoken in the room. Catherine felt 
Charles tremble. She clutched liim tight- 
ly, and, dreading to hear the echo of her 
own . voice, she whispered in his ear : 
*' My son, Go<l has given this opportunity 
into your hands. Let it not escape you." 

" Mort de Dieu^ motlier, do you take 
mo for a .coward ? " whispered back 
Charles, still trembling. 

Suddenly a shot was fired on the 
quays. The. three conspirators started 
as if the weapon had been levelled 
against themselves. 

"Whence this pistol-shot came, who 
fired it, cr if it wounded any one, I know 
not," writes the Due d'Anjou, who, ns 
well as his sister, has Icfb an account of 
the massacre; "bnt this I know, that 
the report struck terror into our very 
souls. Wo were seized with such sudden 
dread at the horrors we had ourselves 
invoked, that even the queen -mother was 
dismayed. She dispatched one of the 
king^s gentlemen who waited without, to 
command the Due de Guise to stay all 
proceedings, and not to attack Admiral j 
Coligni." This counter-order came too 
late. The duke had already left his 
house. 

All the bells in Paris were now ring- 



ing ftiriously ; the quays and streets were 
rapidly filling with citizens bearing flam- 
beaux. Multitudes came pouring in from 
every opening, every window was fille<l 
with persons holding lights, and the 
cracking of fire-arms, loud curses, pierc- 
ing screams, and wild laughter, were 
heard on every side. In the midst of 
this uproar, Henri de Guise, thirsting for 
revenge upon the supposed murderer of 
his father, accompanied by Nevers and 
d^Angoulfime, and a company of Catho- 
lic nobles, made his way to the Hotel 
Saint-Pierre, in the Ruo B^thisy, where 
Coligni lodged. 

Coligni, who had the night before 
been embraced by his sovereign, lay 
asleep on his bed. Sonje of his Protes- 
tant friends, Guerchi, Teligny, with Cor- 
naton and Labonno, his gentlemen, who 
had hastened to him upon the news of 
the attempted assassination, lingered in 
the anteroom. Par6, the surgeon who had 
dressed his wounds, had not yet left the 
hotel. The admiral had been conversing 
with him and with his chaplain, Merlin, 
who had off^ered up a thanksgiving for 
his deliverance. Within the court five 
Swiss Guards stood . behind the outer 
doors; without, in the darkness of the 
night, crouched Cossein with filty arque- 
busiers, who had been gained over by the 
Due de Guise. 

Suddenly, in the stillness of the night, 
a voice is heard calling from without, 
"Open the door — open in the name of 
the king ! " At the king^s name the street- 
door is immediately unbarred; Cossein 
and his men rush in, poniard the ^\q 
guards, break open the inner door, and 
dash up the stairs. The noise disturbs 
Comaton, who descends the stairs; he is 
pushed violently backward amid cries of 
" De par le roi / " Now the whole house 
is aroused. Merlin has risen, and Coligni, 
awakened from his sleep, calls loudly from 
the door of his room, "Comaton, what 
does this noise mean? " "My dear lord," 
cries Comaton, hurrying up to him, wring- 
ing his hands, "it means that it is God 
who summons you ! The hall below is 
carried by your enemies — Cossein is a 
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traitor — we cannot save you — wo have 
no means of defence ! " 

**I understand," replies Coligni, un- 
moved. " It is a plot to destroy me now 
that I am wounded and cannot defend 
myself. I have long been prepared to 
die. I recommend ray soul to God. Cor- 
naton, Merlin, and the others, if the doors 
are forced, you cannot save mo, save your- 
selves." Coligni returns to his room. 

By this time the admiral^s retainers 
are aroused and enter his chamber, but 
no sooner does he repeat the words, 
" Save yourselves, you cannot save mo," 
than they lose not a moment in escaping 
to the leads of the house. One man 
alone remains w'ith his master ; his name 
is Nicolas Muso. 

Meanwhile Cossein, heavily mailed and 
sword in hnnd, having slain all he has 
found in his way, is on the landing. 
Besme, a page of the Due de Guise, At- 
tin, and Sarbaloux are with him; they 
force open the door of Coligni's room. 

The admiral, his long white hair fall- 
ing about his shoulders, is seated in an 
arm-chair. There is a m^esty about him 
even thus wounded, unanned and alono, 
that daunts his assailants. The traitor 
Cossein falls back. Besme advances 
brandishing his sword. 

'* Are you Admiral Coligni ? " he ! 
cries. 

"I am," replies the veteran, following 
with his eyes the motion of the sw^ord. 
*' Yoimg man, respect my gray hairs and | 
my infirmities," and he signs to his arm 
bound up and swathed to his side. Besme 
makes a pass at him. ^^ If I could have ; 
died by the hands of a gentleman and not 
of this varlet!" exclaims the admiral. 
Besme for answer plunges his sword up 
to the hilt into Coligni's breast. 

A voice is now heard from without 
under the window — "Besme, you are very 
long; is all over?" 

"All is over," answers Besme, thrust- 
ing his head out and displaying his bloody 
sword. 

"Sirrah, here is the Duo de Guise, 
and I, the Chevalier d'Angoulfeme. Wo 
will not believe it until we see the body. 



Fling it out of the window, like a good 
lad." 

With some diflSculty the corpse i* 
raised and thrown into the street below.* 
The gashed and bleeding remains of the 
old hero fall heavily upon the pavement. 
Uenri de Guise stoops down to feast his 
eyes upon his enemy. The features are 
so veiled with blood he cannot recognize 
him. Ho takes out his handkerchief and 
wipes the wrinkled face clean. " I know 
you now — Admiral Coligni," says ho, 
" and I spurn you. Lie there, thou poi- 
sonous old serpent that murdered my 
father. Thou shalt shed no more venom^ 
reptile ! " and he kicks the corpse into a 
corner, amidst the dirt and mud of the 
thoroughfare. (Coligni's dead body* is 
carried to the gallows at Montfau^on, 
where it hangs by the feet from a chain 
of iron.) Guise then turns to the fifty 
arquebusiers behind him. " ^/t avant — 
en avant, mes enfantsf*^ he shouts; "you 
have made a good beginning — set upon 
the others — slaughter them all — men, 
women — even infants at the breast — cut 
them down." Sword in hand, Guiso 
rushes through the streets with Nevers, 
d'Angoul(lme, and Tavannes, as well as 
Gondi and De Retz, who have now joined 
him, at his back. 

Meanwhile, Marguerite de Valois was 
awakened by some one beating violently 
with feet and hands against her door cry- 
ing out, "Navarre! Navarre 1" "My 
nurse," writes she, " thinking it was the 
king, ran and opened the door; but it 
was M. de SOran, grievously wounded and 
closely pursued by four arcliers, who cried 
out, ^ Kill him I kill liim! spare no one.* 
De S6ran threw himself on my bed to 
save himself. I, not knowing who ho 
was, jumped out, and he with me, hold- 
ing by me tightly. We both screamed 
loudly, and I was as frightened as he was^ 

* ColignrB head was cut off, embalmed, and Bcnt 
to Rome SB a trophy. His remains were collected 
and burled by his Mend Montmorencl at Chan- 
tiUy. Before their removal fh>m Hontfliu9on, 
CharlcB and all hie court rode to see them. One of 
the courtiers observed that " the body smelt foul.^* 
" Nay," replied Charles, '* the body of an enemy al- 
ways smells sweet.** 



ST. BARTHOLOMEW. 



55 



l)at God sent M. de NanQay, Captain of 
the Gnards, who, finding me in this con- 
dition, coald not help laughing. He drove 
the archers out and spared the life of this 
man, whom I put to bed in my closet and 
kept there till he was well. I changed 
my night-dress, which was covered with 
blood. M. de Kan^ay assured me that 
my husband was safe and with the king. 
He threw over me a cloak, and took me 
to my sister Claude, in whose room I ar- 
rived more dead than alive ; specially so 
when, as I set my foot in the antecham- 
ber, a gentlemen named Bourse dropped, 
pierced by a ball, dead at my feet. I fell 
fainting into the arms of M. de Nan^ay, 
thinking I was killed also. A little re- 
covered, I went into the small room be- 
yond where my sister slept. Wliile I was 
there, two gentlemen-in- waiting, who at- 
tended my husband, rushed in, imploring 
me to save their lives. So I went to the 
king and to the queen, my brother and 
my mother, and, falling on my knees, 
begged that these gentlemen might be 
■spared, which was granted to me." 

" Having," continues Marguerite, 
** failed in the principal purpose, which 
■was not 90 mtich against the Huguenots cu 
against the princes of the hlood—the king 
my husband^ and the Prince de Conde — 
the queen, my mother, came to mo and 
* ashed me to break my marriage.'' But I 
replied that I would not ; being sure that 
•she only proposed this in order to mur- 
der my husband." ♦ 

^Sullt'b Account op the Massacbe or St. 
Babtholomsit. 

**I felt mynelf awakened at three taonra aDcr 
TDidoight by the lood ringing^ of all the bellft, and 
the cooftued crloit of the popalace. My governor. 
'Saint- Just, and my valet went ont. I never heard 
Any more of tbem. I contlnaed alone in my cham- 
"ber, dretting myself, when in a few moments I saw 
my landlord enter, pale and astonished. lie was 
of the reformed religion. He came to persuade me 
to go with him to mass. I did not think proper to 
follow bim, but resolved to try if I could gain the 
College of Burgundy, where I studied, notwith- 
standing the distance It was fh>m the house where 
I lodged, which made the attempt very perilous. I 
put on my scbolar^s robe, and, taking a lar:;e prayer- 
book under my arm, I went out.. Upon entcrinc 
the street, J was seized with horror at the sight of 
the ftuies who rtished firomaU parts, and burst open 



The magic mirror of Ruggiero had re- 
vealed the truth ; Henry of Navarre led 
a charmed life: Of his escape, against 
the express command of the all-powerful 
Catherine, various accounts are related. 
Ue is said to have been saved by his 
wife, but of this she says nothing. It is 
believed on good authority that, with the 
Prince de Cond6, ho went out unusually 
early, before daybreak even, in order to 
prepare for playing that identical game 
of rackets, of which he spoke to Margue- 
rite, and which probably saved his life. 
When it was discovered that these two 
princes, Conde and Navarre, were both 
alive, they were summoned to the king's 
presence. They find Charles, arquebuso 
in hand, within the same small closet 
over the gate of the Louvre. He has 
been there since daybreak. A page stands 
by him, ready to reload his weapon. Ho 
is mad with exultation and excitement, 
and leans out of window to watch the 
crowds of fugitives rush by and to shout 
to the Swiss Guards below — "Kill — kill 
all — cut them all in pieces ! Pardieu ! 
see," he roars ont, pointing to the river, 
" there is a fellow yonder escaping. By 
the mass, look— one, two, three— they 

the houses, bawling out, 'Slancrhter, slaughter- 
massacre the Huguenots I ' the blood which I saw 
shed before my eyes redoubled my terror. I fell 
into the midst of a body of guards ; they stopped 
me, questioned me, and were beginning to use me 
ill, when, happily for me, the book that I carried 
was perceived, and served me as a passport. At last 
I arrived at the College of Burgundy, when a dan- 
ger for greater than any I had yet met with awaited 
me. The porter having twice refused me entrance. 
I remained in the midst of the street, at the mercy 
of the Catholic furies, whose numbers increased 
every moment, and who were evidently in quest of 
their prey, when I bethou&rht myself of calling for 
the principal of the coUecre, La Faye, a good man, 
who loved me tenderly. The porter, gained by some 
small pieces of money which I put into his hand, 
did not fail to make him come at once. This hon- 
est man led me into his chamber. Here two inhu- 
man priests, whom I hcnrd make mention of the 
Sicilian Vespers, wanted to force me from him, 
tlmt they micht cut me in pieces, saying, ' The or- 
der was to kill to the very inflints at the breast ! ' 
All that La Faye could do was to conduct me se- 
cretly to a remote closet, where he locked me up. 
I was there confined three days, uncertain of my 
destiny, receiving succor only flrom a domestic be- 
longing to this charitable man, who brought me 
flrom time to time something to preserve my life.'* 
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are swimming across the Seine — at them, 
at them — take good aim — shoot them 
down, the carrion 1 " Volleys of 'sliot 
are the reply. Charles had recovered his 

• 

nerves; he now looks on Huguenots as 
game, and has been potting tbem with 
remarkable precision from the window. 
AVith hideous mirth, he boasts to Navarre 
and Cond6 how many heretics he has 
brought down with his own hand. He 
counts upon his fingers the names of the 
Huguenot chiefs already slaughtered. He 
yells with fiendish laughter when he de- 
scribes how Coligni, whom the night be- 
fore he had called ^^ father,'^ looked when 
dead. " By the light of God, it is a royal 
chflse ! ^' shrieks Charles, as the page 
quickly reloads his arquebuse. ''That 
last shot was excellent. Not a heretic 
shall be left in France." Again he points 
his gun and shoots; a piercing cry fol- 
lows. Charles nods his head approvingly. 
*'We will have them all — babies and 
their mothers. ' Break the eggs and the 
nest will rot.' Our mother says well — 
we must reign. We will no longer be 
contradicted by our subjects. We will 
teach them to revere us ns the image of 
the living God. You, princes " — and as 
he turns to address the King of Navarre 
and Cond6, his tall, gannt figure, distorted 
countenance, bleared and bloodshot eyes, 
and matted hair, are repulsive to look 
upon — " you, princes, I have colled hith- 
er, out of compassion for your youth, to 
give you a chance for your lives, as yov 
are alive — but by the holy oriflamme, / 
thought you were "both dead already. You 
are, both of you, rebels, and the sons of 
rebels. You must instantly recant and 
enter the true Church or die. So down 
on your knees, both of you. Purge your- 
selves from your accursed sect. Give 
me your parole, and your swords too, 
princes, that you will not leave the Lou- 
vre ; or, Dleu des Deux^ you shall be mas- 
sacred like the rest I " 

Thus did Henry IV. and the Prince de 
Cond6 escape death, unknown to, and 
contrary to the express orders of Cathe- 
rine. 

Without, Paris is a charnel-house. 



The streets are choked up by murdered 
Huguenots. Carts mid litters full of dead 
bodies, huddled together in a hideous 
medley, rumble along the rough cause- 
ways, to be shot into the Seine. The 
river runs red with blood ; its current is 
dammed up with corpses. But the court 
is merry. Catherine triumphs. Her la- 
dies — la petite hande de la Reine — ^go forth 
and pick their way in the gory mud, to 
scrutinize the dead, piled in heaps against 
the walls and in the courts of the Louvre^ 
to recognize friends or lovers. 

On the 6th of September the news of 
the massacre reaches Rome by letter* 
from the nuncio. Gregory XIII. com- 
mands solemn masses and thanksgivings 
to God for the event. The cannon of St. 
Angelo booms over the papal city ; fevx 
de joie are fired in the principal streets ; 
a medal is struck ; a jubilee is published ; 
a legate is sent into France ; a procession, 
in which the pope, cardinals, and minis- ' 
ters to the see of Rome appear, visit tho 
great Basilicas ; the Cardinal de Lorraine, 
uncle to the Balafr6, then at Rome, ia 
present, and, in the name of his master, 
Charles IX., congratulates his holiness on 
the eflScacy of his prayers these seventeen 
years past for the destruction of heretics. 

Blood calls for blood ! * Charles IX., 
whose royal mandate authorized the mas- 
sacre (which lasted seven days and seven 
nights), falls sick two years after at the 
castle of Vinoennes. " I know not what 
has befallen me,'^ he says to his surgeon, 
Ambrose Par6 ; " my mind and body both 
burn with fever. Asleep or awake, I sec 
the mangled Huguenots pass before me. 
They drip with blood ; they make hideous 
faces at me; they point to their open 
wounds and mock me. Holy Virgin ! I 
wish, Par6, I had spared the old and the 
infirm and the infants at the breast.^' 
Aged twenty-four, Charles died, abhor- 
ring the mother whose counsels had led 



* AccordiDg to DnlVesnay, *' Tables ChroDolo- 
g^qncf /* Tol. ii., seventy thousand Ha^cnots per* 
Ished in tho massacre of St. Bartholomew, whlcli 
larted seven days and seven nights. One man 
boasted that he had killed four hundred with hia 
own hand. 
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him to this execrable deed — abhorring 
her 80 intensely that ho could not even 
bear her in hi.^ sight. In her place he 
called for the King of Navarre, and con- 
fided to him his lost wishes. lie died, 
poor, misguided youth, piously thanking 
God that he left no children. The blood 
actually pozed from the pores of his skin. 
His cries and screams were horrible. 

Thus another King of France passed 
into t\\Q world of spirits, bringing Henry 
of Navarre one step nearer the throne. 
Charles, according to the prediction of 
Ruggiero, died young, bathed in his own 
blood. 

And Catlierioe? Calm, undaunted, 
still handsome, she inaugurated a new 
reign — that of her third and best-beloved 
8on, Henri, Due d'Aiyou and King of Po- 
land, popularly known by the style and 
title of Henry III., "^ the favor of 7ns 
mother inert King of France.''^ 



CHAPTER XXI. 

THE END OF CATHERTXE DE MEDICI. 

Fifteen years have passed. The 
qneen-mother is now seventy. She suf- 
fers from a mortal disease, and lies sick 
at the Chateau of Blois. 

Hither her son, Henry III., and his 
court, have come to meet the States-Gen- 
eral. Trouble is in the kingdom ; for the 
^reat Balafr6, supported by Rome and 
Spain, is in rebellion ; Henry totters on 
his throne. 

And what a throne! "What a mon- 
arch ! Henry, who in his youth was 
learned, elegant, sober, who fought at 
Jamac and Moncontour like a paladin, 
has become effeminate, superstitious, and 
vicious. His sceptre is a cup-and-ball ; 
liis sword, a tuft of feathers; he paints 
and dresses like a woman, covers himself 
with jewel«, and passes his time in arrang- 
ing ecclesiastical processions, or in festi- 
vals, pageants, masques, and banquets. 
Ilia four favorites (" minions " they are 
called, and also "beggars," from^ their 
greed and extravagance), Dc Joyeuse, 



d'Epemon, Schomberg, and Maugiron, 
govern him and the kingdom. They are 
j handsome and satirical, and think to kill 
the king's enemies with ridicule ondjeux 
de mots. Bat Henri de Guise, who stern- 
ly rebukes their ribaldry and abhors their 
dissolute manners, is not the man to bo 
conquered by such weapons as words. 
He has placed himself at the head of the 
Catliolic League, negotiates with Spain, 
and openly aspires to the throne. 

For a moment there is peace. Henry, 
before leaving Paris, by the advice of his 
mother summoned the Due de Guise from 
Nancy to Paris. The Balafr6 enters the 
capital in disguise. The cry, " The duke 
is with us ! " spreads over the city like 
lightning, and the populace, who adore 
Guise and detest Henry, tear off his mask 
and cloak and lead him through the 
streets in triumph. Catherine, although 
very ill, is so alarmed at the threatening 
aspect of affairs, that she causes herself 
to be carried out to meet him, borne in 
a chair, and so brings him to the Louvre 
into the presence of the king. His inso- 
lent bearing transports Henry with rage. 
But the citizens, not to be pacified, fall 
out with the king's guards, and there is a 
fearful uproar in the city. The Louvre is 
besieged. Henry, haughty and obstinate, 
is no longer safe in Paris. Marechal 
d'Omano offers to assassinate the Due 
de Guise, but the king, by advice of 
d'Epernon, affects to yield to the policy 
of his mother, and to accept the suprem- 
acy of Guise. Under ])retence, however, 
of a walk in the Tuileries gardens, then 
newly planted, lie orders his horses to be 
saddled, and escapes out of Paris, by way 
of Montmartre, attended only by his fa- 
vorites. He reaches Chartres in safety. 
At Chartres he is joined by Catherine, 
and a treaty is signed — a treaty of false 
peace, for already d'Epemon and Joyeuse 
are whispering into the king's ear that 
" the Due de Guise must die." 

The treaty stipulates that Henry be 
declared head of the Catholic League; 
that all Huguenots bo banished — ^notably 
the King of Navarre, heir-presumptive to 
the throne ; and that the Due de Guise 
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be lieutenant-general of the kingdom. 
The States-General are to be immediately 
assembled ; and Henry de Guise, once the 
poetic lover, now hardened into a cold, 
ambitious bigot — ready to usurp the 
throne of France to insure the triumph 
of the Catholic party, and ^exclude the 
King of Navarre — canvasses France, to 
insure a minority for the Holy League 
against those pertinacious enemies of or- 
thodoxy, Cond6 and Navarre. 

The king, meanwhile, overridden and 
humiliated, agrees to every thing, and lis- 
tens complacently to d'Epemon, who tells 
him, " He will never be king while Guise 
lives." So, for the moment, there is 
peace. 

Now the king has left Chartres, and 
is at Blois. The Balafr6 and his brother 
the cardinal are also there to attend the 
Parliament, which is summoned, and make 
known their grievances. So the sunny 
little town of Blois, sloping sweetly down- 
ward to the Loire, with its superb castle 
marked by towers, turrets, broad flat 
roofs, painted windows, and ample courts, 
is the theatre on which the great battle 
is to be foaght between the rival houses 
of Guise and Valois. All the chief's on 
either side are to be present at a council 
which is to precede the meeting of the 
Assembly. Henry — at the instigation of 
d'Epemon — the better to play his perfid- 
ious game, has communicated at the same 
altar with the Bnlafr6 and his brother, 
the cardinal, and given them the kiss of 
peace to seal their reconciliation. 

Catheriue's apartments are on the 
first floor of the chdtean — a gallery- 
saloon, the diamonded windows set in 
painted arches overlooking the town, the 
dark walls decorated with a crowned C 
and a monogram in gold; her oratory, 
with a large oval window where an altar 
stands; her writing - closet, with many 
concealed drawers and secrets in the walla 
— ^a hidden stair leading to an observato- 
ry, and a sleeping-room with a recess for 
her bed. So unaltered are these rooms 
that the presence of Catherine still haunts 
them ; she faces one at every step. 

In her bed within that recess the 



great queen lies dying. She is old and 
broken, and her mind wanders at times 
through excess of pain. But she cannot 
die in peace, for she knows that lier son 
Henry — the last of her race — meditates a 
hideous crime, a crime in which she 
would have gloned once, but now, racked 
with bodily sufifering and mental anguish, 
with remorse for the past and terror for 
the future, she shudders at the very 
thought. 

She calls him to her. Henry, her be- 
loved Apjou I As ho enters her chamber, 
she struggles upright en her bed. No 
one would have recognized the majestic 
queen in the hideous skeleton that now 
speaks. 

" "What are you about to do, my son ? *^ 
she asks, in a tremulous voice ; ^* answer 
me, Henry. I fear I know too well what 
is on your mind. God grant you may 
succeed, but I fear evil will come of it. 
The duke and his brother are too power- 
ful" 

"The very reason they should die, 
my mother. I shall never be King of 
France while they live." 

** But, Henry," gasps Catherine, trem- 
bling from weakness and excitement, as 
she clasps her son^s hand, "have you 
taken measures to assure yourself of the 
cities ? Have you communicated with the 
holy father? Do this, do it at once! " 

"Madame, good measures have been 
taken ; trouble not yourself further." 

"But, my son," continues Catherine, 
with increasing agitation, " the Cardinal 
de Guise has been here to visit me ; they 
are full of suspicion. The cardinal says 
that I have betrayed them. I replied, 
* May I die, my cousin, if I have any thing 
to do with any treason whatever ! ' My 
son, I am in great agony," and she groans 
and turns her eyes, glowing with fever, 
full upon him; "do not listen to d'Eper- 
non ; let there be peace while I live, and 
after." 

"What!" cries Henry, disengaging; 
himself from her and striding up and 
down the room. "What! spare, when 
Guise, triumphant among the citizens of 
Paris, dared to lay his hand on the hilt 
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of bis sword in our very presence at the 
Lonvre! Spare him who drove me a 
fagitive from the capital I Spare the 
chief of the League, who, assisted by 
Spain, is dismembering France! Spare 
them, when they will both be within this 
castle to-night, to attend the council I 
Spare them who never spared mb I No, 
my mother, I will NOT spare them I 
Your sickness has weakened your cour- 
age. *A nut for a nut' was once your 
motto. It is mine. If the Balafr^ and 
the cardinal enter these doors to-morrow 
they shall not go hence alive ; they shall 
die like rebels, as they are.'' 

^^ Alas, my son! '* says the queen in a 
very low voice — she has fallen back ex- 
hausted upon the bed — ^' alas J it is easy 
to cut the thread of life ; but once cut, 
can you mend it? Shed no more blood, 
Henry, for my sake, for I am dying. Let 
my last hour be undisturbed. I have 
much that troubles me," and she heaves 
a deep sigh. *^Too much blood has 
flowed already. Spare them, Henry — 
spare them.'' 

^^My mother, you never spared on 
enemy when within your power, nor will 
I. £ither Guise or I must die. Tou 
have taught me that all means are good 
to save the sovereign and support his 
authority. My brother Charles, by your 
order, spared not Coligni and massacred 
the Huguenots at the festival of St. Bar- 
tholomew. / helped him. The Ouises, 
madam e, must die." 

'*But, my son," replies Catherine, 
wringing her bony hands, and struggling 
<^ain to raise herself upright, ^* it is sacri- 
lege. You have sworn peace upon the 
altar ; you have eaten together the body 
of the Lord." 

Catherine's voice is so feeble that the 
king either does not hear, or does not 
heed her. He still strides up and down 
the room, speaking from time to time as 
if to himself. 

*'*' Every detail is arranged ; we cannot 
fail. To-morrow the guards within the 
walls vill be doubled ; a hundred Swiss 
will be posted at the entrance in the court- 
yard and on the grand staircase. "When 
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the duke arrives, Crillon will see that the 
outer ga^es are closed. As soon as Guise 
enters the council-chamber, I will send 
for him Into my closet. When he passes 
through the guard-room to reach it, Nam- 
bre will bar the door, that he may not 
return. Mj^ trusty Dolahaide and the 
guards — the Forty-fifth — who will be hid- 
den on the secret stair behind the arras, 
will then descend, fall upon the traitor 
as he passes through the guard* room, and 
finish him." 

Catherine, with haggard eyes, listens 
breathlessly. When the king has ceased 
speaking and looks round for a reply, she 
has fainted. 

• • • • • 

The next morning the sky was black 
with clouds. The month was December. 
It rained violently, and the wind howled 
round the comers of the chateau. Cath- 
erine, lying in the uneasy slumber of dis- 
I ease, was awakened at eight o'clock by 
the sound of heavy footsteps overhead. 
The state apartments arc on the second 
floor, immediately over and correspond- 
ing with those of the queen-mother. 
They still remain, gloomy and ill-omened, 
haunted by evil memories. Every plank 
has its history — each comer a ghastly de- 
tail. There is the hidden stair within the 
wall, concealed by tapestry, where Dola- 
haide and the guards hid ; the door against 
which the great Baluir^ fell, stabbed by 
Malines in the breast, where ho was 
spumed by the heel of the king, as he 
himself had spurned Coligni, and where 
he long lay uncovered, until an old carpet 
was found in which to wrap his corpse. 

• . • • • • 

Catherine, listening breathlessly, iiears 
the council assembling. Heavy footsteps 
are passing backward and forward through 
the guard-room overhead to the royal gal- 
lery, where the council is to meet. Then 
all is hushed, and the face of the dying 
queen flushes with hope, and her hands 
clasp themselves in prayer, if, perchance, 
at the last moment Henry has relented 
and listened to her entreaties to spare the 
duke. 

A moment after a door closes violent^ 
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ly. She hoats a single footstep — a pow- 
erful and tirm footstep. It crosses the 
floor. Then come loud tramplings, as of 
n rush of armed men, a clash of weapons, 
c fall as of a heavy body ; then a terrible 
cry: 

** A moi, mes amis / — trfihUon ! — d 
moi^ Guise f^e me meurs,'*'* 

The dying woman knows that all is 
over ; she sinks back on her bed raving 
in delirium. In a few days she was dead. 



CHAPTER XXIL 

THE LAST OF THE YALOIS. 

"We are at Saint-Olond. The time, the 
wars of the League. At the head of the 
Leaguers is the Due do Mayenne, only 
living brother of the Guises. Henry III. 
commands the royal forces, and with him 
is Henry of Navarro. Since the qneen- 
mother^s death, the King of Franco has 
become reconciled to his brother-in-law, 
and shows himself almost a hero. They 
are both defending the crown to which 
Mayenno aspires. Eight months have 
passed since the murder of the 6filafr6. 
That treacherous deed has done the king 
no good ; Mayenno lives to revenge his 
brother's death, and the Catholic party is 
still more alienated from the king since 
he has called a heretic into his councils. 
Tho royal troops are lying encamped 
among the hilly woodlands of the park 
toward Ville d'Avray and Meudon, then, 
as now, pleasant to the eye. 

On the 1st of August, 1689, Henry sat 
in the long gallery of the palace (until 
lately lined with pictures and gorgeously 
decorated), playing at cards with his at- 
tendants. He holds himself so upright, 
that he moves neither his head nor his 
feet; and his hands as little as possible. 
A hood hangs upon his shoulders; a little 
cap, with a flower stuck in it, is placed 
over one ear ; round his neck, suspended 
by a broad blue ribbon, is a basket of 
gold wicker-work, full of little puppies. 

Monsieur d'O, Seigneur of Fiesnes 
and Maillebois, first gentleman of the 



bedchamber, and Governor of Paris, has 
been joking him about the predictions of 
an astrologer, named Osman, who has 
arrived that evening at Saint-Cloud in 
company with some noblemen. 

"By our ladye-mother ! let us have 
him in and hear what he can say," cries 
the king. " These fellows are diverting. 
I will question him mysel£" 

Osman is seut for ; but startled at so 
sudden and unexpected an interview with 
the king, himself in such a whimsical 
attire, scarely knows how to reply to the 
gibes his ni^esty addressed to him. 

" Come, come," says the king ; " let 
ns hear what you can do. They tell me 
you draw horoscopes. Let mo have a 
specimen of your skill." 

" Sire," replies Osman, somewhat re- 
covered from his confusion, " I will obey 
you; but, as sure as fate, the heavens 
tins night are nnpropitious. The light 
of the moon is veiled ; there *are signs of 
mourning among the stars ; lamentations 
and woe are written in the planets ; a 
great misfortune hangs over us — bo- 
ware ! " 

"By St.-Deni8! " cries tlieking, "tho 
fellow is glib enough with his tongue ; 
but tell me, good heathen, are the stars 
in mourning for a king or for an em- 
peror?" 

" Sire, they mourn over the approach- 
ing extinction of your race." 

" Heaven preserve us I " answers tho 
king, with affected consternation, caress- 
ing his puppies. " But tell me now, if 
you have any knowledge, what do the 
celestial powers think of our accursed 
rebels, the Leaguers, and their diief, tho 
Duo de Mayenne ? Is that bold traitor 
in favor among the stars ? " 

Osman does not at once reply ; but, 
advancing to the window, throws open 
the sash, and silently observes the heav- 
ens. 

"Sire, I see one star shining brightly 
in the firmament." 

" Where ? " asks the king. 

"Just over the camp of Meudon^ 
where Henry of Navarre lies this night. 
But look, your mcgesty, at that other star 
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there over the woods. It blazes for a 
moment ; and now, see— it falls ; it has 
disappeared behind the palace ! '^ 

" By the Mother of God ! " says the 
king, reddening either with terror or 
passion, *' I have had enough of this gib- 
berish. Hark ye, you wandering Jew! 
no more of these ugly portents, or, by 
St.-Lonis, the gnardian of our race, we 
will hold yon warrant for all that may 
happen to our person." 

Osman shrnDk back from the window, 
trembling with fright. He does not wait 
for permission to depart, but, as the king 
rises to address some gentlemen, he glides 
from the gallery. 

*' If ever I heard a voice hoarse with 
blood, it is his," matters the astrologer, 
pointing to the king as he crept away. 
*'' By the brightness of the celestial bodies, 
there will be evil this night. I will never 
draw horoscope more, if to-morrow's 
son finds Henry of Valois alive. There 
is blood on him, but he sees it not. His 
star has fallen, he beheld it ; but he un- 
derstood not tiiio portent." 

As Osman crosses the circular hall 
opening from the gallery and leading to 
the principal staircase, he meets the 
Comte d'Auvergne* conversing with a 
Dominican monk, whose sinister coun- 
tenance expressed every evil passion. 
A crowd of attendants had assembled 
and are listening to the conversation. 

" Good father," says M. d'Auvergne, 
4iddressing the Dominican, ^*you must 
not, at this late hour, insist on seeing his 
migesty ; he is engaged." 

'^Bat, indeed, monseigneur, I do in- 
sist npon seeing him without a moment's 
delay, and alone. It is a matter of life 
and death." The monk's bold words and 
determined bearing evidently impress M. 
d'Auvergne in his favor. 

" Are you the bearer of any dispatches 
for his majesty?" he asks. "Those 
might be delivered, although his m^'esty 
has just retired, and is at this moment in 
his oratory, busy with his devotions." 

* Comte d'Anvergne, son of Charles IX. by 
ICarie Tonchet, Illegitimate nephew of Henry IIL, 
and half-brother of Henriette d^Sntragaea. 



As he spoke, d'Auvergne scans him 
curiously ; the monk perceives the look, 
draws his cowl closer over his face, and 
withdraws from the full glare of the 
lights on the staircase. 

" I am the bearer of letters of the 
gi'eatest importance, monseigneur — let- 
ters from the President Harlay, now a 
prisoner of the League ; but I am charged 
to deliver them in person, and into the 
liands of his m£gesty alone. Nor is that 
all; I have a secret communication to 
make, which it behooves the king to hear 
without delay.— Good gentlemen," and 
he faces round to the courtiers who are 
gathered about him, " I pray you, one of 
you, go to the king and tell him what I 
say." 

" Impossible," replies the Count d'O, 
who came from the gallery at that mo- 
ment, and hears the last few words; 
^' impossible. His mi^esty is now alone ; 
I Jiave just left him. He is fatigued, and 
desired not to be disturbed." 

" Good God ! " cries the monk, clasp- 
ing his hands ; " if I do not see him to- 
night, I shall never see him." 

" And why not, I pray ? " asks the 
Comte d'Auvergne. "Come and sup 
with my ])eople to-night ; and to-morrow, 
as early as you please, I will take you to 
his migesty. Follow me." 

" I wash my hands of all the evil this 
delay will cause," exclaims the monk, 
following him reluctantly. "On your 
head be it, monseigneur." They quitted 
the hall together. 

All this time Osman had stood near 
watching them. He had not lost a sylla- 
ble of the conversation. " Did I not say 
there was blood ? " he mutters, half aloud ; 
" is it not true ? The knowledge of it 
came to me in a vision. Now I have 
read it also in the stars. The blood of 
the king is on that monk. His robes are 
spotted with it. In his hand, while he 
spoke, there was a dagger. None else 
beheld it; but I saw it, and the point 
streamed with the king's life-blood. 
Woe! woe! woe! Would that I could 
speak! Would that they would listen! 
Before many hours, death will be within 



63 



ROMANCE OF OLD COURT-LIFE IN FRANCE. 



these walls. Alas ! it is given to me to 
avert it, if they would but hear me." 

The astrologer slowly foUows the 
steps of the Comte d^Auvergne and the 
Dominican, descending the stairs after 
them. Tbey enter a suite of rooms on the 
ground-floor of the palace. The monk 
had now thrown back his cowl and dis- 
played a face yet young, but seamed and 
wrinkled with deep lines. Ilis eyes are 
dull and bloodshot ; his thin hair scarcely 
shades his projecting forehead. He stands 
in the centre of the apartment, silent, 
sullen, and preoccupied. 

'*What is your name?'* asks the 
count, stcruly, turning toward him. 

** Jacques G16ment," is the short re- 
joinder 

"You say you are the bearer of let- 
ters to the king ? " 

"Yes," replies he; ''from Monsieur 
de Brienne and tlie President Harlay, 
now both prisoners in the Bastile. There 
is ray passport ; you see it is signed by 
Monsieur de Brienne." 

" Show me the president's letter," 
says d'Auvergne; "his writing is as 
familiar to me as my own. If you are a 
spy, you will meet with no mercy here," 
and he measured him from head to foot, 
with eyes full of doubt and suspicion. 

The monk draws forth a parcel of un- 
sealed letters, which the count reads and 
examines. 

"It is well," he says. ** These are 
proofs that you are a messenger from the 
king's friends. But how did you, carry- 
ing such dangerous credentials, contnve 
to pass the gates of Paris ? Answer me 
that, my father." 

" My habit protected me," replies the 
monk, devoutly crossing himself; "our 
Blessed Lady gave me courage and ad- 
dress to escape from those Philistines. 
Once past the gates, I came here in com- 
pany with Monsieur de la Guesle's peo- 
ple." 

" You say, then, that you will answer 
with your head that two gates of Paris 
will open to the king if he advances?" 

" I swear before God that this is the 
truth," replies the monk, again crossing 



himself; "and my God is not that false 
one worshipped by the Huguenot dogs 
under Henry of Navarre, but the true 
God of the Holy Catholic Church. Let 
the king trust to his loyal Catholic sub- 
jects, and beware of the heretics that are 
in his council and among his troops." 
And the monk scowls around. His eyes 
meet those of Osman, the astrologer, 
which are fixed o^ him with the inten- 
sity of a cat ready to spring. Jacques 
Clement trembles. For an inst^t his 
courage forsakes him and ho turns pale. 

"Well, father," says d'Auvergne, 
laughing, " you are true to your trade — 
a stesdy Catholic. We understand ; you 
can smell a heretic a mile off, I'll be 
sworn." 

The monk makes no reply, and to 
avoid further discussion turns to a table 
on which supper is spread,' and, sitting 
down, begins to eat. 

The Attorney-General de la Guesle, 
having been told of the arrival of a mys- 
terious monk, enters the room, and con- 
firms what he had said of their meeting 
outside the gates of Paris. 

The Comte d'Auvergne, after sccuti- 
nizing Jacques Cldment for some minutes, 
turns aside to Monsieur do la Guesle, ahd 
whispers : 

" I do not know why, but I have a 
strange suspicion of that fellow. All he 
says seems fair enough, and his papers are 
properly signed ; but there is something 
about his dark, sinister face and surly 
answers that alarms me." 

Osman, seeing them converse apart^ 
advances eagerly from the bottom of the 
room, and addresses them in a low voice : 
" If monseigneur will only listen to me, 
ho will not admit this monk within a 
hundred miles of his mi^esty. The stars, 
count, are — " 

"Confound the stars!" interrupts 
Monsieur de la Guesle. "Do you take 
us for a parcel of fools? Go prate else- 
where." 

The noblemen seat themselves at the 
upper end of the supper-table. The 
Comte d'Auvergne, Monsieur do la Guesle, 
and other gentlemen, are served by an 
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old Talct, who, after pourins: out the wine 
all round, stands behind the chair of his 
master the count. His eyes are fixed on 
Jacques Clement, who had drawn forth 
from the folds of his sleeve a largo dag- 
ger, with which he cuts up his meat. 

"May it please, monseigneur," the 
valet whispers inti) the count's ear, " the 
reverend father knows how to travel in 
these stormy times. He has not forgot- 
ten to bring a goodly dagger with him ; 
though perhaps the breviary, being less 
useful, is forgotten." 

" Not so, brother," answers the monk, 
who, over! J earing his whisper, draws out 
a missal from his bosom ; ** I never travel 
without the one and the other — defences 
for the body and the soul — whichever 
may most need it." 

But the garrulous old servant, once 
set talking, is not to be silenced. He 
begins a long account, in a low voice, ad- 
dressed to the count, of how the monk, 
on arriving, had entertained him and his 
fellows in the court-yard with a history 
of the death of Holofemes the tyrant, 
by the hands of a Jewish maiden, Judith, 
the savior of her country. 

" A bloody tale, forsooth," says M. de 
l& Gueslc, eying the monk. 

" Ay, blood, blood ! " mutters Osman, 
who is seated below the salt, next the 
Comte d'Auvergne. " See you not, my 
lord," he continues, half-aloud, to the 
count, holding up his hand wamingly, 
*^ that this monk is a mad fanatic ? Ad- 
mit him to no speech with the king, I 
entreat you ; he is mad, monseigneur." 

"Oh," answers the count, in a low 
voice; "I will watch over his majesty. 
As the bearer of letters of importance, I 
cannot refuse him an audience ; but I will 
Answer that no mischief comes of the 
meeting." 

Soon after, supper being ended, the 
party separates. The monk is conducted 
to a bed; and Osman, heaving many 
heavy sighs, retires to the room appro- 
priated to him, where he consults the 
stars, until the dawn of day obliterates 
them and ends his labor. 

The next day is the 2d of August, and 



the king, who has been informed of the 
arrival of a monk with letters overnight, 
commands his early attendance in his 
bedchamber. The Comte d'Auvergno 
conducts Jacques Clement into the pres- 
ence of Henry, who sits in an arm-chair, 
only partially dressed, close to the bed. 
As the communication is to be private, 
the king signs to d'Auvergne, Clermont, 
and the other attendants present, to re- 
tire to the farther end of the room ; then 
stretches out his hand to receive the 
packet from Jacques Clfiment, who, in 
presenting it, bows his head, and stands 
motionless, his arms crossed on his 
breast. 

As Henry's attention is absorbed and 
his eyes are bent upon the page, Jacques 
C16racnt suddenly draws out the dagger 
he carried concealed in his sleeve, springs 
forward, and plunges it up to the hilt in 
the king^s abdomen. 

" Help I " groans the king, with diflS- 
oulty plucking out the weapon and fling- 
ing it on the floor. " Help ! the wretch 
has stabbed me. I am killed — kill him ! " 

D'Auvergne rushes forward. The 
pages and gentlemen in attendance, the 
guards outside, and Monsieur de la Guesle, 
who is waiting for an audience, all burst 
into the room. 

The king is lying back in the arm- 
chair; a pool of blood stains the floor 
from a deep wound; Jacques C16ment 
still stands immovable before him. Swords 
flash in the air ; some fly to support the 
dying monarch, some to raise an alarm 
over the palace ; others, transported with 
fury, fall upon the monk, who oifers no 
resistance. He is speedily dispatched. 
Osman, hearing the uproar, enters. 

" What 1 " cries he ; " is the king 
dead ? " 

" Not quite," is the reply. 

"Who did it?" 

" Jacques Clement." 

" Sainte-Marie I " groans the astrolo- 
ger, wringing his hands ; " why did you 
not listen to me? This would never have 
happened. Did I not say there was 
blood on that monk? Did I not say 
that the star of tho house of Yalois had 
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fallen? Alas! alas! If you had but 
heeded my words I " 

At this moment, M. d*0 and the 
Oointe d'Anvergne leave the king^s room 
to send for a surgeon. 

" AVhy did you kill the assassin ? We 
might have tortured him, and discovered 
his accomplices,^' says M. d'O, while they 
await the messenger whom they had 
dispatched. 

*^ I did not kiU him," answered the 
Comte d'Auvergne. ^^ The king was seated 
when he entered, and, taking the wretches 
papers in his hands, w^ busy reading 
them. M. Clermont and I were present, 
but had retired a little to leave his mj^jes- 
ty more at liberty. As ho rose from his 
seat and was addressing the monk, the 
traitor drew a dagger from his sleeve and 
plunged it into the king's stomach. The 
kiug cried out, * Kill him — ^he has killed 
me ! ' and, drawing forth the dagger from 
the wound, gave two or three cuts at the 
assassin, and then feU. We rushed to 
his aid, and smote the fellow, who was 
unharmed, right and left. At the noise, 
the doors burst open, and the gentlemen 
and pages in their rage finished him with 
a hundred blows. Seeing that he was 
dead, I ordered him to be stripped and 
thrown out of the window, in order to 
be recognized if possible." 

" What does it matter who recognizes 
him?" answers M. d'O. "Have the pa- 
pers that he showod the king disappeared 
also?" 

Before tlie count could reply, the sur- 
geon appears. He desires that every one 
shall be turned out of the king's bed- 
room while he examines him. He pro- 
nounces the wound mortal ; the dagger 
was poisoned. Henry, after great an- 
guish, expires in a few hours. The let- 
ters were forgeries. The body of Jacques 
C16ment, having first been drawn by four 
horses through the streets of Saint-Cloud, 
is burned by the common hangman. He 
is much lauded, however, at Rome, where 
Urban VII. reigns as pontiff; at Paris 
his effigy is placed upon the altars beside 
the Host. 

Meanwhile, the King of ITavarro is 



within his quarters at Mendon. His 
minister Sully lodges a little way down 
the hill, in the house of a man called 
San vat. Sully is just sitting down to 
supper, when his secretary enters and 
desires him to go instantly to his master. 

Henry of Navarre tells him that an 
express has arrived from Saint-Cloud, and 
that the king is already dead, or dying. 
" Sully," he says, " for what I know, I 
may be at this very instant King of France. 
Yet, who will support me? Half my 
army will desert if Henry be really dead. 
Not a prince of the blood, not a minister^ 
will stand by me. I am here, as it were, 
in the midst of an enemy's country, with 
but a handful of followers. What is to 
be done?" 

*'Stay where you are, sire, is my ad- 
vice," answers Sully. " If you are indeed 
now King of France, remain with such 
as are faithfol to you. A monarch sh(mld 
never fly. But let us go to Saint-Cloud 
and hear the truth.' 

" That is just what I desire," answers 
Henry. " We will start as soon as our 
horses are saddled." 

As they enter the gates of Saint- 
Cloud, a man rushes by them, shouting, 
"The king is dead — the king is dead I'* 
Henry reigns up his horse. The Swiss 
guard, posted round the chClteau, perceive 
him. They throw down their arms and 
cast themselves at his feet. " Sire," they 
cry, " now you are our king and master, 
do not forsake us." Biron, the Duo de 
Bellegarde, the Comtes d'O, M. de ChA- 
teauvieux, and De Dampierre, come up ; 
they all warmly salute Henry as their 
sovereign. 

But the bonfires that already blaze in 
the streets of Paris at the news of tho 
death of the king, warn Henry of Na- 
varre that he must fight as many battles 
to gain the crown as he has already done 
to secure his personal liberty. 
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Thb wars of tbo League rage fiercer 
than ever. By the deatli of the last Valois, 
Henry III., Henry IV., a Bourbon, is 
King of France.* But he is only ac- 
knowledged by his Protestant subjects. 
To the Catholics he is but a rebel, and 
still only King of Navarre. The Due de 
Mayenne (a Guise, brother of the Bala- 
fr^), subsidized with money and troops 
by Spain, is the orthodox pretender to 
the throne. The capital, Paris, is with 
him. The two Henrys, reconciled after 
the death of Catherine de Medici, en- 
camped with their respective forces at 
Saint-Cloud, were about to invest the 
city. But now Henry III. is dead. His 
successor, Henry of Navarre, weakened j 
in influence, troops, and money, is forced i 
to raise the siege and retire. Henry IV. 
had at this time but three thousand troops, 
M'hile the army of Mayenne numbered 
thirty- two thousand men. Then came 
help from England. The victory of Ivry 
was gained, Henry again invested Paris, 
and encamped on the heights of Mont- 
martre. It was now he uttered tliat char- 
acteristic mot: *^I am like the true 
mother in the judgment of Solomon — I 
would rather not have Paris at all than 
see it torn to pieces.'^ 

At this time the fortune of war called 
tlie king in many places. He loved an 
adventurous life. Brave to a fault, he 
rode hither and thither like a knight- 
errant, regardless of his personal safety, 
accompanied only by a few attendants. 

Although a w<irrior and a statesman, 
Henry was a true child of the mountains. 
Bom under the shadow of the Pyrenees, 
he would as soon encamp under a hedge 
as lie on a bed of down ; would rather 
eat dried liam, spiced with garlic, than 
dine sumptuously at Jarnet's Palace, at 

* Henry IV. M-as the son of Antoine dc Bour- 
bon, Due de VendOmo, and of Jeanne d'Albret, 
cm) J dangfater or Henri d' Albret, King of Navarre, 
mirrled to Maiguorlte d^Alen^on, sister of Fran- 
cis I., the widow of the Dnc d*Alon9on. 



the Marais, or at " Le Petit More," the 
polite traiteur of that day ; w^ould quaft' 
tlie petit eru of his native grape' with 
more relish than the costliest wines from 
the vineyards of Champagne or Bordeaux. 
Henry was not bom upon the banks of 
the Garonne, but a more thorough Gas- 
con never lived — his hand upon his sword, 
his foot in the stirrup, his gun slung across 
his shoulder, the first in assault, the last 
in retreat, ready to slay the wild -boar of 
his native forests, or, lute in hand, to 
twang a roundelay in honor of the first 
Dulcinea he encountered. Boastful, fear- 
less, capricious ; his versatility of accom- 
plishments suited the changing aspects 
of the times. He wos plain of speech, 
rough in manner, with a quaint jest alike 
for friend or foe ; irregular in his habits, 
eating at no stated times, but when hun- 
gry voraciously devouring -every thing 
that pleased him, especially fruit and 
oysters; negligent, not to say dirty, in 
his person, and smelling strong of garlic. 
A man who called a spado a spade, swore 
like a trooper, and hated the parade of 
courts ; was constant in friendship, fickle 
in love, promised any thing freely, espe- 
cially marriage, to any beauty who caught 
his eye ; a boon companion among men, 
a libertine with women, a story-teller, 
cynical in his careless epicureanism, and 
so profound a believer in " the way of 
fate," that, reckless of the morrow, he 
extracted all things from the passing 
hour. 

He is now thirty-three yeai's old, of 
middle height, broad-shouldered, and 
coarsely made. His swarthy ekin is dark- 
ened by constant exposure ; he looks bat- 
tered, wrinkled, and dissipated. His 
long nose overhangs his grizzly mustache, 
and a mocking expression lurks in the 
comers of his mouth. The fire of his 
eyes is unquenched, and the habit of 
command is stamped on every motion. 

Ho is with his array at Mantes. It is 
evening; he is surrounded by a few 
friends, and from talk of war the conver- 
sation turns to women. The Duo de 
Bellegarde, captain of light horse, the 
close friend and constant companion of 
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t]ie king, sits beside him. He has a no- 
ble presence, is supple, graceful, gentle in 
speech, and generous in nature. 

Bellegarde speaks boosting]/ of the 
beauty of a certain lady whonj he is en- 
gaged to marry, Gabrielle d'Estr^es, 
daughter of tlie Marquis d^Estr^es. 

** Cap de IHeu ! " exclaims Henry, 
after listening to Bellegarde in silence ; 
" I have heard of the lady, one of the 
daughters of our brave general of artil- 
lery, Antoine d'Estr^es ; but I will back 
my bewitching Abbess of Montmartre, 
Marie de Beauvilliers, againdt your Ga- 
brielle." 

" Not if your majesty saw her, be- 
lieve me," replies Bellegarde, warmly. 

** You are a boaster, Bellegarde. You 
dare not produce your paragon." 

** On the controry, sire, I only desire 
that Mademoiselle d^Estr^es should be 
seen, for then alone she can be appre- 
ciated." 

"Say you po, Bellegarde? That is 
fair ; will you bet a thousand crowns on 
Gabrielle against Marie ? " 

" I accept, sire ; but how con we de- 
cide?" 

♦* You see the lady. It is easily man- 
aged. Do you visit her often ? " 

"Your m^esty seemingly forgets I 
am engaged to marry her." 

"I understand. Now, Bellegarde, I 
forbid you, as your sovereign and master, 
to see this fair lady, except in my com- 
pany. Par Dieu! I will refuse you 
leave of absence." 

Bellegarde's heart mipgave him. The 
king's vehemence alarms him. He saw 
too late the mistake that he has made. 

'* Now, Bellegarde, don't look like a 
doctor of the Sorbonne in a fix ; Made- 
moiselle d'Estr^es will not object if I go 
in your company* ? " 

" Your migesty must consider that I 
have no excuse for introducing you," re- 
plies lie, with some hesitation. "Be- 
sides, consider, sire, the roads are unsafe 
and skirmishers are abroad." 

"Tut I tut! man; when did I ever 
care for that when a fair lady was in the 
woy? I insist upon going, or you shall 



hot either. Both or none. Listen how 
it shall be managed. I will disguise my- 
self as — well, let me see — a Spaniard ; no 
one will suspect me in that character. 
You shall introduce me as an Hidalgo, 
Don Juan, we will say," and a wicked 
leer lights up his countenance. "Don 
Juan, your prisoner — taken in a miUe^ 
now on parole; and my poor Chicot* 
shall go with us too for company." 

Gabrielle was then living at the pater- 
nal Castle of Coeuvres, which stood on a 
wooden height between Soissons and 
Laon, with her father and her sisters 
She was passionately attached to the se- 
ductive Bellegarde, and anticipated their 
speedy union with all imaginable happi- 
ness. 

One evening, while she was indulging 
in those agreeable musings proper to the 
-state called " being in love," Bellegarde 
was abruptly announced. lie was ac- 
companied by two gentlemen : one, short 
in stature, with a comical expression of 
countenance, was introduced as Monsieur 
Chicot ; the other, by name " Don Juan," 
neither tall nor short, but w^ith very 
broad shoulders, had grayish hair, highly- 
colore<l cheeks, a swarthy skin, and was 
remarkable for a prominent nose and 
exceedingly audacious eyes. 

Gabrieilc rose in haste and was about 
to fling her arms round Bellegarde, but, 
on seeing his two companions, she drew 
back, welcoming tliem all with a more 
formal courtesy. 

Gabrielle was eighteen, tall, slim, and 
singularly graceful. The severity of her 
aquiline features was relieved by the 
bluest eyes and a most delicate pink-and- 
white complexion ; webs of an bum hair 
flowed over her shoulders. She cast a 
curious glance at her lover's singular 
companions ; she was surprised and vexed 



* Chicot WHS a Qaecon Je8ter to Henry TV. His 
tpSdoHte was Intense hatred to the Dnc de May- 
ciine, whom he constantly attempted to attack. 
Daring; an engagement at Bares, he made prisoner 
the Comte de Chaligny, and carried him Into Hen- 
ry's presence. '"TUnaf" said he; "this Is my 
prisoner/* Challijny was so enraged at having 
been captared by a baffoon, that he poniarded 
Chicot on the spot 
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that Bellegarde had not come alone, and 
to find him cold and reserved. However, 
anj shortcomings on his part were amply I 
made up by the cordial accolade of the 
Spanish don, who extolled her beauty to 
lier face, and, without asking permission, 
kissed her on the cheek. 

Gabriellc^s delicacy was hurt at this 
freedom ; she reproached herself for the 
frankness with which she had received 
strangers, believing them to be friends of 
her lover. Casting a helpless glance at him, 
she looked down, blushed and retreated 
to a distant part of the room, where she 
seateil hei*self. 

" Pray, madame, excuse our friend," 
said Chicot, seeing the confusion of Ga- 
brielle at such unexpected familiarity; 
** he is a Spaniard, only newly arrived in 
France ; he is quite unacquainted with the 
usages of the country." 

" By the mass ! " cried BcUegarde, 
evidently ill at ease, and placing himself 
in front of his love, " Spaniard, indeed ! 
I, for my part, know no country in the 
world where gentlemen are permitted, 
thus uninvited, to salute the ladies — at 
least, in civilized latitudes. It is well 
mademoiselle's father was not present." 

His annoyance, however, was quite ! 
lost on the don, who, his eyes fixed in 
bold admiration on Gabrielle, did not 
heed it. 

" Bellegarde," said Gabrielle, blusliing 
to her forehead, seeing his deeply-offended 
look, **• excuse this stranger, I entreat, for 
my sake ; I am sure he meant no offence. 
Let not the joy I feel at seeing you be 
overcast by this little occurrence." And 
she rose, advanced to where he stood, 
looked fondly at him, and took his hand 
in both of hers. 

This appeal was enough. Bellegarde, 
though anxious, was no longer angry, 
and, upon Gabrielle*3 invitation, the party 
seated themselves, Gabrielle placing her- 
self beside Bellegarde. 

" This gentleman, madame," said Chi- 
cot, turning toward Gabrielle, "whose 
admiration of you has led him to offend, 
is our prisoner; he surrendered to us 
yesterday in the mSUe at Marly, and, his 



ransom paid, to-morrow morning he will 
start to join the army of the Duke of 
Parma. Though somewhat hot-headed 
and wilful, he is an excellent soldier ; he 
knows how to behave in the battle-field, 
if his manners are otherwise too free ; " 
and Chicot turned round his head and 
winked at Don Juan, who laughed. 

*' At least, gentlemen, now you are 
here," said Gabrielle, " by whatever 
chance — and the chance must be good 
that brings you to me" (and her blue 
eyes turned toward Bellegai'de) — "you 
will partake of some refreshment. I beg 
you to do so in the name of Monsieur do 
Bellegarde, my affianced husband, my 
father being absent." 

"Fair lady," said the Spaniard, break- 
ing silence for the first time, and speak- 
ing in excellent French, *' I never before 
rejoiced so much in being able to under- 
stand the French tongue as spoken by 
your dulcet voice; this is the happiest 
moment of my life, for it has introduced 
me to the fairest of your sex. I repeat 
it deliberately — the fairest of your sex ; " 
and he looked significantly at Bellegarde. 
" I accept your invitation, readily. Wore 
I fortunate enongh to be your prisoner 
instead of the captain's, my ransom 
would never bo paid, I warrant.'^ 

" Cap de Dieu ! " exclaimed Chicot, 
grinning from ear to ear ; " the Spanish 
dons well merit their reputation for gal- 
lantry ; but our friend here, Don- Juan, 
outdoes them all, and, indeed, every one 
of his nation." 

"Madame," broke in the Spaniard, 
very red in the face, and speaking with 
great vehemence, not appearing to hear 
this remark, and still addressing Gabri- 
elle, on whom his eyes were riveted, " I 
declare if any one, be he noble or villein, 
knight or king, dare to say that any woman 
under God's sun surpasses you in beauty 
or grace, I declare him to bo false and 
disloyal, and with fitting opportunity I 
will prove, in more than words, that ho 
lies to the teeth." 

"Come, come, my good friend," in- 
terrupted Bellegarde, much discomposed ; 
"do not, I beseech you, go into thesQ 
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heroics; von will alarm this lady. If 
you heat yoarself in this way, the night 
air will give you cold. Besides, remem- 
ber, senor, this lady, Mademoiselle d^Es- 
tr6es, is my affianced bride, and that cer- 
tain conditions were made between us 
before I introduced you, which condi- 
tions you swore to observe ; " and Belle- 
garde looked reproachfully at him. 

Don Juan felt the implied reproof, 
and, for the first time since he had en- 
tered, moved his eyes to some other ob- 
ject than the smiling face of Gabriellc. 

Her sisters now joined them. Al- 
though they much resembled her, and 
would have been comely in any other 
company, Gabrielle so far exceeded them 
as to throw them altogether into the 
shade. Tliey were both immediately 
saluted with nearly equal warmth by the 
Spanish don, who evidently would not 
reform his manners in this particular. 
Like Gabrielle, they were quite abashed, 
and retreated to the farther side of the 
room. 

" I-fCt me tell you, ladies," said Chicot, 
advancing toward them, "if you were 
to see our friend, Don Juan, in a justau- 
corps of satin, and glittering with gold 
and precious stones, with a white panache 
in his velvet cap, you would not think he 
looked so much amiss. But are you 
going to give us nothing to eat ? What 
has the don done that he is to be starved ? 
Though he bo a Spaniard, and serves 
against Henry of Navarre, he is a Chris- 
tian, and has a stomach like any other." 

On tliis hint, the whole party ad- 
journed to the eating-room. Gabrielle 
carefully avoided the don, and kept close 
to Bellegarde, who looked the picture of 
misery. Iler sisters clung to her, Chicot 
was bursting with ill-suppressed laughter, 
and the don was fully occupied in en- 
deavoring to place himself beside Gabri- 
elle, on whom* his eyes were again in- 
tently fixed. At table, spite of Belle- 
gnrde's manoDUvres, he contrived to place 
himself beside her. He ate and drank 
voraciously ; perpetually proposed toasts 
in Gabrielle's honor, and confused her to 
such a degree, that she heartily repented 



having invited him to remain, particularly 
as the annoyance of Bellegai'de did not 
escape her. In this state of general mis- 
understanding, the merry Chicot again 
came to the rescue. 

" Let us drink to the health of tho 
King of France and Navarro I " cried he. 
" Come, Don Juan, forget your politics 
and join us ; here's prosperity and succees 
to our gallant Henry — ^long may he live ! '* 

^^ This is a toast we must drink stand- 
ing and in chorus," said Bellegarde, rising. 

The Spaniard smiled. 

"But why," observed Gabrielle, "does 
Don Juan bear arms against the King of 
France if he is his partisan ? " 

"Fair lady, your remark is just," re- 
plied tho don ; " but the fortune of war 
drives a soldier into many accidents; 
however, I only wish all France was as 
much tho king^s friend as I am." 

Chicot now took up a lute which lay 
near, tried the strings, and, in a somewhat 
cracked voice, sang the following song, 
wagging his head and winking at the 
Spaniard as he did so : 

" VIto HeBii Qnotre, 
VIto C6 Tol yaillant ; 
Cc di&ble k qaatre, 
A le triple talent 
Do boire et de battro 
St d'etre vert galant." 

"Long live the kingl Vivo Henri 
Quatre I " was drunk, with all the honors, 
in u chorus of applause. The Spaniard 
wiped a tear from his eye and sat down, 
without speaking. 

" Ca]} de Dieu / " cried Chicot ; "tho 
right cause will triumph at last." 

" Yes," replied Bellegarde ; " sooner 
or later we shall see our brave king enter 
Paris and his noble palace of the Louvre 
in state ; but meanwhile he must not fool 
away his time in follies and amours while 
tho League is in strength." 

" There you speak truth," said Chicot; 
" he is too much given to such games ; 
he's a very Sardanapalus ; and," contin- 
ued he, squinting at the don with a most 
comical expression, "if report speak 
true, at this very moment his majesty is 
off on some adventure touching the rival 
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beauty of certain ladies, to the manifest 
neglect of his crown and the rain of his 
affairs." 

** Ah I " exclaimed Gabrielle, her eyes 
sparkling with enthasiasin, ^*if some 
second Agnes Sorel would but appear, 
nnd, maJdng like her a noble use of the 
king's love and her influence, incite him 
to conquer himself, to forsake aU follies, 
and to devote his great talento in fighting 
heart and soul against the rebels and the 
League I " 

"Alas!" sighed Don Juan; "those 
were the early ages ; such love as that is 
not to be found now — it is a dream, a fan- 
tasy. Henry will find no Agnes Sorel in 
these later days." 

" Say not so, noble don," replied Ga- 
brielle ; " I, for my part, adore the king 
— I long to know him." 

The Spaniard's eyes flashed, and Belle- 
garde started visibly. 

" Love," continued Gabrielle, flushing 
with excitement, "love is of all times 
and of all seasons. True love is immor- 
tal. But I allow that it is rare, though 
not impossible, to excite such a passion." 

" If it is a science to be learned, will 
you teach me, fair lady ? " asked the 
Spaniard, tenderly. 

At this turn in the conversation Belle- 
garde again became painfully agitated, 
und the subject dropped. The don now 
addressed his conversation to the sisters 
of Gabrielle, and at their request took up 
the lute and sang an improvised song 
with considerable taste, in a fine, manly 
voice, which gainod for him loud ap- 
plauses all round. The words were 

these . 

''Charmanto Gabrielle, 
Picroi do millo dards, 
Qoand la gloiro m'appcllc 
A la ealto de Mm, 
Cnelle dSpartio. 
Qao ne buIb-Jc Bane vie 
Oa Bans amoar 1 ^* 

Gabrielle looked, perhaps, a trifle too 
ranch pleased at the somewhat free ad- 
miration expressed in these verses, and, 
spite of Bellegarde, approached the don 
to thank him after he had finished. 

" Lady, did my song please you ? " 



said he, softly, trying to kiss her hand. 
" If it had any merit, yoa inspired me." 

" Yes," replied she, musingly. " You 
wished just now you were ray prisoner. 
Had you been, I should long ago have 
freed you if you had sung to me like 
that, I am sure." 

" And why ? " asked he. 

" Because you have something in your 
voice I should have feared to hear too 
often," said she, in a low voice, lest Belle- 
garde should hear her. 

" Then in that case I would always 
have remained your voluntary captive, 
ma helleJ*^ 

How long this conversation might 
have continued authorities do not state ; 
but Bellegarde, now really displeased, 
approached the whispering pair, giving 
on indignant glance at Gabrielle and a 
look full of reproach at the don. 

" Come, come, Don Juan ! " said he. 
" It is time to go. Where are our horses ? 
The day wears on ; wo shall scarce reach 
the camp ere sundown." 

" Ventre Saint- Oris ! " said the Span- 
iard, starting up; "there is surely no 
need for such haste." 

" Your promise I " muttered BeDe- 
garde in his ear. 

"Confound you, Bellegarde! You 
have introduced me into paradise, and 
now you drag me away just when the 
breath of heaven is warming me." Don 
Juan looked broken-hearted at being 
obliged to leave, and cast the most loving 
glances toward Gabrielle and her hand- 
some sisters. 

" I opine we ought never to have come 
at all," said Chicot, winking violently, 
and looking at Gabrielle, who with down- 
cast eyes evidently regretted the necessity 
of the don's departure. 

" M^re de Diea ! " muttered the lat- 
ter to Bellegarde; "you are too hard 
thus to bind me to my cursed promise." 

"Gabrielle," said Bellegarde, drawing 
her aside, and speaking in a low voice, 
" one kiss ere I go. You are my beloved 
— my other self, the soul of my soul. 
Adieu ! This has been a miserable meet- 
ing. You have grieved no, love; but 
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perhaps it is my own fault. I ought to 
liave come alone. That Spaniard is dis- 
gusting" — Gabrielle turned her head 
away — " But I will soon return. In the 
mean time, a caution in your ear. If this 
same Don Juan comes again during my 
absence to pay you a second vi^it, send 
him off, I charge you, by the love I know 
you bear me. Give him his conge with- 
out ceremony ; hold no pai'ley, I entreat 
you; he is a sad good-for-nothing, and 
would come with no good intentions. I 
could tell you more. He is — But next 
time you shall hear all. Till then, adieu I " 

" I will obey you, Bellegardc," replied 
Gabrielle, somewhat coldly; "but the 
Spaniard seems to be an honest gentle- 
man, and looks born to command." 

The whole party then proceeded to 
the court-yard, where the three horses 
were waiting. 

" Adieu, most adorable Gabrielle I " 
cried the Spaniard, vaulting first into the 
saddle. " Would to Heaven I had never 
set eyes on you, or that, having seen you, 
I might gaze to eternity on that heavenly 
face I " 

" Well," said Bellegarde, gayly, for 
his spirits rose as he saw the Spaniard 
ready to depart, "you need only wait 
until peace be made, and then I will pre- 
sent you at court, Don Juan, where Ma- 
dame la Duchesse de Bellegarde, other- 
wise La Belle Gabrielle, will shiue fairest 
of the fair." 

" You are not married yet, duke, how- 
ever," rejoined the Spaniard, looking 
back; "and, remember, you must iirst 
have his majesty^s leave and license — not 
always to be got. Ha, ha, my friend, I 
have you there I " laughed the don. 
" Adieu, then, once more, most beautiful 
ladies, adieu to you all ! Bellegarde, you 
have gained your hetf^ 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

ohahmante oabeielle. 

After this meeting Don Juan soon 
contrived to return, and the lady, forget- 



ful of her lover's advice, received himi 
This was sufficient encouragement for so 
audacious a cavalier, and an intimacy 
sprang up between them, ending in a con- 
fession of his being the king. Gabrielle 
was charmed, for she had always been 
his devoted partisan. What at first ap- 
peared bold and free in his manner she 
now ascribed to a proper sense of his 
own rank, born as he was to command 
and to be obeyed. Their romantic intro- 
duction and the disguise he had conde- 
scended to assume on that occasion cap- 
tivated her imagination almost as much 
as his unbounded admiration of her per- 
son flattered her vanity. Henry, too, 
was a fit subject for devoted loyalty at 
that time, closely beset as he was by the 
troops of the League, unable to enter 
Paris, and only maintaining his ground 
by prodigies of valor and the most in- 
trepid perseverance. 

Should she, then, be unkind, and re- 
pulse him, when ho vowed to her, on his 
knees, that his only happy moments were 
spent in her society? The image of 
Bellegarde grew fainter and fainter ; 
their meetings became colder and more 
unsatisfactory. He reproached her for 
her unbecoming encouragement of a lib- 
ertine monarch ; Gabrielle defended her- 
self by declaring that lier heart was her 
own, and that she might bestow it where 
she thought proper. As yet, however, 
there had been no formal rupture be- 
tween them. Bellegarde loved the fas- 
cinating girl too fondly to renounce her 
lightly; and she herself, as yet unde- 
cided, hesitated before resigning a man 
whose attachment was honorable and 
legitimate, and whose birth and position 
were brilliant, to receive the dubious 
addresses of a married monarch. True, 
the shameful excesses of Marguerite do 
Valois, his queen, excused and almost 
exonerated the king; Henry urged this 
circumstance with passionate eloquence, 
promising Gabrielle, spite of state rea- 
sons, to marry her as soon as, settled on 
the throne, he had leisure legally to prove 
the scandalous conduct of his wife and to 
obtain a papal divorce. This, to a vaiA 
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and beautiful woman like Gabrielle, was 
a telling argument. 

Still, Gabrielle had not l)roken with 
Bellegarde ; she delighted to irritate the 
paasion of the king by yet professing 
some lovo for her old admirer. At times 
she refused to see Henry at all, and act- 
ually went on a visit to her aunt, Ma- 
dame de Sourdisi, without even bidding 
him adieu. This coquetry made the king 
desperate. He was so overcome at her 
sudden departure, that he was ready, ac- 
cording to his habit, to promise any thing 
she askod. The difficulty was how to 
reach her, for he must start from Mantes, 
at the gravest risk, passing through two 
outposts and seven leagues of open coun- 
try occupied by the League. But now 
he was wrought up to such a pass that 
he was ready to sacrifice his crown or 
his head to win her. As soon, therefore, 
as he ascertained that Gabrielle had re- 
turned to CoBuvres he swore a solemn 
oath to see her or die. The country was 
covered with troops; alone he dared not 
venture ; with attendants he compromised 
his beloved. Such obstacles were mad- 
dening. At last he decided to set forth 
on horseback, accompanied only by a few 
devoted followers. With this escort he 
rode four leagues through the most dan- 
gerous part of the route, then left them 
at a certain spot to await his return. 
Toward Coeuvres he wandered on until 
he found a road-side house. There he 
offered a peasant some gold -pieces to 
lend him a suit of clothes, in order, as he 
told the man, the more safely to deliver 
some letters of importance to the Sei- 
gneur of Cceuvres. The peasant readily 
consented to his proposal. In those 
boisterous days of internecine warfare 
nothing of this kind aroused astonish- 
ment, spies, in every species of disguise, 
continually passing to and fro between 
the two armies. So Henry IV., in the 
garb of peasant, pushed on alone. 

The day was fast falling, deep shad- 
ows gathered in the forest and around 
the castle. Gabrielle sat within in the 
twUight, embroidering a scarf. She was 
thinking over all the difficulties of her 



position, divided as she was between re- 
gard for the generous Bellegarde and her 
passion each day growing stronger for 
the king. Suddenly her maid Louise 
came into the room and begged her, as 
she had passed all day in the house, to 
take a little fresh air. 

^* Come, madame, while there is yet a 
little light ; come, at least, to the balcony 
that looks out over the terrace, where 
the breeze is so pleasant, and see the sun 
set over the tree-top?*." 

" No— no," replied Gabrielle, shaking 
her head sadly. *^ Leave me alone. I 
have enough to think about, and I want 
to finish my scarf, or it will not be done 
by the time I promised Bellegarde. Be- 
sides, I do not fancy open balconies in 
the month of November; it is too cold." 

" Oh I but," pleaded Louise, " the day 
has been so splendid — like summer in 
the forest. Pray come, madame." 

" Why do you plague me so V I never 
remember this great desire for open aif 
before." And Gabrielle rose. She was 
no sooner on the balcony, watching the 
last streaks of golden light glittering 
among the branches and lighting up the 
plain beyond in a ruddy mist, than all at 
once she heard a rustling noise, and on 
looking down saw, just under the bal- 
cony, on the grass-plot, a peasant on a 
horse, laden with a bundle of straw. 

The peasant stopped and stared at her 
for some time, then, throwing away the 
straw, he flung himself from his horse 
and fell on his knees before her, clasping 
his hands, as if about to worship at some 
shrine. 

Juliette, Gabrielle^s sister, now joined 
her on the balcony. Readier- witted than 
she, Juliette yrhispered : 

^' Gabrielle, it is the king — he ia dis- 
guised ! " 

Louise burst into a loud langh at their 
surprise and ran away. It was now ap- 
parent why she was so anxious to make 
Gabrielle go on the balcony to see the 
sun set. Gabrielle had not dreamed of 
seeing the king, who was reported to be 
encamped at some distance. Her fir^t 
feeling was one of anger for his utter 
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want of dignity. To kneel on the wet 
gross, and in the dress of a peasant I Be- 
sideS) this disguise was most unbecoming 
to him. He looked positively hideoas. 

Juliette retired, and Gabrielle was left 
standing alone on the balcony before the 
king. As yet she had not spoken. 

"What! not a word to greet me?" 
cried Henry, rising. "Why, tyrai Dieu^ 
many a lady of onr conrt wonld have 
flung herself down headlong to welcome 
me, and never cared if she broke her 
neck I Come, helle des belles, look down 
graciously upon your devoted slave, whose 
only desire is to die at your feet." 

"Sire," replied Gabrielle, "for Heav- 
en's sake, go away I Return to Mantes, 
and never let me see you again so vilely 
dressed. Always wear your white panache 
and your scarlet mantle when you come. 
Without it you are not Henri Quatre. 
Better stay away altogether, for yon know 
well your enemies are prowling about in 
this neighborhood. Besides, who can 
tell? Bellegarde may come. Pray, I en- 
treat you, go away directly." 

^^ Ma foil " replied the king, "let them 
come. Leaguers or Spaniards, Bellegarde 
or the devil, what care I, if La Belle Ga- 
brielle looks kindly on me? Comedown 
to me, Gabrielle." 

"Kind I will certainly not be if your 
majesty do not at once depart. Kneeling 
in that manner is too ridiculous. I will 
not come down. I shall go away. I am 
no saint to be prayed to. Heaven knows. 
If your mjyesty won't remount, I shall 
really go away." 

" You could not have the heart, Ga- 
brielle," replied Henry, "when I have 
run such risks to see you for a moment." 

His horse stood by cropping the grass. 
The king, leaving the bundle of straw on 
the ground, sprang into the saddle without 
even touching the stirrup, and again ad- 
dressed her. She was terrified at the idea 
of being surprised by any one, especially 
Bellegarde, who would have been so in- 
censed that he might have forgotten him- 
self toward his majesty. 

For a moment Gabrielle was overcome. 
Tears came into her eyes out of sheer 



vexation and fear of consequences, both 
to him, who might fall into an ambus- 
cade, and to herself. As she lifted up 
her hands to wipe the tears away, the 
scarf she had been embroidering, and 
which she still held, slipped out of her 
hand, and, borne by the wind, after flut- 
tering for a few moments, dropped on the 
king, who, catching it^, exclaimed — 

''"Ventre Saint- GrU! what have we 
here?" 

"O sire!" cried GabrieUe, "it is 
my work — a scarf; it is all but finished, 
and now I liavo dropped it." 

"By all the rules of war, fair lady," 
said Henry, " what falls from the walls 
of a besieged city belongs to the soldier ; 
so, by your leave, dear Gabrielle, the 
scarf is mine, and I will wear it." 

" Oh I " replied she, leaning over the 
balcony, "do give it me back; it is for 
Monsieur de Bellegarde, and he knows ir. 
Should he see your mcyesty with it, what 
will he think ? He would never believe 
but that I gave it to you." 

" By the mass ! it is too good for him ; 
I will keep it without any remorse, and 
cover with a thousand kisses these stitches 
woven by your delicate fingers." 

"But, indeed, sire, it is promised — 
Monsieur de Bellegarde will ask me for 
it; what am I to say ? " 

"Bellegarde shall never have it, I 
promise you. Tell him that, like Penel- 
ope, you undid in the night what you 
worked in the day. Come, come, now, 
Gabrielle, confess you are not in reality 
so much attached to Bellegarde as you 
pretend, and that, if I can prove to you 
he is unworthy your preference, and in- 
constant into the bargain, you will prom- 
ise to givo me his place in your heart. 
Besides, his position is unworthy of your 
beauty; there is but one ornament worthy 
of that snowy brow — Bellegarde cannot 
place it there; but I know another able 
and willing, when the cursed League is 
dispersed, to give that finishing touch to 
your loveliness." 

" Sire," replied she, " I must not lis- 
ten to what you say. I cannot believe 
any thing against Bellegarde; I have 
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known Lim all my life, and he Las never 
<Ieceived mc. Nothing but the most posi- 
tive evidence shall convince me that he is 
false." 

"How now? Saints et saintes! you 
-doubt ray word — the word of a king I 
But, Gabrielle, I can give yon proofs, be 
assured." 

" O sire, it is not for me to talk of 
proofs or to reproach him. Poor Belle- 
garde I my heart bleeds when I think of 
him." Her head fell upon her bosom, 
again the tears gathered in her eyes. Then 
she looked up, end, becoming aware all at 
once that it had grown quite dusk, she 
forgot every other feeling in fear for the 
king's safety. "Sire, go away, I implore 
you, return to your quarters as fast as 
your horse can carry you. K I have been 
<5old, remember what you are risking — 
your life and my good name ! for you w^ill 
be seen by some one." 

" Gabrielle, do yon drive me away thus, 
when to leave you costs me such a pang! 
Heaven knows when this war will allow 
us again to meet! I never know from 
day to day but that some rebel of a 
Leaguer may finish me by a stray shot ; 
much less do I know where or how I may 
be. The present is all I have — ^let me en- 
joy it." 

"Ah, sire ! only put down that atro- 
cious League, and we will meet when you 
please. I shall offer up lio end of prayers 
that it may be so." 

" Whatever comes out of those ruby 
lips will not fail of being heard ; as to 
your slave Henry, the very knowledge 
that such a divinity stoops to interest 
herself in his fate will serve as a talis- 
man to shield him from every danger." 

" Your ratyesty, speaks like a poet," 
and a soft laiigh was heard out of the 
darkness. "Now adieu, sire! I wish 
you a safe journey wherever you go, and 
may you prevail against your foes. When 
you see Monsieur de Bellegarde, assure 
him of my love." 

" Ungrateful Gabrielle I thus to trifle 
with me. But I have proofs, tirai Dieu ! 
I have proofs that shall cure you of that 
attachment." 



" Sire, why should you seek to make 
me unhappy? You know that for yeara 
I have been engaged to Bellegarde, and 
that I look forwai'd to my marriage with 
the utmost delight. Why, then, endeavor 
to separate us ? " 

" Par example^ ma belhy you give me 
credit for being vastly magnanimous, upon 
my word I What then, Gabrielle, would 
you have me resign you without a strug- 
gle ? — nay, am I expected to bring about 
your marriage with a rival? That is a 
little too much, forsooth I " 

" Nenniy sire ; I only ask you not to 
prevent it. Such artifice would be un- 
worthy so generous a monarch to a faith- 
ful servant like poor Bellegarde, to whom 
I am " — and she could not help again 
laughing, so dismal was the look of the 
king— "to whom I am bound in all hon- 
or. Then there is your miyesty's wife, 
the Queen of Navarre — for, sire, you seem 
to forget that you have a wife." 

"Yes, as I have a crown, which I am 
never to wear. That infernal Mai'guerite 
is keeping her state with a vengeance, and 
forgetting, par Dieu^ she Jkjls a hv4thand. 
The people of Usscm, in Auvergne, call 
shame on her, and they know what she 
is better than I do." 

" Sire, I beg of you to speak at least 
with respect of Madame Marguerite de 
France." 

"Why should I not be frank with 
yon, ma helUy at least? Ahy Margot^ la 
reine Margot^ d la bonne heure ! I only 
wish she were in her coffin at Saint-Denis 
along with her brothers. I shall be quit 
of a wife altogether until I enter Paris, 
and then we shall see — we shall see who 
will bo crowned with me. But, mignon- 
ne, I must indeed bid you adieu. Mor- 
hleuf ray people will think I am lost, 
and besiege the chiiteau. Adieu until I 
can next come. I will write to you in 
the mean time. Remember to forget 
Bellegarde, as you value the favor of your 
sovereign." 

And kissing the scarf he had stolen 
from her, the king put spurs to his horse 
and galloped away into the darkness. 

Gabrielle d'Estr^es followed his per- 
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nicioUB counsel but too readily, as the 
secant?! will show. Unable to resist the 
oontinaed blnndishments of the king, and 
silencing her conscience by a belief in his 
promise of marriage, she sacrificed her 
lover, the Due de Bellegarde, sincerely 
and honorably attached to her for many 
years, and whom she had once really 
loved, for the sake of the gallant but li- 
centious Henry. She followed the king 
to Mantes, in company with her father, 
whom the king maile general of artillery, 
and loaded with honors. After this 
Henry would not hear of her returning 
to the Oh&teau of Cceuvres, a place, he 
said, too remote and difficult of access. 
He finally prevailed on her to accompany 
him to the camp at Saint-Germain. 

The Due de Bellegarde was banished. 

In the autumn she was still at Saint- 
Germain, where the king, in his brief in- 
tervals of leisure, showed more and more 
delight in her society. 

One day he entered Gabrielle's apart- 
ment, and, dismissing his attendants, sank 
into a chair without saying a word. He 
heaved a deep sigh. Gabrielle looked up 
at him, wondering at his silence — she 
perceived that he was weeping. Sur- 
jjrised at his emotion, she asked him, 
with an offended air, if the sight of her 
had caused those tears, for if such were 
the case she would go back to the Castle 
of Coeuvres, if it so pleased his majesty. 

" Mignonne^''^ replied Henry, very 
gravely, taking her hand and kissing it, 
"it is indeed you who are partly the 
cause of my grief, but not because you 
are hero. Seeing you makes me envy 
the happiness of the poorest peasant in 
my dominions, living on bread and gar- 
lic, who is at liberty, has the woman he 
loves beside him, and is his own master. 
I am no king, I am nothing but a miser- 
able slave, jostled between Galvinists and 
Catholics, who both distrust me." 

" Come, come, sire, dismiss those fan- 
cies, at least while you are with me," an- 
swered she. 

"On the contrary, Gabrielle, it is the 
sight of you that recalls them. You 
have escaped from the control of a father 



to live with me, while my chains press 
about me tighter than ever. I cannot, I 
dare not break them — and be wholly 
yours. You gain and I lose — that is all.** 
"Sire," said she, sadlj, "I am not 
sure of that. Women, I believe, are best 
in the chains you speak of. I shall see. 
If I have gained, yon will keep your 
promise to me. I am not so certain of 
it ; all I know is, whatever has been or is- 
to be, that 1 love you," and she turned 
her languishing blue eyes liiU upon 
him. 

"Gabrielle, I swear I will keep my 
promise. Does not every act of my life 
prove my devotion? " 

" WeU, th6n, sire, succeed in putting 
down that odious League, march on 
Paris, and I shall be happy. To see you 
crowned and anointed at Kheims I would 
give my life I " 

"Never fear, sweet; this will como" 
about shortly, I am certain. There are, 
however, more difficulties than you are 
aware of. If I become a Catholic, as all 
my nobles wish me to do — and beautiful 
France is well worth a mass — then the 
Calvinists will at once reorganize this- 
cursed League; and, if I persist in my 
faith, which my poor mother reared mo^ 
up to love sincerely — why then I shall bo: 
forsaken by all the Catholics ; a fact they 
take care to remind me of every day of 
my life. Vrai Dieu ! I only wish I were 
once again Prince of Navarre, free and 
joyous, fighting and hunting, dancing 
and jousting, without an acre of land, as 
I was formerly." 

" Sire, all will be well ; be more san- 
guine, I entreat you. If my poor word^ 
have any power over you," she added,, 
encouragingly, "dismies such gloomy 
thoughts. Believe me, the future has 
much in store for you and for me." 

" Ah I dear Gabrielle, when I am far 
away over mountains and valleys, sepa- 
rated from those lovely eyes that now 
beam so brightly on me, I feel all the 
torments of jealousy. Away from you, 
happiness is impossible." 

"Well, sire, if it is only my presence 
you want, I wiU follow you to the end 
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of the world — I will go anywhere; " Ga- 
brielle spoke with passionate ardor. 

^*'Ma mief it is this love that alone 
enables me to bear all the anxieties and 
troubles that surround me on every side. 
I value it more than the crown of France ; 
but tliis very love of yours, entire as I 
believe it to be, is the one principal cause 
of my misery." 

" How can that bo ? " answered she, 
cauessingly ; " I love you — I will ev- 
er be constant, I swear it solemnly, 
Henry." 

" Yes," replied he, thoughtfully, "but 
I have promised you marriage — you must 
sit beside mo as Queen of France. Do 
you forget that I have the honor of being 
the husband of a queen — ^the sister of 
three defunct monarchs — the most aban- 
doned, the most disgraceful, the most 
odious — " 

" Sire, you need not think about her ; 
you are not obliged to be a witness of 
her disorders. Let her eiyoy all her gal- 
lantries at the Castle of Usson. You can 
easily divorce her when you please — and 
then nothing can part us." 

" Ventre Saint- Gru! cursed be the 
demon who dishonors me by calling her- 
S3lf my wife I that wretch who prevents 
my marrying the angel whom I love so 
entirely — ^your own sweet self I " 

" Henry, my heart at least is yours." 

"Yes, dearest; but not more mine 
than I am yours eternally — and I would 
recompense your love as it deserves. 
But know, Gabrielle, that Marguerite de 
Yalois absolutely refuses to consent to 
a divorce, that I may marry you. She \ 
declares she acts in my interests ; but I 
believe her odious pride is offended at 
being succeeded by a gentlewoman of 
honest and ancient lineage, a thousand 
times better than all the Valois that ever 
lived, a race born of the devil, I verily 
believe. I have threatened her with a 
state trial ; the proofs against her are 
flagrant. She knows that she would in 
that case be either beheaded or impris- 
oned for life. Not even that shakes her 
resolve, so inveterate is she against our 



union. 



i» 



6 



" Alas I poor lady — did she ever love 
you ? " 

" Not a whit ; she was fialse from the 
beginning. Let us speak of her no more," 
said the king, rising and walking up and 
down the room. Then stopping opposite 
Gabrielle, who, dismayed at what she 
heard, sat with her face buried in her 
hands, he asked her, " How about Belle- 
garde?" 

Gabrielle shrank back, then looked 
up at him. 

"Are you sure he is entirely ban- 
ished from your remembrance ? " 

"As much as if I had never known 
him," replied she, promptly. 

" I depend upon your pledge of meet- 
ing him no more, because, good-natured 
as I am — and I am gpod-natured, par 
J>ieu ! — I am somewhat choleric and hot 
(God pardon me I), and if by chance I 
ever surprise you together, why, Vrai 
DieUy if I had my sword I might be sorry 
for the consequences." 

" Sire, there is no danger ; you may 
wear your sword for me. If such a 
thing ever occurred, it is I who would 
deserve to die." 

"Well, ma mie^ I must draw the 
trenches nearer the walls of Paris. In 
my absence remain at Mantes," said 
Henry. "Then I must advance upon 
Rouen. I expect a vigorous resistance, 
and God only knows how it will end. 
I leave all in your care, and invest you, 
fair Gabrielle, with the same power as if 
you were really queen. "Woulil to Heav- 
en you were— rconfound that devil of a 
Margot I I will return to you as often as 
I can, and write constantly. Now I must 
say that sad word, adieu. Adieu 1 adieu I 
ma mie^ 

Gabrielle consoled the king as best 
she could, and, after much ado, he took 
his departure, always repeating " AdieUy 
ma miey 

After he had passed down the great 
gallery, Gabrielle rushect to one of the 
windows overlooking the entrance, to 
catch the last sight of him. She saw him 
vault on horseback, and ride down the 
hill with a briUiant retinue ; that excel- 
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lent creature, Chicot the jester, as faith- 
fal as Achates, but whom he had the 
misfortune, soon after, to lose close at 
bis side. 



CHAPTER XXV. 



ITALIAN ABT. 



Ybabs have passed. The wars of the 
League are over, and Henry is undis- 
puted master of France. He has proved 
himself a hero in a hundred battles, but 
has acquired nothing heroic in his ap- 
pearance. Still in the prime of life, he 
has the keenest sense of esjoyment, the 
warmest heart, the old love of danger 
and contempt of consequences. His 
time is divided between hunting in the 
forest of Fontainebleau and the society 
of Gabrielle d^Estr^es, with her little son 
Csosar, created Due de Vend6me. 

Gabrielle has nominally been married 
to the Sieur de Liancourt, in accordance 
with court etiquette, which did not per- 
mit a single lady permanently to form part 
of a court without a queen. Henry has 
been severely commented on for this mar- 
riage mockery, for husband and wife 
parted at the church-door. Gabrielle, 
who has been created Duchesse de Beau- 
fort, is exceedingly unpopular. The di- 
vorce from " la reine Margot " is still in- 
complete, that obstinate princess object- 
ing to conclude the needful formalities on 
the ground tliat Gabrielle is not of royal 
blood. Conquered by her prayers, her 
sweetness, and her devotion, Henry is 
still resolved to marry his lovely duchess. 
In vain he urges, threatens, and storms ; 
the tyrant queen will not consent. By 
Gabrielle's advice he has become a Cath- 
olic. "Ma Gabrielle," he writes from 
Paris, "I have yielded to your entrea- 
ties. I have spoked to the bishops ; on 
Sunday I make the perihua leap. I kiss 
my angel's hand." 

A strong political party opposed the 
marriage. Sully was dead against it. 
Gabrielle, it was argued, however fasci- 
nating and correct in conduct, was no 



match for Henry the Great. Besides, as 
being already the mother of two children 
by the king, a disputed succession would 
be certain. The court of Rome had plans 
of its own, too, about the king's mar- 
riage, and already the name of Marie de 
Medici had been mentioned as a fitting 
consort. The pontiff himself favored the 
match, and he alone could solve every 
difficulty with regard to the divorce. 
Sully looked askance at the excessive in- 
fluence Gabrielle exercised over his mas- 
ter. The Florentine marriage was ap- 
proved by him, and negotiations had fJ- 
ready begun. Marie de Medici fulfilled 
every requirement. She was young, 
beautiful, rich, and allied to the throne 
of France by her relative, Catherine de 
Medici. As long as Gabrielle lived, there 
was no change of inducing the king to 
consider seriously any other alliance. 
Must she die? Poor Gabrielle I there 
were not wanting foreign noblemen like 
Mar^chal d'Omano, besides a host of low 
Italian usurers and Jews brought to 
France by Catherine de Medici — mere 
mushrooms who had acquired enormous 
wealth by pillaging the court — ^who lent 
the king money and pandered to his de- 
sires, ready and willing to forward his 
marriage with a richly-dowered princess, 
their countrywoman, even by a crime. 

Gabrielle is at Fontainebleau. She 
expects the king, who is in Paris. An 
extraordinary depression, a foreboding of 
evil, overwhelms her. She knows but 
too well of the powerful party arrayed 
against her, that Sully is her enemy, that 
the pope is inflexible about granting the 
divorce, even if Marguerite de Valois 
should consent, which she will not while 
Gabrielle lives ; she knows that all France 
is reluctant to receive her as its queen. 
But there is the king's promise of mar- 
riage, repeated agdn and again with 
oaths of passionate fondness. "Will he 
keep that promise of marriage ? That is 
the question. She knows he loves her; 
but love is but an episode in the check- 
ered life of a soldier-king. How many 
others has he not loved? How many 
promises of marriage has he not broken? 
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True, she is always treated as his wife. 
She lodges in the apartments assigned to 
the Qnecn of France in the " Oval Court.'' 
She is seated beside him on occasions of 
state ; every favor she asks is granted, all 
who recommend themselves to her inter- 
cession are pardoned. The greatest la- 
dies of the court — tlie Duchesse de Guise 
and her witty daughter, the Duchesse de 
Retz, even the austere Duchesse de Sully 
— are proud to attend upon her. Belle- 
garde, the faithful Bellegarde, restored to 
favor, now her devoted servant, watches 
over her interests with ceaseless anxiety. 
Yet her very soul is heavy within her 5 
her position is intolerable. After all, 
what is she but the favorite of a king? 
She shudders at the thought. 

The season is spring. The trees are 
green; their tender foliage but lightly 
shades the formal walks ranged round a 
foontain in a little garden (still remain- 
ing) that Henry ha.s made for her under 
the palace-walls. The fountain, in the 
centre of a parterre of grass and flowers, 
catches the rays of the April sun, glitters 
for an* instant in a flood of rainbow tints, 
then falls back in showers of spray into a 
marble basin supported by statues. 

Gabrielle is dressed in a white robe ; 
the long folds trail upon the ground. 
Her auburn hair, drawn off her face, is 
gathered into a coronet of gold; rich 
lace covers her bosom, and a high ruff 
rises from her shoulders; on her neck is 
a string of pearls to which is attached a 
miniature of the king. "With the years 
that have pa?scd the bloom of youth is 
gone ; the joyous expression of early days 
has died out of those soft, pleading eyes. 
Lovely she is still; her complexion is 
delicately fair, and the pensive look in 
her face is touching to the last degree. 
Graceful and gracious as ever, there is a 
sedate dignity, a tempered reserve in her 
address, befitting the royal station which 
awaits her. 

She stops, sighs, then listens for the 
soand of horses' feet. There is not a 
breath stirring, save the hum of insects 
about the fountain and the murmur of 
the breeze among the trees. She takes 



from her bosom a letter. It is in the 
king's handwriting, and shows mani- 
fest signs of having been often handled. 
She kisses the sicrnaturc, and reads these 
words : 

" You coiyured me to take with me 
as much love for you as I know I leave 
with you for me. Now in two hours 
after you receive this you shall behold a 
knight who adores you. People call him 
King of France and of Navarre, but he 
calls himself your subject and your slave. 
No woman can compare to you in judg- 
ment or in beauty. I cherish and honor 
you beyond all earthly things." 

A dreamy smile comes over her face. 
Again she raises her head to listen, and 
again hears nothing. Wearily she paces 
round and round the fountain, holding 
the letter still in her hands. Then she 
reenters the palace by an arcaded corri- 
dor, and, mounting a flight of steps, seats 
herself in the vestibule to await the 
king's arrival. A't length he enters the 
court named "The "White Horse." Ga- 
brielle is on the terrace to receive him. 

" You are late, sire." 

*' Yes, sweetheart. I thought I should 
never get here. The Seine was swollen, 
and we had a saucy ferryman. Oome 
hither, Gabrielle, and I will tell you 
what he said, while he pulled us across 
the river. Ho was a funny rogue." 

" Did he not know you, then, sire ? " 

"No. How should he in this gray 
doublet, and with only a single gentleman ? 
He asked me if we were gallants for the 
court. I said, *Yes, we were bound to 
Fontainebleau to hunt with the king.' 
' People say we have a hero for a king,' 
he said; 'but, morhleul this hero taxes 
every thing. Even the very boat your ex- 
cellency sits in is taxed. We will pray for 
him, nevertheless ; he is an honest king. 
But it is his mistress, folks say, who 
wants the money to pay for her fine gauds 
and dresses. She is but a plain gentle- 
woman bom, after all. If she were a 
princess, now, why then I'd forgive her.' 
So you see, Gabrielle, when you are a 
queen, the people will love you and pay 
the taxes willingly." And Henry laughs 
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and looks at Gabrielle, who has changed 
color; but the king does not observe it, 
and continues his story: "'Sirrah,' I 
said to him, 'you malign a charming la- 
dy.* * Devil take her ! ' replied the churl- 
ish ferryman ; ' I wish she were in heav- 
en.' So I rode away without paying my 
toll. The fellow bellowed after me, and 
ran, but could not catch me. We will 
call this drSle hither, and divert our- 
selves with him." 

As Henry proceeds with his story, 
Gabrielle's look of pain has deepened. 

"I pray your majesty to do nothing 
of the kind," she answers, sharply; "I 
do not love coarse jokes." Henry looks 
at her with surprise. 

" I am wretched enough already, Heav- 
en knows, without being mocked by the 
ribaldry of a low bargeman, who, after 
all, has reason for what he says. Why 
did you tell me this story, Henry?" she 
adds, in a plaintive tone, bursting into 
teai-s. " Am I not degraded enough, al- 
ready? " 

"How, Gabrielle, this from you? 
when, spite of every obstacle, within 
a few weeks you will be crowned my 
queen ? " 

A knock is now heard at the door, and 
Sully enters. He looks hot and surly. He 
barely salutes the king, and scowls at 
Gabrielle, who instantly retreats to the 
farther comer of the room. Sully wears 
a threadbare doublet, his gray hair is un- 
combed over his forehead, and he carries 
some papers in his hand. 

" Sire," he says, addressing the king 
abruptly, and unfolding these papers, "if 
yon pass this document, you had better 
declare yourself at once the husband of 
her grace there, the Duchesse de Beau- 
fort." Sully points at Gabrielle, who 
cowers in the corner. 

Poor Gabrielle is thunderstruck, and 
trembles at the certainty of a violent 
scene. She had often had to bear at 
different times roughness, and even rude- 
ness, from Sully, but such language as 
this she had never heard. What does it 
mean ? 

The king takes the papers in his hand. 



"What are these, Sully?" he says^ 
looking grave. " Bills for the entertain- 
ment given by the Duchesse de Beaufort 
for the baptism of my second son, Alex- 
ander, son of France, eight thousand 
francs I Impossible ! Baptismal fees for a 
son of France? There is no son of 
France. I wish to God there were I 
What does all this mean. Sully ? " 

" It means, sire, that if you sign that 
paper, I shall leave the court." 

"Come, come, my good Rosny, you 
forget that the duchess is present; " and 
he glances at Gabrielle, who lay back on 
• the arm-chair, weeping bitterly. 

"No, sire; I mean what I say. My 
advice is disregarded; I am superseded 
by a council of womien ; " and he turns, 
fiercely toward the duchess. "The na- 
tion groans under heavy taxes. Com- 
plaints reach mo from ev^ry quarter. 
What am I to do, if the revenues are 
squandered like this? " 

Gabrielle's sobs had now become au- 
dible. Henry, still holding the paper, looks 
greatly perplexed. 

"The amount is certainly enormous. 
Some enemy of her grace must have done 
this. — Tell me, Gabrielle, yon cannot have 
sanctioned it? There are no 'sons of 
France.' Say to me, Gabrielle, that you 
were ignorant of all this." 

Gabrielle neither speaks nor moves, 
save that she shakes with sobs. Sully 
gazes at her with a cynical air, as of a 
man who would not be deceived. 

"You see, Rosny," whispers the king 
into his ear, "that she does not govern 
me, much as I love her. You do me 
wrong to say so." Sully shrugged his 
shoulders. "No, she shall not control 
you, who only live for my service. I 
must make her feel that I am displeased. 
— ^Speak, Gabrielle," he continues aloud, 
in a voice which he endeavors to make se- 
vere, " speak." Receiving no answer, he 
turns away with affected unconcern. Yet 
in spite of his words he glances over his 
shoulder to watch her. Had Sully not 
been present, he would have flown to her 
on the spot and yielded. This Sully well 
knew ; so he did not stir. 
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There is an awkward pause. Horri- 
ble saspicions rush into Gabrielle^e mind. 
That strange story of the ferryman and 
the taxes; SuUy^s audacious language; 
the king^s coldness ; it could only mean 
one thing, and as this conviction comes 
over her, her heart dies within her. 

" Sire," she answers at last, suppress- 
ing her sobs as she best could and ap- 
proaching where Henry stood, aflfecting 
not to notice her, "I see that you have 
permitted the Duo de Sully to come here 
in order to insult me. You want to 
abandon me, sire. Say so frankly ; it is 
more worthy of you. But remember 
that I am not here by my own wish, 
save for the love I bear you." As she 
utters these words her voice nearly failed 
her ; but by a strong effort she continues ; 
** No one can feel more forlorn than I do. 
Your mi\jesty has promised me marriage 
against the advice of your ministers. 
TJiis scene is arranged between you to 
justify you in breaking your sacred word, 
else you could never allow the lady whom 
you design for so high an honor to be 
thus treated in your very presence." 

Henry, placed between Sully and Ga- 
brielle, is both angry and embarrassed. 
Her bitter words have stung him to the 
quick. lie knows that she has no cause 
to doubt his loyalty. 

^^ Fardisu, madame, you have made 
me a fine speech. You talk all this non- 
sense to make me dismiss Rosny. If I 
must choose between you, let me tell you, 
duchesse, I can part with you better than 
with him." Gabrielle turns very pale, 
and clings to a chair for support. — " Come, 
Rosny, we will have a ride in the forest, 
and leave the duchess to recover her 
usually sweet temper ; " and, without one 
look at her, Henry strode toward the door. 

These bitter words are more than his 
gentle mistress can bear. With a wild 
flcream she rushed forward, and fell flat 
upon the floor at the king's feet. Henry, 
greatly moved, gathers her up tenderly 
in his arms. Even the stem Sully re- 
lents. He looked at her sorrowfully, 
«hook his head, collected his papers, and 
departed. 



The holy-week is at hand. Gabri- 
elle, who is to be crowned within a 
month, is to communicate and keep her 
Easter publicly at Paris, while the king 
remains at Fontainebleau. An unaccount- 
able terror of Paris and a longing desire 
not to leave the king overwhelm her. 
Again and again she alters the hour of 
her departure. She takes Henry's hand 
and wanders with him to the orangery, 
to the lake where the carp are fed, to 
the fountain-garden, and to the Salle de 
Diane^ which he is building. She cannot 
tear herself from him. She speaks much 
to him of their children, and commends 
them again and again to his love. She 
a(\jureH him not to forget her during her 
absence. 

" Why I ma helle des lelles ! " exclaims 
the king, ''one w^ould think you were 
going round the world; remember, in 
ten days I shall join you in Paris, and 
then my Gabrielle shall return to Fon- 
tainebleau as Queen of France. I have 
ordered that hon didble Zametti to re- 
ceive you at Paris as though you were 
already crowned." 

Now Zametti was an Italian Jew from 
Genoa, who had originally come to 
France in the household of Catherine de 
Medici, as her shoemaker. He had served 
her and all her sons in that capacity, 
until Henry III., amused by his jests, and 
perceiving him to be a man of no mean 
talents, gave him a place in the customs. 
Zametti's fortune was made, and he be- 
came henceforth usurer and money-lender 
in chief to the reigning monarch. 

" I love not Zametti," replies Gabri- 
elle, shuddering. " I wish I were going 
to my aunt, Madame de Sourdis ; she al- 
ways gives me good advice. Cannot 
your majesty arrange that it should be so 
still?" 

'* It is too late, sweetheart. I do not 
like Madame de Sourdis : she is not a fit- 
ting companion for my Gabrielle. Za- 
metti has, by my orders, already prepared 
his house for your reception, and certain 
parnres for your approval ; besides, what 
objection can you have to Zametti, the 
most courteous and amusing of men ? " 
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"Alas I Henry, I cannot tell; but I 
dread bim. I would I were returned I I 
feel as tbougb I were entering a tomb. 
I am baunted by the most dismal fan- 
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cies. 

She drives through the forest accom- 
panied by the king, who rides beside her 
litter, attended by the Dues de Retz, Bo- 
quelaure, Montbazon, and the Har6chal 
d^Ornano, to M61un, where a royal barge 
awaits her, attended by a flotilla of boats 
decorated with flags and streamers i4 the 
Venetian style. Hero they take a tender 
farewell ; again and again Gabrielle 
throws herself upon the king's neck and 
whispers through her tears that they will 
never meet again. Henry laughs, but, 
seeing her agitation, would have accom- 
panied her and have braved the reli^ous 
prejudices of the Parisians, had it not 
been for the entreaties of d^Omano. A1-. 
most by force is he restrained. Gabri- 
elle embarks ; he stands watching her as 
the barge is towed rapidly through the 
stream ; one more longing, lingering look 
she casts upon him, then disappears from 
his sight. Downcast and sorrowful the 
king rides back to Fontainebleau. 

All night long Gabrielle is towed up 
the river. She ai'rives at Paris in the 
morning. Zametti, the Itidian usurer 
and jeweller, with a numerous suite of 
nobles and attendants, is waiting on the 
quay to receive her. She is carried to 
Zametti's house, or rather palace, for it 
was a princely abode, near the Arsenal, 
in the new quarter of Paris then called 
the Marais. 

Here unusual luxuries await her, such 
as were common only in Italy and among 
Italian princes: magnificent furniture, 
embroidered stuflls, delicious perfumes, 
rich dishes. She rests through the day 
(the evening having been passed in com- 
pany of the Duohesse de Guise and her 
daughter), and the first night she sleeps 
well. Next day she rises early and goes 
to church. Before she leaves the house, 
Zametti presents her with a highly-deco- 
rated filigree-bottle, containing a strong 
perfume. 

Before the service is over she faints. 



She is carried back and placed, by her 
own desire, in Zametti^s garden, under a 
tuft of trees. She calls for refreshments. 
Again in the garden she sinks back in- 
sensible. This time it is very difficult to 
revive her. When sho recovers she is 
undressed, and orders a litter to be in- 
stantly prepared to bear her to her aunt's 
house, which is situated near Saint-Ger* 
main TAuxerrois, close to the Lonvje. 

In the mean time her head aches vio- 
lently, but she is carried to her aunt's, 
where she is put to bed. Here she lie£ 
with her sweet eyes wide open and turned 
upward, her beautiful face livid, and her 
mouth distorted. In her anguish she 
calls incessantly for the king. He cannot 
cbme, for it is holy-week, which ho must 
pass out of her company. She tries to 
write to him, to tell him of her condition. 
The pen drops from her hand. A letter 
from him is given her ; she cannot read it. 
Convulsions come on, and she expires in- 
sensible. 

That she died poisoned is certain.. 
Poisoned either by the subtle perfume in 
the filigree-bottle, or by some highly-fla- 
vored dish of Zametti's Italian cuisine. 



CHAPTER XXVL 

BIBOK'b TREASOir, 

The scene is again at Fontaineblean» 
Henry's brow is knit. He is gloomy and 
sad. With slow, steps he quits the palace 
by the Golden Gate, passes through the 
parterre garden under the shadow of the 
lime herceau which borders the long fa- 
cade of the palace, and reaches a pavilion 
under a grove of trees overlooking the 
park and the canal. This pavilion is the 
house he has built for Sully. The states- 
man is seated writing in an upper cham- 
ber overlooking the avenues leading to 
the forest. 

T!ie king enters unannounced; he 
throws his arms round Sully, then sinks 
into a chair. Sully looks at him unmoved. 
He is accustomed to outbreaks of passioB 
and remorse caused by the king's love-af- 
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fairs, and he mentally ascribes his master^s 
present trouble to this cause. *' Sully," 
says Henry, speaking at last, " I am be- 
trayed, betrayed by my dearest friend. 
Ventre de ma 'oie ! Mar^chal Biron has 
conspired against me with Spain.'* 

"How, sire?" cries Sully, bounding 
from his cliair ; " have you proofs ? " 

"Ay, Sully, only too complete: his 
agent and secretary Lafin has confessed 
every thing. Latin is now at Fontaine- 
bleau. I have long doubted the good 
faith of Biron, but I must now bring my- 
self to hold him as a traitor." 

" Kyour migesty has sufficient proofs," 
said Sully, reseating himself "have him 
at once arrested. Allow him no time to 
communicate with your enemies." 

"No, Sully, no; I cannot do that; I 
must give my old friend a chance. Of 
his treason, there is, however, no ques- 
tion. He has intrigued for years with 
the Duke of Savoy and with Spain, giv- 
ing out as his excuse that the Catholic 
faith is endangered by my heresy, and 
that I am a Oalvinist. He has entered 
into a treasonable alliance with Bouillon 
and d'Auvergne ; and worse, oh, far 
worse than all, during the campaign in 
Switzerland he commanded the battery 
of St. Catherine's Fort to be pointed 
against me. — God knows how I was 
saved I " 

" Monstrous ! " cries Sully, casting up 
his hands. "And your mt^esty dallies 
with such a miscreant ? " 

"Yes, I can make excuses for him. 
He has been irritated against me by the 
base insinuations of the Duke of Savoy. 
Biron is vain, hot-tempered, and credu- 
lous. I know every detail. He shall 
come here to Fontainebleau ; I have sum- 
moned him. The sight of his old master 
win melt his heart. He will confide in 
me; he will confess, and I shall pardon 
him." 

"I trust it may be as your m^esty 
wishes," answers Sully; "but you are 
playing a dangerous game, sire. God 
help you safe out of it I " 

Biron, ignorant of the treachery of 
Lafin, arrives at Fontainebleau. He 



reckons on the king's ignorance and their 
old friendship, and trusts to a confident 
bearing and a bold denial of all charges. 
They meet — the mar6chal and the king — 
in the great parterre, where, it being the 
month of June, sweetly - scented herbs 
and gay flowers fill the diamonded beds 
— under the lime herceau surrounding 
the garden. Biron, perfectly composed, 
makes three low obeisances to the king, 
then kisses his hand. Henry salutes him. 
His eyes are moist as he looks at him. 
"You have done well to confide in me," 
he says ; " I am very glad to see you, Bi- 
ron ; " and he passes his arm round the 
mar^chal's neck, and draws him ofi^ to 
describe to him the many arciiitectural 
plans he has formed for the embellisbment 
of the ch&teau, and to show him the 
great "gallery of Diana" which is in 
course of decoration. He hopes that Bi- 
ron will understand his feelings, and that 
kindness will tempt hiik to confess his 
crime. Biron, however, is convinced 
that, if he braves the matter out, he wUl 
escape ; he ascribes Henry's clemency to 
an infatuated attachment to himself. He 
wears an unruffled brow, is cautious and 
plausible though somewhat silent, care- 
fully avoids all topics which might lead 
to discussion of any matters touching his 
conduct, and pointedly disregards the 
hints thrown out from tiihe to time by 
the king. Henry is miserable; he feels 
he must arrest the mar^chal. Sully urges 
him to lose no time. Still his generous 
heart longs to save his old fnend and 
companion-in-arms. 

Toward evening the court is assembled 
in the great saloon. The king is playing 
a game of primero. Biron enters. He 
invites him to join ; Biron accepts, and 
takes up the cards with apparent uncon- 
cern. The king watches him ; is silent and 
absent, and makes many mistakes in the 
game. The clock strikes eleven ; Henry 
rises, and, taking Biron by the arm, leads 
him into a small retiring-room or cabinet 
at the bottom of the throne-room, now 
forming part of that large apartment. 
The king closes the door carefully. His 
countenance is darkened by excitement 
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and anxiety. His manner is so con- 
strained and unnatural that Biron begins 
to question himself as to his safety; still 
he sees no other resource but to brave his 
treason out. ** My old companion/' says 
the king, in an unsteady voice, standing 
in the centre of the room, ** you and I are 
countrymen ; we have known each other 
from boyhood. We were playfellows. 
I was then the poor Prince de B6am, 
and you, Biron, a cadet of Gontaut. Our 
fortunes have changed since then. I am 
a great king, and you are a duke and 
mar^chal of France." Biron bows ; his 
confident bearing does not fail him. 

"Now, Biron," and Henry's good- 
natured face grows stem, " I have called 
you here to say that, if you do not in- 
stantly confess the truth (and all the 
truth instantly, mind), you will repent it 
bitterly. I was in hopes you would have 
done 80 voluntarily, but you have re- 
fused. Now I can wait no longer." 

"Sire, I have not failed in my duty," 
replies Biron, haughtily ; " I have noth- 
ing to confess ; you do me injustice." 

" Alas, my old friend, this denial does 
not avail you. I know all ! " — and Hen- 
ry sighs and fixes his eyes steadfastly 
upon him. "I coigure you to make a 
voluntary confession, and to spare me 
the pain of your public trial. I have kept 
the matter purposely secret. I will not 
disgrace you, if possible." 

" Sire," answers Biron, with a well- 
simulated air of offended dignity, "I 
have already snid I have nothing to con- 
fess. I can only beseech your migesty to 
confront me with my accusers." 

" That cannot be done without pub- 
lic disgrace — without danger to your life, 
mar^chal. Come, Biron," he adds, in a 
softer tone, and turning his eyes upon 
him where he stands before him, dogged 
and obstinate — "come, my old friend, 
believe me, every detail is known to me ; 
your life is in my hand." 

" Sire, you will never have any other 
answer from me. Where are my ac- 
cusers ? " 

"Avow all, Biron, fearlessly," con- 
tinues Henry, in the same tone, as if not 



hearing him. " Open your heart to me 
— I can make allowances for you, per- 
cliance many allowances. You have 
been told lies, you have been sorely 
tempted. Open your heart — I will 
screen you." 

" Sire, my heart is true. Remember 
it was I who first proclaimed you king, 
when you had not a dozen followers at 
Saint-Cloud " — Biron speaks with firm- 
ness, but avoids the piercing glanoo of 
the king ; " I shall be happy to answer 
any questions, but I have nothing to con- 
fess." 

" Ventre Saint-Grisf^ cries Henry, 
reddening, "are you mad? Confess at 
once — ^make haste about it. If you do 
not, I swear by the crown I wear to con- 
vict you publicly as a felon and a traitor. 
But I would save you, mar^chal," adds 
Henry, in an altered voice, laying his hand 
upon his arm, " God knows I would save 
you, if you will let me. Fardieu/ I will 
forgive you all ! " he exclaims, in an out- 
burst of generous feeling. 

"Sire, I can only reply-^confront me 
with my accusers. I am your miyesty's 
oldest friend. I have no desire but the 
service of your miyesty." 

" Would to God it were sol " exclaims 
the king, turning upon Biron a look of 
inexpressible compassion. Then, moving 
toward tlie door, he opens it, and looks 
back at Biron, who still stands where he 
has left him, with his arms crossed, in 
the centre of the room. " Adieu, Baron 
de Biron I " — and the king emphasizes 
the word " baron," his original title be- 
fore he had received titles and honors — 
"adieu I I would have saved you had 
you let me — ^your blood be on your own 
head." The door closed — Henry was 
gone. 

Biron gave a deep sigh of relief, passed 
his hand over his brow, which was moist 
with perspiration, and prepared to fol- 
low. 

As he was passing the threshold, 
Vitry, the captain of the guard, seized 
him by the shoulder and wrenched his 
sword from its scabbard. " I arrest you, 
Duo do Biron I " 
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Biron staggered, and looked up with 
astonishment. '^ This must be some jest, 
Vitry 1 " 

*^ No jest, monseignetir. In the king's 
name, you are my prisoner." 

"As a peer of France, I claim my 
right to speak with his majesty I " cried 
Biron, loudly. " Lead me to the king! " 

"No, duke; the king is gone — his 
majesty refuses to see you again." 

Once in the hands of justice, Biron 
vainly solicited the pardon which Ilenry 
would gladly have granted. He was ar- 
raigned before the Parliament, convicted 
of treason, and beheaded at the Bastile 
privately^ the only favor he could obtain 
from the master he had betrayed. 



The pleasant days are now long past 
when Henry wandered, disguised as a 
•Spaniard or a peasant, together with Bel- 
legarde and Chicot, in search of adven- 
tures — when he braved the enemy to 
meet Gabrielle, and escaped the ambus- 
-oades of the League by a miracle. He 
lives principally at the Louvre, and is al- 
ways surrounded by a brilliant court. 
He has grown clumsy and round-shoul- 
dered, and shows much of the Gascon 
: swagger in his gait. He is coarse-feat- 
nred and red-faced ; his hair is white ; 
his nose seems longer — ^in a word, he is 
uglier than ever. His manners are rough- 
er, and he is still more free of tongue. 
There is a senile leer in his eyes, peering 
irom under the tuft of feathers that rests 
•on the brim of his felt hat, as, cane in 
hand, he passes from group to group of 
deeply-courtesying beauties in the gal- 
leries of the Louvre. He has neither the 
jchivalric bearing of Francis I., nor the 
refined elegance of the Valois princes. 
Beginning with his first wife, " la reine 
Margot," the most fascinating, witty, and 
depraved princess of her day, bis experi- 
ence of the sex has been various. The 
only woman who really loved him was 
poor Gabrielle, and to her alone he had 
been tolerably constant. Her influence 
•over him was gentle and humane, and, 
.although she sought to legalize their at- 



tachment by marriage, she was singular- 
ly free from pride or personal ambition. 

Now she is dead. He has wedded a 
new wife, Marie de Medici, whose ample 
charms and imperious ways are little to 
his taste. " We have married you, sire," 
said Sully to him, entering his room one 
day, bearing the marriage contract in his 
hand ; " you have only to affix your sig- 
nature." "Well, well," Henry had re- 
plied, " so be it. If the good of France 
demands it, I will marry." Neverthe- 
less, he had bitten his nails furiously and 
stamped up and down the room for some 
hours, like a man possessed. Ever reck- 
less of consequences, he consoles himself 
by plunging deeper than ever .into a se- 
ries of intrigues which compromise his 
dignity and create endless difficulties and 
dangers. 

What complicated matters was his 
readiness to promise marriage. He would 
have had more wives than our Henry 
VIII. could he have made good all his 
engagements. Gabrielle would have been 
his queen in a few weeks had not the sub- 
tle poison of Zametti, the Italian usurer, 
cleared her from the path of the Floren- 
tine bride. Even in the short interval 
between her death and the landing of 
Marie de Medici at Marseilles, he had 
yielded to the wiles of Henriette de Balsac 
d'Entragues, half-sister to the Comte 
d'Auvcrgne, son of Charles IX., and had 
given her a formal promise of marriage. 

Henriette cared only for the sovereign, 
not for the man, who was old enough to 
be her father. In the glory of youth and 
insolence of beanty, stealthy, clever, and 
remorseless, a finished coquette and a 
reckless intrigante, she allured him into 
signing a formal contract of marriage, 
affianced though he was to a powerful 
princess proposed by the reigning pontiff, 
whose good-will it was important to the 
king, always a cold Catholic, to secure. 

The new favorite claimed to be of 
royal blood through her mother, Marie 
Touchet, and therefore a fitting consort 
for the king. She showed her " marriage 
lines " to every one— did not hesitate to 
assert that she, not Marie de Medici, wob 
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the lawful wife; that the king would 
shortly acknowledge her as snch, and 
send the queen back whence she came, 
together with the hated Concini, her 
chamber - woman and secretary, along 
with all the jesters and mountebanks who 
had come witli her from lUly. Endless 
complications ensued with the new queen. 
Quarrels, recriminations, and reproaches, 
ran so high that Marie on one occasion 
struck the kii)g in the face. Henry was 
disgusted with her Ul-temper, but was 
too generous either to coerce or to con- 
trol her. Her Italian confidants, Goncini 
and his wife, however made capital of 
these dissensions to incense Marie vio- 
lently against her husband, and, at the 
same time, to gain influence over herse]f. 
Henry was watched — no very diflScult 
undertaking, as he had assigned a mag- 
nificent suite of rooms in the Louvre to 
his new mistress, between whose apart- 
ments and those of the wife there was 
but a single corridor. 

Henriette meanwhile lived with all 
the pomp of a sovereign; there were 
feasts at Zamctti's, balls, and jousts, and 
hunting-parties at Saint - Germain and 
Fontainebleau. Foi*eign ambassadors and 
ministers scoured the country after the 
king ; so engaged was he in pleasure and 
junketing. 



CHAPTER XXVIL 

A OOXTBT MABBIiLQE. 

The great gallery of the Louvre is just 
completed. It is on the first floor, and 
approached through a circular hall with 
a fine mosaic floor ; it has painted walls 
and a vaulted ceiling. This gallery is 
lighted by twelve lofty windows looking 
toward the quays and the river, which 
glitters without in the morning sun. Ev- 
ery inch of this sumptuous apartment is 
painted aitd laden with gilding; the glit- 
tering ceiling rests upon a cornice, where 
Henry's initials are blended with those of 
the dead Gabrielle. A crowd of lords-in- 
waiting and courtiers walk up and down. 



loll upon settees, or gather in groups with- 
in the deep embrasures of the windows, 
to discuss in low tones the many scandals 
of thQ day, as they await his m^esty'a 
lev^e. Presently Mar^chal Baseompierre 
enters. Bassompierre, the friend and con- 
fidant of Henry, as great a libertine as his 
master, who has left behind him a minute 
chronicle of his life, is a tall, burly man ; 
his face is bronzed by the long campaigns 
agunst the League, and his bearing as he 
moves up and down, his sword clanging 
upon the polished floor, has more of the 
swagger of the camp than the refinement 
of the court. He wears the uniform of 
the musketeers who guard the person of 
the king, and on his broad breast is the 
ribbon of the order of the " Saint-Esprit^* 
He is joined by the Due de Roquelaure. 
Now, Roquelaure is an efifeminate-looking 
man, a gossip and a dandy, the retailer of 
the latest scandal, the block upon which 
the newest fa^ions are tried. He wears- 
a doublet of rose-colored Florence satin 
quilted with silk, stifiT with embroidery 
and sown with seed-pearls. The sleeves, 
are slashed with cloth of silver; a 
golden chain, with a huge medallion 
set in diamonds, hangs round his neck. 
Placed jauntily over his ear is a velvet cap 
with a jewelled clasp and white ostrich- 
plume. Broad golden lace borders his 
hose, and high-heeled Cordovan boots — 
for he desires to appear tall— of amber 
leather, with huge golden spurs, complete 
his attire. Being a man of low stature — 
a pigmy beside the marshal — as the sun 
streams upon him from the broad win- 
dow-panes, he looks like a gaudy human 
butterfly. 

*' Well, Bassompierre," says the duke 
eagerly, standing on the points of his 
toes, *^ is it true that your marriage with 
the incomparable Charlotte de Montmo- 
renci is broken off? " 

Bassompierre bows his head in silence, 
and a sorrowful look passes over his jovial 
face. 

" Pardieu ! marshal, for a rejected lov- 
er you seem well and hearty. Are you go- 
ing to break your heart, or the Prince of 
CondC's head— eh, marshal? " 
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A malicious twinkle gathers in Roque- 
lanre's eye, for there is a certain satisfac- 
tion to a man of his inches in seeing a 
giant like Bassompierre unsuccessfnl. 

" Neithei^ duke," replies Bassom- 
pierre, dryly. " I shall in this matter, as 
in all others, submit; myself to his mcges- 
ty's pleasure." 

" Mighty well spoken, marshal ; yon 
are a x>erfect model of court yirtue. . But 
how can a worshipper of "Hhe great Al- 
exander,^ at the court of *' Lutetia,^ in the 
very presence of the divine Millegarde, 
the snperh Dorinda, and all the attendant 
knights and ladies, tolerate the affront, 
the dishonor of a public rejection ? " And 
Roqaelanre takes out an enamelled snuff- 
box, taps it, and, with a pinch of scented 
snuff between fingers covered with rings, 
awaits a reply. " Not but that any gen- 
tleman," continues he, receiving no an- 
swer, '^ who marries the fair Montmoren- 
d, will have perforce to submit to his 
mijesty^s pleasure, eh, marshal, you un- 
derstand ? " and Ro({uelaure tiJces his 
pinch of snuff and strokes his perfumed 
beard. 

" I cannot allow the lady to be made 
a subject for idle gossip, duke," replies 
Bassompierre, drawing himself up to his 
full height and eying the other grimly. 
*^ Although I am not to have the honor 
of being her husband, her good name is 
as dear to me as before." 

^^ But, marhleu ! who blames the 
lady?" 

" Not I — I never blamed a lady in my 
life, let her do what she may — it is my 
creed of honor." 

''*' But his migesty's passion for her is 
so unconcealed. Perhaps, marshal, the 
king understood that this marriage must 
break up your ancient friendship ? " 

Bassompierre scowls, but makes no 
reply. 

" The king has grown young again," 
continues Roquelaure. ^^ Our noble Henri 
Quatre — he orders new clothes every day, 
wears embroidered collars, sleeves of car- 
nation satin — I brought in the mode'*'' 
and he glances at his own — ^^ and scents 
and perfumes his hair and beard. We 



are to have another tournament to-mor- 
row in honor of the marriage of the 
Prince de Cond6— in reality, to show off 
a suit of armor his mjyesty has received 
from Milan. Will you have the heart to 
be present, marshal ? " 

" Yes, duke, I shall attend his majesty 
as usual," replies Bassompierre, turning 
away with an offended air. 

*^Come, marshal, between such old 
friends as you and I these airs of distance 
are absurd ; " and the duke lays his hand 
on the other^s arm to detain him. *'*• O wn 
to me honestly that this marriage with 
the Prince de Oond6 gives you great con- 
cern — " 

Bassompierre hangs down his head 
and plays with his sword-knot. ^^I 
should have desired a better husband for 
her, truly," answers he, in a low voice. 
" The prince is a shabby fellow, with an 
evil temper. I fear Mademoiselle de 
Montroorenci can never affect him," and 
a deep sigh escapes him. 

"Never, never," rejoins Roquelaure, 
looking around to note who arrives, " it 
is an ill-assorted union. You, Bassom- 
pierre, would have loved her well. It 
was possible she might have reformed 
your manners. Ha! I have you there, 
marshal. Pardon my joke," adds he, as 
he sees a dark scowl again gathering on 
the marshaPs face. "But Conde, the 
rustrey he hates wonien — ^I never saw 
him address one in his life; a cold, au- 
stere fellow, as solitary as an owl; a 
miser, and silent, too— if ho does speak 
he is rude and ungracious ; and with the 
temper of a fiend. If he does right, it is 
only through obstinacy. I am told he 
suspects the lady already, and has set 
spies to watch her. A pretty match for 
the fair Montmorenci, truly, Avho has 
lived with a sovereign at her feet! " 

"Duke," cries Bassompierre, fiercely, 
secretly writhing under the duke^s mali- 
cious probing of a heart-wound which 
still bled, "I have already observed that 
any innuendoes touching Mademoiselle de 
Montmorenci displease me." 

"Innuendoes! why, marshal, even 
Cond6 confessed the other day that rich 
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as was the prize, and surpassing the lady, I *^6e seated, monseignenr,'^ says Snlly, 
he hesitated to accept * one whom the scanning him from under his heavy eye- 



king^s attention had made so notori- 
ous! '" 

Bassompierre's eyes flash. He is 
about to make an angry rejoinder, when 
a i)age approaches and summons them to 
attend his majesty. 

The marriage between Charlotte de 
Montmorenci and the Prince de Cond6 
was, as had been anticipated, a failure. 
Cond6, devoured by jealousy, phut up his 
wife at Ghantilly, or at the still more re- 
mote Chateau of Muret. The petted 



browH. " I have no time to spare— there- 
fore I must use plain words. You speak 
of the king, my master, in terms that do 
you little credit. You are playing the 
devil, prince. The king's patience is well- 
nigh exhausted. I am commanded to 
keep back the payment of the pension 
you receive, to mark his migesty's dis- 
pleasure. If this has no effect upon you, 
other means must be tried." 

. While Sully speaks, Cond6 sits oppo- 
site to him unmoved, save that his swarthy 



beauty, accustomed to the incense of a ' face hardens, and he fixes his sullen eyes 



court and the avowed admiration of an in- 
fatuated sovereign, scolded and wept, but 
in vain. The more bitterly they quarrelled, 
the more deep and dangerous became Con- 
di's enmity to Henry. Disloyalty was the 
tradition of his race, rebellious practices 
with Spain the habit of his house. Wo 
have seen how a Cond6 was ready to usurp 
the throne under pretence of a regency, 
during the conflict with the Huguenots at 
Amboise. His son, "the great Cond6," 
is by-and-by to head the standard of re- 
volt, and at the head of Spanish troops 
to bring France to the brink of ruin. 
Avarice had led him to accept the hand 
of Charlotte de Montmorenci — avarice 
and poverty — and he had counted upon 
constant espionage and absence from 
court as sufficient precautions. But he 
was young ; he had yet to learn the wil- 
fulness of his wife and the audacity of the 
king. As he gradually 'discovered that 
the princess was neither to be soothed 
nor coerced, his rage knew no bounds. 
Sullv, seriouslv alarmed at the rumors 
that reached him respecting the prince's 
language, requested a visit from him at 
the Arsenal. 

Sully is seated in a sombre closet — 
looking toward the towers of Notre- 
Dame — -at a table covered with papers. 
Cond6 is tall, thin, and slightly made. 
He is singularly ill-favored, with dark 
hair and skin, a nose quite out of propor- 
tion with the rest of his face, and a sin- 
ister expression in his eyes. On entering 
he cannot conceal his uneasiness. 



steadfastly upon Sully. 

" If I am what you say," replies he at 
last, doggedly, " if I speak ill of his ma- 
jesty, am I not justified? He is deter- 
mined to ruin me. He persecutes me 
because I choose to keep my wife in the 
country. It is my desire to leave France 
— ^then I sliair no longer give his m^esty 
offence." 

" Impossible, monseigneur ! As a 
prince of the blood your place is at court, 
beside the sovereign." 

"What I have I not liberty even to 
visit my own sister, the Princess of Or- 
ange, at Breda, in company with the 
princess, my wife? That can be no af- 
front to his miyesty. Surely, Monsieur 
de Sully, you cannot advise the king to 
refuse so reasonable a request? " 

" I shall advise him to refuse it, mon- 
seigneur, nevertheless. Persons of your 
rank cannot leave the kingdom — the very 
act is treason." 

Cond6 casts up his eyes, and his 
hatids — 

"Was ever a man so ill used? My 
personal liberty denied mol My very 
allowance stopped 1 " 

"It is said, prince, that you have 
plenty of Spanish doubloons at Chan- 
tilly," returns Sully, significantly. 

" It is false — tales to ruin me. Ever 
since my marriage I have been pursued 
by informers. It was by his migesty's 
command I married. Now he desires — " 

"His mtyesty assures me, prince," 
breaks in Sully, "that his sentiments 
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toward your iUoBtrious consort are those 
. of a father." 

**A father I Why, then, does he 
come disguised to Chantilly? He has 
been seen hiding in the woods there and 
at Muret. A pretty father, indeed 1 By 
tl^e grace of God, I will submit to the 
tyranny of no such a father! It is a 
thraldom nnbecoming my birth, my po- 
sition, and my honorl While the king 
acts thus I will not come to court, to be 
an object of pity and contempt I " 

"You speak of tyranny, prince, tow- 
ard yourself. It may be well for your 
highness to consider, however, that the 
king, my master, has, to a certain extent, 
justified your accusation." Cond6 looks 
up at him keenly. "But it is tyranny 
exercised in your favor, Monsieur le 
Prince, not to your prejudice." 

Sully's eyes are bent upon the prince. 
While he speaks, a half smile flitters 
about his mouth. 

" I do not understand you, duke. Ex- 
plain yourself," replies Cond6, with real 
or affected ignorance ; but something in 
the expression of Sully's face caused him 
to drop the tone of bravado he had hith- 
erto assumed. 

"His m^esty, prince, has justified 
your accusation of tyranny by having 
iiithcrto insisted, nay even compelled, 
those about him to acknowledge you — 
welt — for what you are not I " 

Oond^ almost bounds from his seat. 
There was a horrible suspicion that his 
mother had shortened his father's life, 
and this suspicion had cast doubts upon 
his legitimacy. 

Sully sits back in his chair, and con- 
- templates Gond6 at his ease. 

" Your highness will, I think, do well 
for the future to consider how much you 
owe to his majesty's bounty in many 
ways." And these last words are strong- 
ly emphasized. Cond6 is silent. " Again, 
I say, as your highness is fortunately ac- 
cepted as a prince of the blood, you nmst 
bear the penalties of this high position." 

Condd, who has turned ashy pale, rises 
with difficulty — ^he even holds the table 
for support. 



" Have you more to say to me, Duo 
de Sully, or is our interview ended V " 

He speaks in a suppressed voice, and 
looks care-worn and haggard. 

" Monseigneur, I have now only to 
thank you for the honor you have done 
me in coming here," replies Sully, rising, 
a malicious smile upon his face. " I com- 
mend to your consideration the remarks 
I have had the honor to make to you. 
Believe me, you owe every thing to the- 
king, my master." 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE PREDICTION FULFILLED. 

Henbt was seated in his closet play- 
ing at cards, in company with Bassom- 
pierre, the Comtes de Soissons, Ooeuvres, 
and Monseigneur de Lorraine. It was 
late, and the game was almost concluded, 
when Monsieur d'Ell^ne, a gentleman- in- 
waiting, entered hurriedly, and whis- 
pered something in the king^s ear. In an 
instant Henry's face expressed the ut- 
most consternation. He threw down his. 
cards, clinched his fists with passion, and 
rose hastily; then, leaning over upon 
Bassompierre's shoulder, who sat next to 
him, he said, in a low voice : 

" Marshal, I am lost. Cond6 has fied 
with his- wife into the woods. God 
knows whether he means to murder her. 
or carry her out of France. Take care 
of my cards. Go On playing. I must 
learn more particulars. Do the same, 
and follow me as soon as you can." And 
he left the room. 

But the sudden change in the king's 
face and manner had spread alarm in the 
circle. No one would play any more, 
and Bassompierre was assailed with eager 
questions. He was obliged to reply that 
he believed the Prince de Cond€ had left 
France. At this astounding news every 
I tongue was let loose. Bassompierre then 
I retired, and, after having made himself 
, master of every particular, joined the 
king, in order to inform him. Henry lis- 
, tened with horror to Bassompierre's nar- 
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rative. Meanwhile, late as it was (mid- 
night), he commanded a conncil of state 
to he called. The ministers assembled as 
quickly as was possible. Thero were 
present the chancellor, the President 
Jeannin, Villeroy, and the Comtes de 
Cceavres and de Oremail. Henrj hastily 
seated himself at the top of the table. 

"Well, chancellor, well — you have 
heard this dreadful news,^' said he, ad- 
dressing him. "The poor young prin- 
cess I What is your advice? How can 
we save her?" 

Bellidvre, a grave lawyer, looked as- 
tounded at the klng^s vehemence. 

"Surely, sire, you cannot apprehend 
any personal danger to the illustrious 
lady?" said he, with hesitation. "The 
Princesse de Cond6 is with her husband ; 
he will doubtless act as is fitting." 

" Ventre Saint- Gris I " cried the king, 
boiling with passion. " I want no comr 
ments — the remedy. What is the reme- 
dy? How can we rescue her? " 

"Well, sire, if you have reason to 
misdoubt the good faith of the Prince de 
Oond6, if her highness be in any danger, 
you must issue edicts, proclaim fines, and 
denounce all persons who harbor and 
abet him ; but I would advise your ma- 
jesty to pause." 

Henry turned away with a violent 
gesture. 

" N'ow, Villeroy, speak. If the prin- 
cess is out of the kingdom, what is to be 
done?" 

"Your majesty can do nothing, then, 
but through your ambassadors. Bepre- 
sentation must be made to the court of 
the country whither the prince has fied. 
Ton must demand the prince's restitution 
as a rebel." 

The king shrugged his shoulders with 
infinite disgust. Such slow measures lit- 
tle suited his impetuous humor. 

"N'ow, President Jeannin," said Hen- 
ry, "let us hear your opinion. These 
other counsels are too lengthy. God 
knows what mischief may ere this have 
happened." 

• " I advise your majesty," replied the 
president, " to send a trusty officer after 



the prince, and bring him back along 
with bis wife, if within the realm. He is 
doubtless on his way to Flanders. If he 
has passed the frontier, the archduke, 
who would not willingly offend your ma- 
jesty, will, doubtless, dismiss the prince 
at your desire." 

Henry nodded his head approvingly, 
and turned quickly round to issue orders 
at once to follow this advice, which suited 
the urgency of the case ; then, all at once, 
he remembered that Sully was not pres- 
ent, and he hesitated. 

"Where is Sully? " cried he. 

"Monsieur de Praslin," replied Bas- 
sompierre, who had just left him, "has 
been again dispatched to fetch him from 
the arsenal ; but he is not yet arrived." 

At this moment the door opened, and 
Sully appeared. It was evident that he 
was in one of his surliest moods. Henry, 
preoccupied as he was, observed this, 
and, fearing some outburst, dismissed the 
council and Bassompierre, and carefully 
shut the door. 

"Sully, what am I to do? By the 
mass I that monster, my nephew, has fled, 
and carried off my dear Charlotte with 
him." 

This was not, as has been seen, the 
first time that the grave statesman Sully 
had been consulted in his master's love- 
affairs. He had passed very many hours 
in endeavoring to c^ole Henriette d'En- 
tragues to give up the fatal marriage con- 
tract signed by the king ; he had all but 
quarrelled with his master in opposing 
his marriage with Gabrielle d'£str6es; 
and he had been called up in the dead of 
night to remonstrate with the queen, 
when, in consequence of a violent quar- 
rel, she had sworn that she would leave 
the Louvre. Sully, like the king, had 
grown old, and was tired of acting ad- 
viser to a headstrong master, whose 
youthful follies never seemed to end. 
Now he gave a grunt of disapproval. 

" I am not surprised, sire. I told you 
the prince would go. If he went himself, 
it was not likely he would leave his wife 
behind him — was it? That would have 
been too complaisant in his highness. If 
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joa wanted to secure him, 70a should 
have shut him up in the Bastile.^' 

"Sully, this raillery is ill-timed. I 
am distressed beyond all words. Tlie 
princess is in an awful predicament. La- 
perri^re's son brought the news. His fa- 
ther was their guide. He left them in 
the middle of a dismal forest He shall 
bo paid a mine of gold for his informa- 
tion." 

Bully shook his head, and oast up his 
hands. 

^* God help nsl " mattered he. 

"Never was any thing more dread- 
ful," continued the king. " My beloved 
Charlotte was lured from Hnret under 
the pretence of a hunting-party. She 
was to be carried to the rendezvous in a 
coach. The dear crcatnre started before 
daylight, says Laperridre's son, and, as 
the morning broke, found herself in a 
strange part of the country — ^in a plain 
far from the forest. She stopped the 
coach, and called to Virrey, who rode by 
the door, and asked him whither they 
were going. Virrey grew confused, and 
said he would ride on and ask the prince, 
who was in advance, leading the way, 
the cowardly scoundrel ! " and Henry 
shook his fist in the air. " My nephew 
came up, and told her she was on her 
road to Breda, npon whicli the sweet soul 
screamed aloud, says Laperridre, and la- 
mented, entreating to be allowed to re- 
turn. But that ruffian, Cond6, rode off 
and left her in the middle of the road, 
bidding the driver push forward. At 
last they came to Cou^y, where they 
changed horses. Just as they were about 
again to start, the coach broke down." 

" Praised be God I " ejaculated Sully. 
*^ I hope no one was found to mend it." 

"Sully, I believe you are without 
heart or feeling," cried the king, re- 
proachfully. 

"Not at all, sire; but my heart and 
my feelings abo are with your mtgesty, 
not with the princess. Proceed, sire, 
with this touching narrative." 

"Condd then, says Laperridre, the 
night begioning to fall, purchased a pill- 
ion at Cou^y, and mounted his wife be- 



hind him on horseback." Sully shook 
with laughter; but, fearing to offend his 
master, suppressed it as well as he could. 
"Her two attendants mounted behind 
two of the suite, the guides being in ad- 
vance. It rained heavily. Pardieu! I 
can hardly bear to speak of it. My dear 
Charlotte in such a condition I The night 
was dark; but Oond6 rode on like a devil 
incarnate to Oastellin, the first village 
across the frontier. When she was taken 
down, Charlotte fainted." The tears ran 
down Henry^s cheeks as he said this. 
"She fainted; and then Laperri^re, con- 
vinced of some treason on the part of my 
nephew, dispatched his son to tell me 
these particulars. Now^ SuUy,'^ and tlie 
king rose suddenly and seized his hand, 
shaking off the sorrow that had overcome 
him during the narrative, " now tell me 
what am I to do? I would lose my 
crown rather than not succor her." 

"Do nothing, sire," replied Sully, 
quietly. 

" How, Sully I Do nothing ? " 

"Yes, sire; I advise you — I implore 
you, do nothing. If you leave Cond6 to 
himself he will be laughed at. Even his 
friends will ridicule his escapade. In 
three months he will be back again at 
court with the princess, ashamed of him- 
self. Meantime Madame la Princesse 
will see foreign courts, acquire the Span- 
ish manner from the archduchess, and 
return more fascinating than ever. On 
the other hand, if you pursue him, you 
will exalt him into a political victim ; all 
your mcjesty's enemies wUl rally round 
him." 

Excellent advice, which the king was 
too infatuated to follow I Forgetting all 
decency, and even the law of nations, 
he insisted on punishing Cond6 as a rebel, 
and called on the Spanish Government 
formally to release the princess. Spain 
refused ; and this ridiculous passion may 
be said to have been the approximate 
cause of that formidable alliance against 
Spain, in which, at the time of his death, 
Henry was about to engage. 

The favor which Henry had shown 
his Protestant subjects had long rankled 
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in the minds of tLe Catholics. IIo was 
held to he a renegade and a traitor. It 
was afiinned that his conversion was a' 
sham, to which he lent himself only the 
more effectually to advance the interests 
of the reformed faith. While he gave 
himself up to amorous follies and pre- 
pared for foreign wars, a net- work of hate, 
treachery, and fanaticism, was fast clos- 
ing around him. Enemies and spies filled 
the Louvre, and dogged his every move- 
ment. Already the footsteps of the as- 
sassin approached. 

After the hirth of the dauphin a strong 
political party had gathered round Marie 
de Medici. Her constant dissensions 
with the king, her hitter complaints, and 
the scandal of his private life, afforded 
sufficient grounds for elevating her into a 
kind of martyr. 

The intrigues of Concini, whose easy 
manners, elegant person, and audacious 
counsels, had raised him from a low 
hanger-on at court into the principal ad- 
viser of his royal mistress, gradually con- 
trived to identify her interests with those 
of the great feudal princes, still absolute 
sovereigns in their own territory. The 
maintenance of the Catholic Church 
against heresy, and the security of the 
throne for her son, were the ostensible 
motives of this coalition. But the bond be- 
tween Marie and her chief supporters, the 
powerful Dues de Bouillon and d'Epernon, 
was in reality a common hatred of Henry 
and a bitter jealousy of Sully, whose clear 
intellect and firm hand had directed with 
such extraordinary sagacity the helm of 
state throughout Henry^s long and stormy 
reign. 

Evil influences, which displayed them- 
selves in predictions, warnings, and proph- 
ecies, were abroad. The death of the 
kin^; would at once raise Mtfrie, as regent 
for her son, to sovereign power, and throw 
the whole control of the state into the 
hands of her adherents. How fur Marie 
was implicated in the events about to 
happen can never be known, and whether 
she listened to the dark hints of her Ital- 
ian attendants, that hy the Icing's death 
alofie she could find relief. But undoubt- 



edly the barbarous cruelty with which 
Concini and his wife were afterward mur- 
dered by Henry's friends had regard to 
this suspicion. Whether the Due d'Eper- 
non knew beforehand of the conspiracy, 
and insured his master's death by a final 
thrust when he had already been struck 
by the assassin, or whether Henriette 
d'Entragues, out of revenge for the king's 
passion for the Princesse de Cond6, her- 
self instigated Havaillac to the act, must 
ever remain a mystery. 

Marie de Medici, urged by the Con- 
cini, and advised by her friend the Due 
d'Epemon, was at this time unceasing in 
her entreaties to the king to consent to 
her coronation at Stunt-Denis. Accord- 
ing to her varying mood she either wept, 
raved and stamped -about the room, or 
kissed, coaxed, and civjoled him. And 
there was cause for her pertinacity. Hen- 
ry's weak compliances with Ilenriette 
d'Entragues^s pretensions, her residence 
in the Louvre, and her boastings of that 
unhappy promise of marriage, had given 
occasion for questions to arise touching 
the legitimacy of the dauphin. Those 
who were politically opposed to the king 
would be ready, at any moment after his 
death, to justify rebellion on the pretence 
of a prior contract invalidating his pres- 
ent marriage. 

Such an idea drove the queen frantic. 
There was no peace for Henry until he 
consented to her coronation. Yet he was 
strangely reluctant to comply. An unac- 
countable presentiment of danger con- 
nected with that ceremony pursued him. 
He had never been the same since the 
loss of the Princesse de Cond6. Now he 
was dull, absent, and indifferent, ate lit- 
tle and slept ill. Nothing interested or 
pleased him, save the details of his great 
campaign against Spain, which was about 
to convulse all Europe. 

"Ah, iny friend," said he to Sully, 
" how this ceremony of the coronation 
distresses me! Whenever I think about 
it I cannot shake off sinister forebodings. 
Alas! I fear I shall never live to head my 
army. I shall die in this city of Paris. 
I shall never see the Princesse de Cond6 
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again. Ah, cnrsed coronation I I shall 
die while they are about It. Bassompierre 
tells me the maypole, which was set up 
in the coart of the Louvre, has just fallen 
down. It is an evil omen." 

" Well, sire," returned Sully, " post- 
pone the ceremony." 

" No, Sully, no ; it shall not be said 
that Henry IV. trembled before an idle 
prophecy. For twenty years. Sully, I 
have heard of predictioDs of my death. 
After all, nothing will happen to me but 
what is ordained." 

"My God, sirel " exclaimed Sully, "I 
never heard your mi^esty speak so be- 
fore. Countermand the coronation, I en- 
treat you. Let the queen not be crowned 
at all rather than lose your peace of mind. 
What does it matter? It is but a wom- 
an's whim." 

" Ah, Sully, what will my wife say ? 
I dare not approach her unless I keep my 
word — her heart is so set upon being 
crowned." 

"Let her say what she pleases, sire; 
never heed her. Allow me to persuade 
her miyesty to postpone the ceremony." 

" Try, Sully ; try, if you please : you 
will find what the queen ii<. She will not 
consent to put it off." 

The king spoke truly. Marie de Me- 
dici flew into a violent rage, and posi- 
tively refused to listen to any postpone- 
ment whatever. The coronation was 
fixed to take place on Thursday, the 18th 
of May. 

It is certain that the king was dis- 
tinctly warned of his approaching death. 
The very day and hour were marked with 
a cross of blood in an almanac sent to 
him anonymously. A period of six hours 
on the 14th of May was marked as fatal 
to him. If ho survived that time, on that 
day — a Friday — ^he was safe. The day 
named for his death was that preceding 
the public entry of the queen into Paris, 
after her coronation at Saint-Denis. He 
rose at six o'clock in the morning on that 
day, Friday, the 14th of May. On his 
way down-stairs, he was met by the Duo 
de Vend6rae, his son by Gabrielle d'Es- 

tr^es. Yenddme held in his hand a pa- 

1 



per, which he had found lying on his ta- 
ble. It was a horoscope, signed by an 
astrologer called La Brosse, warning the 
king that the constellation under which 
he was bom threatened him with great 
danger on tlie 14th of May. " My father," 
said Yenddme, standing in his path, " do 
not go abroad ; spend this day at home." 

" La Brosse, my boy," replied Henry, 
looking at the paper, " is an old fox. Do 
you not see that lie wants money? You 
are a young fool to mind him. My life is 
in the hands of God, my son — I shall live 
or die as He pleases — let me pass." 

He heard mass early, and passed the 
day as usuaL At a quarter to four o'clock 
in the afternoon he ordered his coach to 
visit Sully, who was ailing, at the arsenal. 
The streets were much crowded. Paris 
was full of strangers, assembled for the 
coronation, and to see the spectacle of 
the queen's public entry. Stages and 
booths blocked up the thoroughfares. 
Henry was impatient for the arrival of 
his coach, and took his seat in it imme- 
diately it arrived. He signed to the Due 
d'Epemon to seat himself at his right 
hand. De Liancourt and Mirabeau, his 
lords-in-waiting, placed themselves oppo- 
site to him. The Dues de Lavardin, Ro- 
quelaure, and Montbazon, and the Mar- 
quis de la Force,, took their places on 
either side. Besides these noblemen 
seated inside, a few guards accompanied 
him on horseback, but, when he reached 
the h6tel of the Due de Longueville, the 
king stopped and dismissed all his attend- 
ants, save those lords in the coach with 
him. From the Rue Saint-Honor6, which 
was greatly crowded, they entered the 
Rue de la Ferronni^re, on the way to the 
arsenal. This was a narrow street, and 
numbers of wooden stalls (such as are 
still seen on the boulevards in Paris) 
were ranged along a dead wall, forming 
one of the sides. There was a block of 
carts about these booths, and the royal 
coach was obliged to draw up close 
against the dead wall. The running foot- 
men went forward to clear the road, and 
the coach halted close to the wall. Ra- 
vaillac now slipped between the wall and 
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the coaoh, and, jumping on one of the 
wheels, stabbed the king twice in the 
breast and ribs. The knife passed throagh 
a shirt of iine cambric, richly embroidered 
d jour, A third time the assassin raised 
his hand to strike, bat only ripped up the 
sleeve of the Due de Montbdzon^s doublet, 
npon whom the king had fallen, "I am 
wounded," gasped Henry, " but it is noth- 
ing — " Then the Due d'Epemon raised 
his royal master in his arms. Henry 
made a convulsive effort to speak, was 
choked by blood, and fell back lifeless. 
He was brought back dead to the Louvre. 
There be lay in state, clothed in his 
coronation robes, the crown upon his 
head. 

The bloody almanac had told true. 
Henry had circled twenty times the magic 
chamber of life! 



CHAPTER XXIX. 



LOUIS xin. 



It is related that the night after the 
assassination of Henri Quatre by Ravail- 
lac, and while his body lay in the Louvre, 
his little son, Louis XIII. , screaming with 
terror, cried out that he saw the same 
men who had murdered his father coming 
to kill him. Louis was not to be pacified 
nntil he was carried to his mother^s bed, 
where he passed the rest of the night. 

To this infantine terror, this early as- 
sociation witii death and murder, may be 
traced the strange character of Louis; 
weak in body and mind, timid, suspicious, 
melancholy, superstitious, an undutiful 
son, a bad husband, and an unworthy 
king. The fame of his great father, and 
the enthusiasm his memory inspired, in- 
stead of filling him with emulation, 
crushed and depressed him. He became 
a complete ^'' Boi fainianV His reign 
was the reign of favorites, and nothing 
was heard of the monarch but in con- 
nection with them, save that, with a su- 
perstition worthy of the middle ages, he 
formally placed France " under the pro- 
tection of the Virgin." 



His early favorite, Albret the Gascon, 
created Due de Luynes and Constable of 
France, was his tyrant. As long as he 
lived Louis both hated and feared him. 
He hated his mother, he hated Richelieu, 
he hated his wife, Anne of Austria, 
Louis, sumamed '' the Just," had a great 
capacity for hatred. 

Poor Anne of Austria, to whom he 
was married at fifteen, she being the 
same age, what a lot was hers I 

Her personal charms actually revolted 
the lialf- educated, awkward boy, whom 
all the world thought she would govern 
despotically. He could not help acknowl- 
edging her exceeding loveliness ; but she 
was his superior, and he knew it. He 
shrank back, terrified, at her vivacity 
and her talents. Her innocent love of 
amusement jarred against his niorbid na- 
ture. Melancholy himself, he disliked to 
see others happy, and from the day of 
their marriage he lived as much apart 
from her as state etiquette permitted. 

Marie de Medici, ambitious and un- 
principled as ever, widened the breach 
between them. She still sat supreme in 
the council, and regulated public affairs. 
Richelieu, her favorite and minister dur- 
ing the regency, in continual dread of a 
possible reconciliation between Louis and 
his wife, and in love with the young 
queen himself, was rapidly rising to that 
dictatorship which he exercised over 
France and the king until he died. Both 
he and the queen-mother roused Louisas 
jealousy against his wife, and dropped 
dark hints of danger to his throne, per- 
haps to his life. They succeeded only 
too well ; the king and queen became 
more and more estranged, 

Anne of Austria uttered no complaint. 
She showed no anger ; but her pride was 
deeply wounded, and among her ladies 
and her friends her joyous raillery did 
not spare the king. Reports of her flirta- 
tions also, as well as of her Iwn mots and 
her mimicry, heightened by the malice 
of those whose interest it was to keep 
them asunder, reached Louis, and alien- 
ated him more and more. Anne, too 
young to be fully aware of the growing 
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danger of her position, vain of her suc- 
cess, and without either judicious friends 
or competent advisers, took no steps to 
reconcile herself to her hushand. Cold- 
ness and estrangement rapidly grew into 
downright dislike and animosity; sus- 
picions were exaggerated into certainty, 
until at last she came to be treated as a 
conspirator and a criminal. 

The age was an age of intrigue, treacli- 
"cry, and rebellion. The growing power 
of the nobles narrowed the authority of 
Che throne. The incapacity of the king 
strengthened the pretensions of the 
princes. Spain, perpetually at war with 
France, sought its dismemberment by 
most disloyal conspiracies. Every disaf- 
fected prince or rebellious noble found a 
home at the court of Philip, brother of 
Anne of Austria. 

Thus Louis knew nothing of royalty 
hut its cares and dangers. As a boy, 
browbeaten and overborne by his moth- 
er, when arrived at nn age when his own 
sense and industry might have remedied 
defects of education, he took it for granted 
that his ignorance was incapacity, his 
timidity constitutional deficiency. 

A prime-minister was absolutely in- 
dispensable to such a monarch, and Louis 
at least showed some discernment in se- 
lecting for that important post the Bishop 
of Lu^on (Cardinal Richelieu), the protegi 
of his mother. 

Estranged from his wife, pure in mor- 
als, and correct in conduct, Louis, still a 
mere youth, yearned for female sympathy. 
A confidante was as necessary as a minis- 
ter — one as immaculate as himself, into 
whose ear he could, without fear of scan- 
dal, murmur the griefs and anxieties of 
his life. Such a woman he found In Made- 
moiselle de Hautefort, maid-of-lionor to 
the queen. Her modesty and her silence 
first attracted him. Her manners were 
reserved, her speech soft and gentle. She 
was naturally of a serious turn of mind, 
and had been carefully educated. She 
took great apparent interest in all the 
king said to her. Her conversation be- 
came so agreeable to him, that he dared 
hy degrees to confide to her his loneli- 



ness, his misery, and even his bodily in- 
firmities, which were neither few nor 
slight. This intimacy, to a solitary young 
king who longed for afifeotion, yet deli- 
cately shrunk from the slightest sem-. 
blance of intrigue, was alluring in the 
highest degree. 

Long, however, ere Louis had favored 
her with his preference, she had given 
her whole heart to her mistress, Anne of 
Austria. Every word the king uttered 
was immediately repeated to the queen, 
with such comments as caused the liveli- 
est cntertaiument to that lovely princess, 
who treated the liaison as an admirable 
joke, and entreated her maid-of-honor to 
humor the king to the very utmost, so as 
to afford her the greatest possible amount 
of amnsement. 

The court is at Compidgne. Since the 
days of Clotaire it has been a favorite 
hunting-lodge of the kings of France. 
One vast facade stretches along verdant 
banks sloping to the river Oise, across 
' which an ancient bridge (on which Jeanne 
d^Arc, fighting against the English, was 
taken prisoner) leads into the sunny little 
town. On the farther side of the ch&teau 
a magnificent terrace, bordered by canals, 
links it to the acfjoining forest. So close 
to this terrace still press the ancient trees 
and woodland alleys, backed by rising 
hills crowned with lofty elms, and broken 
by deep hollows where feathery beeches 
wave, that even to this day the whole 
scene faithfully represents an ancient 
chase. So immense is the ch&teau that 
the two queens, Marie de Medici and 
Anne of Austria, could each hold distinct 
courts within its walls — Marie, in the 
suite called the ** Apartments of the 
Queens-dowager of France," then hung 
with ancient tapestry and painted in 
fresco, looking over the grassy lawns be- 
side the river and the town; Anne, in 
the stately rooms toward the forest and 
the woodland heights. 

Within a vaulted room, the walls hung 
with Cordova leather stamped in patterns 
of gorgeous colors, Anne of Austria is 
seated at her toilet. Before her is a mir- 
ror, framed in lace and ribbons, placed 
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on a silver table. She wears a long, 
white peignoir thrown over a robe of 
aznre satin. 11 er laxnriant huir is nn- 
bonnd and falls over her shoulders ; Dofia 
Estafania, her Spanish dresser, who has 
never left her, assisted by Madame Ber- 
tant, combs and perfames it, drawing out 
many curls and ringlets fi'om the waving 
mass, which, at a little distance, the 
morning sunshine turns into a shower of 
gold. Around her stand her maids-of- 
honor, Mademoiselles de Guerchj, Saint- 
M6grin, and de Hautefort. The young 
queen is that charming anomaly, a Span- 
ish blonde. She has large blue eyes that 
can languish or sparkle, entreat or com- 
mand, pencilled eyebrows, and a mouth 
full-lipped and rosy. She has the promi- 
nent nose of her family ; her complexion, 
of the most dazzling fairness, is height- 
ened by rouge. She is not tall, but her 
royal presence, even in youth, lends 
height to her figure. When she smiles, 
her face expresses nothing but innocence 
and candor ; but she knows how to 
frown, and to make others frown also. 

There is a stir among the attendants, 
and the king enters. He is assiduous in 
saluting her miyesty at her levee when 
Mademoiselle de Ilautefort is present. 
Louis XIII. has inherited neither the 
rough though- martial air of his father, 
nor the beauty of his Italian mother. 
His face is long, thin, and sallow; his 
hair,* dark and scanty. He is far from 
tall, and very slight, and an indescribable 
air of melancholy pervades his Avhole 
person. As Louis approaches her, Anne 
is placing a diamond pendant in her ear ; 
her hands are exquisitely white and de- 
liciously shaped, and she loves to display 
them. She receives the king, who timid- 
ly advances, with sarcastic smiles and in- 
solent coldness. While he is actually 
addressing her, she turns round to her 
lady-in-waiting, the Duchesse de Che- 
vreuse, who stands behind her chair, hold- 
ing a hand-mirror set in gold, and whis- 
pers in her ear and laughs, then points 
with her dainty finger, bright with costly 
rings, to the king, who stands before her. 
Louis blushes, waits some time for an 



answer, which she does not vouchsafe to 
give ; then, greatly embarrassed, retreats 
into a comer near the door, and seats 
himself. 

The Duchesse de Chevreuse, the friend 
and confidante of Anne of Austria, widow 
of the king^s favorite, the Due de Luynes, 
now a second time duchess, as wife of 
Claude Lorraine, Due de Chevreuse, an 
adventuress and an intrigante, is a gypsy- 
faced, bewitching woman, dark-skinned, 
velvet -eyed, and enticing; her cheeks 
dimpling with smiles, her black eyes 
dancing with mischief. 

The king sits lost in thought, with an 
anxious and almost tcarM expression, 
gazing fixedly at Mademoiselle de Haute- 
fort, who stands behind the queen^s chair 
among the maids-of-honor. Suddenly he 
becomes aware that all eyes are turned 
upon him. Ho rises quickly, and makes 
a sign to Mademoiselle de Hautefort to 
approach him ; but the eyes of the maid- 
of- honor are fixed upon the ground. 
With a nervous glance toward the door, 
he reseats himself on the edge of his 
chair. The queen turns toward him, 
then to Mademoiselle de Hautefort, and 
laughs, while the maid-of-honor busies 
herself with some lace. A moment after 
she advances toward the queen, carrying 
the ruff in her hand which is to encirclo 
her majesty^s neck. 

Anno leans back, ac^nsts the ruff, and 
whispers to her — "Look, mademoiselle, 
look at your despairing lover. He longs 
to go away, but lie cannot tear himself 
from you. I positively admire his cour- 
age. Go to him, ma belle — he is devour- 
ing you with his eyes. Have you no 
mercy on the anointed King of France? '*" 

Mademoiselle de Hautefort colors, and 
again turns her eyes to the ground. 

" Duchess," continues Anne, in a low 
voice, addressing the Duchesse de Che- 
vreuse, "tell mademoiselle what you 
would do were you adored by a great 
king. Would you refuse to look at him 
when he stands before you — red, white,, 
smiling, almost weeping, a spectacle of 
what a fool even a sovereign may make 
of himself? " And the queen Iaughs> 
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ugaxD. softly, and, for an instant, mimics 
the grotesque expression of the king's 
face. 

^^ Madame/' says Mademoiselle de 
Hautefort, looking np and speaking grave- 
ly, ^Hhe opinion of Madame la Dachesse 
woald not influence me. We take dif- 
ferent views of life. Your majesty knows 
that the king is not my lover, and that I 
only converse with him out of the duty I 
owe your megesty. I beseech you, ma- 
dame," adds she in a plaintive voice, " do 
not laugh at me. My task is difficult 
enough. I have to amuse a sovereign 
who cannot be amused — to feign an in- 
terest I do not feel. Her grace the Du- 
<;hesse de Chevreuse would, I doubt not, 
know how to turn the confidence with 
which his majesty honors me to much 
better account ; " and Mademoiselle de 
Hautefort glances angrily at the duchess, 
who smiles scornfully, and makes her a 
profound courtesy. 

"You say true, mademoiselle," re- 
plies she ; " I should certainly pay more 
respect to his m^esty's exalted position, 
and perhaps I should feel more sympathy 
for the passion I had inspired. However, 
you are but a mere girl, new to court- 
life. You will lenm in good time, made- 
moiselle — you will learn." 

Mademoiselle de Hautefort, about to 
make a bitter reply, is interrupted by the 
queen. 

" Come, petite sotte,'*^ says Anne, still 
speaking under her breath, "don't lose 
your temper. We all worship you as the 
modem Diana. Venus is not at all in 
the line of our royal spouse. Look, he 
<}an bear it no longer; he has left tlie 
room. There he stands in the anteroom, 
•casting one last, longing look after you ; 
I see it in the glass. Go, mademoiselle ; 
I dismiss you — go and console his m^gesty 
with your platonic friendship." 

Mademoiselle de Hautefort left the 
room, and was instantly joined by Louis, 
who drew her into the embrasure of an 
oriel window. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

THE OBIEL WINDOW. 

" YoTT have come at last," said Louis, 
eagerly. " Why would you not look at 
me? I have suffered tortures; I abhor 
the queen's ladies, a set of painted Jeze- 
bels, especially the Duchesse de Che- 
vreuse, a dangerous intriguer, her ma- 
jesty's evil genius. I saw them all mock- 
ing me. Why did you not look at me ? 
you knew I came for you," repeated he, 
querulously. 

"Surely, sire, I could not be co pre- 
sumptuous as to imagine that a visit to 
her mfgesty from her husband concerned 
me. 
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"Her husband I would I had never 
seen her, or her friend the duchess! 
They are both — well, I will not say what, 
certainly spies, spies of Spain. My prin- 
ciples forbid me to associate with such 
women. You look displeased mademoi- 
selle — what have I done ? " — for Made- 
moiselle de Hautefort showed by her ex- 
pression the disapproval she felt at his 
abuse of the queen. " It is your purity, 
your sweetness, that alone make the court 
bearable. But you are not looking at me 
— cruel, selfish girl I would you, too, for- 
sake mo ? " 

The maid-of-honor, feeling that she 
must say something, and assume an in- 
terest she did not feel, looked up into the 
king's face and smiled. "I am here, sire, 
for your service. I am neither cruel nor 
selfish, but I am grieved at the terms in 
which you speak of my gracious mistress. 
Let mo pray your mijesty, most humbly, 
not to wound me by such language." 

Her look, her manner, softened the 
irritable Louis. He took her hand stealth- 
ily and kissed it. He gazed at her pen- 
sively for some moments without speak- 
ing. 

"How beautiful you are, and wise 
as you are beautiful I" exclaimed he at 
length. " I have much to say to you, but 
not about my Spanish wife. Let us not 
mention her." His eyes were still rivet- 
ed on the maid-of-honor ; his lips parted 
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as if to speak, then he checked him- 
self, but still retained her hand, which he 
pressed. 

" You hunted yesterday, sire," said 
she, confused at the king's silence and 
steadfast gaze ; ** what number of stags 
did you kill ? I was not present at the 
cttritf." She gently withdrew her hand 
from the king's grasp. 

" I did not hunt yesterday ; I was ill," 
replied Louis. " I am ill, very ill." 

This allusion to his health instantly 
changed the current of his thoughts, for 
Louis was a complete valetudinarian. He 
became suddenly moody, and sank heav- 
ily into a seat placed behind the curtain, 
the thick folds of which concealed both 
him and the maid-of- honor. 

'^ I am harassed, sick to death of ev- 
ery thing. I should die but for you. I 
can open my heart to you." And then, 
suddenly becoming conscious that Ma- 
demoiselle de Hautefort still stood before 
him, he drew a chair close to his side, on 
which he desired her to seat herself. 

Mademoiselle de Hautefort, knowing 
well that the king would now go on talk- 
ing to her for a long time, assumed an at- 
titude of pleased attention. Louis looked 
pale and haggard. His sallow cheeks 
were shrunk, his large eyes hollow. As 
he spoke, a hectic flush went and came 
upon his face. 

" Will you not let me take your hand, 
mademoiselle ? " said he, timidly. " I 
feel I could talk much better if I did, and 
I have much to say to you." 

She reluctantly placed her hand in his. 
The king sighed deeply. 

" What is the matter, sire ? " 

" Ah, that is the question I I long to 
tell you. I sigh because I am weary of 
my life. My mother, who still calls her- 
self regent, and pretends to govern the 
kingdom, quarrels perpetually with Riche- 
lieu. The council is distracted by her 
violence and ill-temper ; affairs of state 
are neglected. She reproaches Richelieu 
publicly for his ingratitude, as she calls 
it, because he will not support her au- 
thority rather than the good of the king- 
dom. The Due d'Epemon supports her. 



He is as imperious as she is. Her ambi- 
tion embitters my life, as it embittered 
that of my great father." 

" O sire, remember that the Queen- 
dowager of France is your mother. Be- 
sides, Richelieu owes every thing to her 
favor. Had it not been for her he would 
have remained an obscure bishop at Lu- 
Qon all his life. She placed him at court." 

" Yes, and he shall stay there. Far 
Dieu! he shall stay there. If any onfr 
goes it shall be my mother. I feel I ray- 
self have no capacity for governing ; I 
shrink from the tremendous responsibil- 
ity ; but I am better able to undertake it 
than the queen-mother. Her love of 
power is so exceswive she would sacrifice 
me and every one else to keep it — ^she and 
the Duo d'Epemon," he added, bitterly. 
*^ Richelieu is an able minister. He is. 
ambitious, I know, but I am safe in hi» 
hands. He can carry out no measures 
of reform, he cannot maintain the dignity 
of the crown, if he is forever interfered 
with by a fractious woman — ^vain, capri- 
cious, incompetent." 

" But, sire," said Mademoiselle de 
Hautefort, " why do yon need either her 
migesty the queen-mother or the Cardinal 
de Richelieu ? Depend on no one. Gov- 
ern for yourself, sire ? " 

'* Impossible, impossible. I am too 
weak. I have no capacity. I have none 
of my great father's genius." And the 
king raised his feathered hat reverently 
from his head each time he named his 
father. "Richelieu rules for me. Ho 
has intellect. He will maintain the hon- 
or of France. The nation is safe in his. 
hands. As for me, I am tyrannized over 
by my mother, laughed at by my Spanish 
wife, and betrayed by my own brother. I 
am not fit to reign. Every one despises 
me^xcept you." And the king turned 
with an appealing look toward Mademoi • 
selle de Hautefort. "You, I hope, at 
least, understand me. You do me jus- 
tice." 

There was a melting expression in th<» 
king's eyes which she had never seen be- 
fore. It alarmed her. She felt that her 
only excuse for the treacherous part she 
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was acting was in the perfect innocence 
of their relations. A visible tremor 
passed over her. She blashed violently, 
a look of pain came into her face, and her 
ejes fell before his gaze. 

^* Yon do not speak ? Have I offended 
you ? " cried Louis, much excited. " What 
have I said? O mademoiselle, do not 
lose your sympathy for me, else I shall 
(lie ! 1 know I am ujiworthy of your no- 
tice; but — see how I trust yon. The 
hours I spend in your society give me the 
only happiness I eiyoy. Pity, pity the 
King of France, who craves your help, 
who implores your sympathy 1 " 

Mademoiselle de Hautefort, speaking 
in her usual quiet manner, entreated him 
to be calm. 

"Am I forgiven? " said he, in a fal- 
tering voice, looking the picture of de- 
spair. " Will you still trust me ? " 

" Yes, yes, sire. I am ashamed to an- 
swer such a question. Your m^esty has 
given me no offence.^' 

Louis reseated himself. 

"It is to prepare you for an unex- 
pected event that I wish to talk to you. 
It is possible I may shortly leave Com- 
pi^gne suddenly Und secretly. I must 
tear myself away from yon for a while." 

" Leave the court, sire I What do 
you mean ? " 

"The quarrels between my mother 
and Richelieu are more than I can en- 
dure. They must end. One must go — 
I will not say which. Yon con guess. I 
am assured by Richelieu, who has infor- 
mation from all parts of France, that her 
majesty is hated by the people. She is 
suspected of a knowledge of my great fa- 
therms death ; she has abused her position. 
No one feels any interest in her fate." 

"But, surely, your nitgesty feels no 
pleasure in knowing that it is so, even if 
it be true, which I much doubt." 

" Well, her migesty has deserved lit- 
tle favor of me," replied he, with indiffer- 
ence. " Richelieu tells me that her exile 
would be a popular act — " 

" Her exile, sire I You surely do not 
contemplate the exile of your own moth- 
er f" 



"Possibly not — possibly not; but a 
sovereign must be advised by his minis- 
ters. It is indispensable to the prosper- 
ity of the state." 

Mademoiselle de Hautefort was silent, 
but something of the contempt she felt 
might have been seen in her expressive 
eyes. 

"I do not feel disposed," continued 
he, " to face the anger of the queen-moth- 
er when she hears my determination. She 
would use violent language to me that 
might make me forget I am her son. 
Richelieu must break it to her. He can 
do it while I am away. Agitation in- 
jures my health, it deranges my diges- 
tion. I have enough to bear from my 
wife, from whom it is not so easy to es- 
cape — " 

Again he stopped abruptly, as if he 
were about to say more than he intend- 
ed. 

Mademoiselle de Hautefort, ever on 
the lookout for all that concerned her 
mistress the queen, glanced at him with 
sudden curiosity. Her eyes read his 
thoughts. 

" Your majesty is concealing some- 
thing from me ? " she said. 

" Well, yes "—and he hesitated—" it 
is a subject too delicate to mention." 

"Have you, then, withdrawn your 
confidence from me, sire?" asked she, 
affecting the deepest concern. 

"No, no — never, I tell you every 
thing — yet, I blush to allude to such a 
subject." 

" What subject, sire ? Does it concern 
her majesty ? " 

" By Heaven, it does ! " cri^d the king, 
witli unwonted excitement, a look of rage 
on his face. "It is said — " and he 
stopped and looked round suspiciously, 
and became crimson. "Not here — not 
here," he muttered, rising. "I cannot 
speak of it here. It is too public. Come 
with me into this closet." 

Mademoiselle de Hautefort, forebod- 
ing some misfortune to the queen, fol- 
lowed him, trembling in every limb, into 
a small retiring-closet opening from the 
gallery where they had been seated. He 
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drew her close to the window, glanced 
cantionsly aronnd, and placed hU hand 
on her arm. 

" It is said " — he spoke in a low voice 
— " it is said — ^and appearances confirm 
it — that ^^ — and he stooped and whispered 
some words into Mademoiselle de Haute- 
fortes ear, who started hack with horror. 
** If it he so," he added, coolly, " I shall 
craye a dispensation from the pope, and 
send the queen hack to Madrid." 

" For shame, sire I you are deceived," 
cried Mademoiselle de Hautefort, an ex- 
pression of mingled disgust, anger, and 
terror, on her face. She could hardly 
hring herself to act out the part imposed 
upon her for the queen^s soke. She 
longed to overwhelm the unmanly Louis 
with her indignation ; hut she controlled 
her feelings. ^*0n my honor, sire," said 
she, firmly, "they do hut converse as 
friends. For the truth of this I wager 
my life — ^my salvation." 

" Nothing of the kind," insist.ed Louis, 
doggedly. "It is your exalted virtue 
that hlinds you to their wickedness. My 
mother, who hates me— even ray mother 
pities me; she helieves in the queen^s 
guilt." 

"Sire," hroke in the maid-of-honor, 
impetuously, her hlack eyes full of indig- 
nation, " I have already told you I will 
not hear my royal mistress slandered; 
this is a foul slander. To me she is as 
sacred as your majesty, who are an 
anointed king." Louis passed his hand 
over his hrow and mused in silence. " I 
heseech you, sire, listen to me," continued 
she, seeing his irresolution. "I speak 
the truth ; hefore God I speak the truth I " 
Louis looked fixedly at her. Her vehe« 
mence impressed if it did not convince 
him. " Your majesty needs not the council 
of the queen-mother in affairs of state ; do 
not trust her, or any one else, in matters 
touching the honor of your consort." 
And she raised her eyes, and looked bold- 
ly at him. " Promise me, sire, to dismiss 
this foul tale from your mind." 

" All your words are precious, made- 
moiselle," replied Louis, evasively, and he 
caught her hand and kissed it with fervor. 



Mademoiselle de Hautefort dared not 
press him further. She withdrew her 
hand. They were both silent, and stood 
opposite to each other. As Louis gazed 
into her eyes, still sparkling with indigna- 
tion, his anger melted away. 

"When I am gone, mademoiselle," 
said he, tenderly, "do not forget me. 
You are my only friend. I will watch 
over you, though absent. Here is a piece 
of gold, pure and unalloyed, as ore my 
feelings toward you," and he disengaged 
from his neck a medallion, delicately 
chased. "See, I have broken it. One 
half I will keep ; the other shall rest in 
your bosom ; " and he pressed it to his 
lips, and placed it in Mademoiselle de 
Hautefort^s hands. " As long as you hold 
that piece of gold without the other half, 
know that, as the token is divided between 
us, so is my heart — the better half with 
you." 

Her conscience smote her as she re- 
ceived this pledge. Louis had such per- 
fect faith in her integrity, she almost re- 
pented that her duty to the queen forced 
her to deceive him. 

" Your miyesty overwhelms me," said 
she, making a deep reverence. 

"The court is full of intrigues," con- 
tinued Louis. " I have no Avish to con- 
trol my minister; but remember this — 
I obey no order, defy all commands, that 
I are delivered to you without that token." 
The maid-of-honor bowed her head. The 
king^s simplicity touched her in spite of 
herself. " Adieu, mademoiselle," said he, 
"my best, my only friend. I humbly 
crave your pardon for aught I may have 
said or done to wound your delicacy. We 
will meet at Saint-Germain; then, per- 
haps, you will fear me less. We will 
meet at Saint-Germain." 

He hesitated, and approached dan- 
gerously near to the handsome maid-of- 
honor, whose confusion made her all the 
more attractive. As he approached, she 
retreated. 

Suddenly the curtain was drawn aside, 
and a page entered the closet, and an- 
nounced — 

"The queen-dowager, who demands 
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instant admittance to hor son, the 
king." 

Mademoiselle de Hautefort disappeared 
in an instant throagh a door concealed 
in the arras. The king, pale as death, 
put his hand to his heart, sank into a 
ohair, and awaited the arrival of his 
mother. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

• AN OMINOUS INTKBVIEW. 

LoiTis had not long to wait ; scarcely 
a moment passed hefore Marie de Medici 
appeared. She entered hastily; marks 
of violent agitation were on her counte- 
nance; her brows were knit; her eyes 
flashed. She was in the prime of middle 
life, but grown stout and unwieldy ; her 
delicate complexion had become red and 
coarse, and her voice was loud and harsh ; 
but her height, and the long habit of al- 
most absolute command, gave her still an 
imposing presence. Louis involuntarily 
shuddered at her approach ; he had been 
long accustomed to tremble at her frown. 
His first impulse was to fly through the 
same door through which Mademoiselle 
de Hautefort had vanished. He rose, 
however, bowed low before her, and of- 
fered her a seat. 

** My son," she cried, in a husky voice, 
walking straight up to him, *' I have come 
to request you instantly to banish Riche- 
lieu. If you do not, I shall return to 
Florence. The insolence of that villain 
whom I have made your minister is in- 
tolerable. He has disobeyed my express 
commands I " 

" What has Richelieu done, madame ? " 

" Is it not enough that I, your mother, 
who have governed France almost from 
your birth, should declare to you my 
pleasure ? Would you prefer a lackey to 
your own mother ? ♦ Let it suffice that 
Richelieu has offended me past forgive- 
ness. Sit down, my son" — and she 
seized on the terrified Louis, and almost 
forced him into a chair beside the table 

* Words used by Mario dc Modicl to Louie XIII. 



— " here are my tablets ; write instantly 
an order that, within twenty 'four hours, 
Richelieu leaves France forever." 

Louis took the tablets, but his trem- 
bling hands could not hold them. The 
jewelled leaves of ivory, set in gold, fell 
on the ground with a crash. There was 
a pause. 

"What I Louis, do you hesitate to 
obey me ? " and the queen^s fierce eyes 
darted a look of fury at the king, whose 
slender figure positively seemed to shrink 
as she laid her hand upon him. 

" My mother," he said, in a faltering 
voice, "you have told me nothing. A 
great minister like Richelieu cannot be 
dismissed on the instant." 

" Tes, he can, if there be another to 
replace him, a better than he ; one who 
knows the respect due to the Queen-dow- 
ager of France, the widow of Henry the 
Great, your mother, and still regent of 
the kingdom." 

"But, madame, what has Richelieu 
dene to offend you ? " and the king had 
the courage to meet his mother^s glance 
unmoved. 

" He has dared to disobey my positive 
orders. I had appointed the Due d^Eper- 
non governor of Poitiers. He has placed 
there a creature of his own. After this 
insult, you will understand, I can never 
again sit at the council with Richelieu." 

" Well, madame, and suppose you do 
not ? " rejoined the king, whose nervous 
dread was rapidly giving place to resent- 
ment at his mother's arrogance. "I 
shall be still King of France, and Riche- 
lieu will be my minister." 

" UndutiM boy I " exclaimed Marie 
de Medici, as she raised her hand as if 
to strike him ; " you forget yourself." 

"No, madame, it is you who forget 
that, if I am your son, I am also your 
king. Yon may strike me, if you please, 
madame," added he, in a lower voice, 
" but I will not sign the exile of Riche- 
lieu." The countenance of Louis dark- 
ened with growing passion ; the threat- 
ening aspect of his mother standing be- 
fore him with upraised arm, roused him 
to unwonted courage. " I will not exile 
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Rlcheliou. I leave him to settle his dif- 
ferences witlt you and your favorites — 
their claims do not concern me. I will 
have no more Concmi^ madame.; I would 
rather abdicate at once." And, turning 
on his heel, without another word, or 
even saluting the queen, he left the room. 

A sudden dizziness, an overwhelming 
conviction of something new and strange 
in her position, sobered the passion of 
Marie de Medici the instant the king 
was gone. She stood motionless where 
he had left her, save that her uplifted 
arm dropped to her side. A mournful 
look — ^the shadow of coming misfortunes 
— clouded her face. Silent and dejected, 
she withdrew. When she had reached 
her own apartments, she commanded that 
no one should be admitted. 

That same day the king left Com- 
pi^gne, taking with him only two attend- 
ants. No one knew whither he was 
gone. 

Early the next morning the qneen- 
mother^s Indies were startled by the ap- 
pearance of Cardinal Bichelieu in her 
anteroom. It was long since he, who 
was wont never to be absent from her 
service, had been seen there. 

"Tell her migesty," ho said to the 
Dnchesse d'Epernon, "that I am come 
on urgent state business, by the express 
command of the king, and that I must 
speak with her in person." 

After some delay he was admitted 
into the queon^s apartments. 

The cardinal is still a young man, up- 
right in figure and easy in manner, at- 
tractions which he owes to his early mili- 
tary training. He has piercing black 
eyes, light-brown hair that lies straight 
upon his forehead, and a pale, thoughtful, 
face, already lined with wrinkles. His 
closely-shutting mouth, thin -lipped and 
stem, expresses inflexible determination. 
Without vanity he knows that he has ge- 
nius to conceive great deeds, and industry 
to elaborate every necessary detail. Al- 
ready the consciousness of growing great- 
ness forces itself upon him. The incom- 
petence of the king, his indolent acqui- 
escence in all his measures, the jealousy 



between Louis and his mother whom the 
king has hitherto not dared to check, 
his alienation from the young queen hi» 
wife, open before Richelieu's mental vi- 
sion a vista of almost boundless power. 
Now he stands in the presence of hi» 
early benefactress, the sovereign to whom 
he would have been faithful, had such 
fidelity been Consistent with the welfare 
of France and his own ambition. Spite 
of habitual self-control, he is greatly 
moved at her forlorn condition. He still 
hopes that he may save her from an over- 
whelming calamity. 

Richelieu advances to where the 
queen-mother is seated beside the hearth^ 
and, after making a profound obeisance, 
waits for her to address him. 

" You bear to me a message from my 
son. What can he have to say to me 
that he cannot speak himself?" Marie 
asks, with dignity. 

" Nothing, my most gracious mistress," 
replies Richelieu, almost submissively, *4f 
your majesty will deign to be guided by 
my counsel." 

"You call me your mistress, cardi- 
nal," says Marie, bitterly ; " but you havo 
left my service, and you disobey my posi- 
tive commands. How can I treat with 
such a hypocrite ? " 

" Madame, I beseech you, let not per- 
sonal animosity toward myself— be I in- 
nocent or guilty of what you accuse me — 
blind you to the danger in which you 
now stand." 

" Danger ! What do you mean ? To 
what danger do you allude ? " 

" The danger that threatens you, ma- 
dame, in the displeasure of his mtg- 
esty." 

"Ah, I perceive. My son strikes 
through you, my creature, that he may 
crush me. I congratulate your eminenco 
on your triumphant ingratitude." 

" Madame," and the cardinal wrings his 
hands and advances a step or two nearer 
the queen with an air of earnest entreaty, 
"hear me, I implore you. Let us not 
lose precious time in mere words. I have 
come here in a twofold character, as your 
friend and as minister of state. Permit 
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me first to address yon as the former, 
iiiadame, your counsellor and your sin- 
cere friend. Your migesty, in honor and 
greatness, stands next to the throne. Bo 
satisfied, madam e, with the second place 
in the kingdom. Your own age, ma- 
dame " — Marie starts — ** and the in- 
creased experience of his migesty, justify 
you in committing the reins of govern- 
ment into his hands and into the hands 
of such ministers as he may appoint." 

"Yourself; for instance," breaks in 
Marie, bitterly. 

"Madame, I implore you, by the re- 
spect and affection I bear you, not to in- 
terrupt me. Withdraw, graciously and 
cheerfully, from all interference with 
state affairs. Resign your place at the 
council. Dismiss those nobles who, by 
their rebellious conduct, excite his ma- 
jesty's pleasure, specially the Duo d*Eper- 
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" Never ! " exclaims Marie, passion- 
ately. " I will Dot resign my place at the 
council, nor will I sacrifice my supporter, 
the Duo d^Epemon. My son is incapable 
of governing. He has ever been the tool 
of those about him. I am bis best substi- 
tute. This is a miserable plot by which 
you basely seek to disgrace me by my own 
act — ^to rise by my fall." 

"Oh, madarae, to whom I owe so 
much," pleads Richelieu, " whom I would 
now sei:ve while I can, hear me I I speak 
from my heart — I speak for the last time. 
Be warned, I beseech you." 

" You are an admirable actor, cardi- 
nal I " cries she. " But what if I refuse 
to listen to a traitor ? Who named me * 
* Mother of the kingdom ? ' Who vowed 
to me that ' the purple with which I in- 
vested him would be a solemn pledge of 
his willingness to shed his blood in my 
service ? ' I know you, Armand de Ples- 
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For some minutes neither utters a 
word. When he addresses the queen 
again, Richelien speaks with calmness, 
but his looks express the profonndest pity. 

"I am no traitor, madame, but the 

* Ricbeliea need these precise words in speftk- 
ing of Marie de Medici. 



unwilling bearer of a decision that will 
infinitely pain you, if you drive me to an- 
nounce it. But, if you will condescend 
to listen to my counsel, to conciliate your 
son the king, and disarm his wrath by 
immediate submission, then that terrible 
decision never need be revealed. That 
you should be wise in time, madame," 
adds he, in a voice full of gentleness, con- 
templating her with tiie utmost compas- 
sion, " is niy earnest prayer." 

Before he had done speaking the car- 
dinal sinks on his knees at her feet, and 
draws forth from his breast a paper, to 
which are appended the royal seals. Ma- 
rie, whose usual insolence and noisy 
wrath have given place to secret fear, 
still clings to the hope that she is too 
powerful to be dispensed with, and that, 
by a dauntless bearing, she will intimi- 
date Richelieu, and, through him, the 
king, replies, coldly : 

" I have given you my answer. Now 
you can withdraw." Then, rising from 
her chair, she turns her back upon Riche- 
lieu — who still kneels before her — and 
moves forward to leave the room. 

" Stay, madame I " cries Richelieu, 
rising, stung to the quick by her arrogant 
rejection of his sympathy, and ashamed 
of the unwonted emotion the forlorn po- 
sition of his royal mistress had called 
forth — " stay and listen to this decree, in 
the name of his majesty." And he un- 
folds the parchment. "Once more, ma- 
dame, understand. Unless you will on 
the instant resign your seat in the Coun- 
cil of State, and dismiss the Duo d^Eper- 
non from his attendance on your person, 
I am commanded by his migesty — " 

" Dismiss d'Epernon I — my only trusty 
servant, d'Epernon, who has defended mo 
from your treachery I " breaks in Mario, 
passionately, her voice rising higher at 
every word. "Never — never! Let mo 
die first ! How dare you. Cardinal Riche- 
lieu, come hither to affront the mother of 
your king ? I will not dismiss the Duo 
d'Epernon. It is you who shall be dis- 
missed " — and she glares upon him with 
fury — " despised, dishonored, blasted, as 
you deserve." 
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*^ If you refuse, madame — and let me 
implore you to reflect weU before you 
do," continnes the cardinal, quite un- 
moTed by her reproaches — "I have his 
mcyesty's commands to banish you from 
court, and to imprison yon during his 
pleasure within this palace." * 

No sooner has he uttered these words 
than the queen, who stands facing the 
cardinal, staggers backward. A deadly 
pallor overiipreads her face. She totters, 
tries to grasp the arm of the chair from 
which she has risen, and before Riche- 
lieu, who watches her agony with eyes 
rather of sorrow than of anger, can catch 
her, she has fallen fainting on the floor. 

At his cries the queen^s ladies appear, 
lie leaves her to their care, and proceeds 
to the apartments of Anne of Austria, 
whom, through Madame de Chevreuse, 
he informs of what has occurred. 

Anne of Austria, on hearing that the 
queen-mother w&<t disgraced, saw in her 
unfortunate mother-in-law, who had nev- 
er ceased to persecute her and to arouse 
the jealousy of the king, only an unhappy 
parent. She flew to her, threw herself 
into her anns, and readily promised to 
employ all the influence she possessed to 
mitigate the royal wrath. 



CHAPTER XXXIL 

LOTB AND TBEA80N. 

Anne of Austria has left Compidgne 
and the royal prisoner, and is now at Saint- 
Germain. The chateau stands upon the 
crest of a hill, backed by a glorious forest 
that darkens the heights encircling Paris. 

It is spring ; the air is warm and ge- 
nial, tlie sky mildly blue; light clouds 
temper the bright sunshine that plays 
upon the southern facade of the palace, 
and glistens among the elms which form 
magnificent avenues in the surrounding 
park. 

The kiug has not yet returned, and 
the queen and her ladies, relieved of his 

* Marie de Medici died in poverty at Cologne, 
aged sixty-nine. 



dreary presence, revel in unusual free- 
dom. Concerts, suppers, dances, repasts 
in the forest, and moonlight walks on the 
terrace, are their favorite diversions. 
Anne of Austria has not positively for- 
gotten the lonely captive at Compi^gne, 
but is too much engrossed with her own 
alfairs to remember more than her prom- 
ise to assist her. That atmosphere of 
flattery a woman loves so well and ac- 
cepts as an offering exacted by her beauty, 
breathes around her. Monsieur Gaston, 
Due d*0rl6ans, the king's only brother, is 
always by her side. Monsieur is gay, 
polished, gallant ; tall and slight like his 
brother, and pale-faced, but not, as with 
Louis, with the pallor of disease. He has 
much of his mother's versatile nature 
without her violent temper. Like her he 
is fickle, weak, and treacherous, incapable 
of any deep or stable feeling. Monsieur 
talks to the Queen of Madrid, and sym- 
pathizes with her attachment to her 
brother, to whom Anne writes almost 
daily long letters in cipher (always com- 
mitted to the care of the Duchesse de 
Chevreuse), notwithstanding the war be- 
tween France and Spain. 

One moonlit night the queen and her 
ladies had lingered late on the stately 
terrace, built by Henry IV., which bor- 
ders the forest and extends for two miles 
along the edge of the heights on which 
the chateau stands. The queen and her 
brother-in-law. Monsieur Due d'Orl^ans, 
have seated themselves somewhat apart 
from the rest on the stone balustrade that 
fronts the steep descent into the plains 
round Paris. Vineyards line the hill-side, 
which falls rapidly toward the Seine 
flowing far beneath, its swelling banks 
rich with groves, orchards, villas, and 
gardens. Beyond, the plains lay calm 
and still, wrapped in dark shadows, save 
where the moonbeams fall in patches and 
glints of silvery light. Of the great city 
which spreads itself beyond, not a vestige 
is to be seen. All human lights are ex- 
tinguished, but the moon rides high in 
the heavens in fields of azure brightness, 
end the stars shine over the topmost 
heights, whore, on the very verge of the 
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horizon, and tacmg the terrace, the tow- 
era of the Cathedral of Saint-Denis break 
the dusky sky-line. 

*' What a lovely night I " she says, at 
last, as she casts her eyes out over the 
broad expanse of earth and sky. ^^ Oh, 
that the world could be ever as calm and 
peaceful I " 

A sad look comes into her eyes — she 
heaves a deep sigh, throws back her head, 
and gazes upward. The softened rays of 
the moon shine upon her face, light up 
the masses of her golden hair, nnd play 
among the folds of a long white robe 
which encircles her to the feet. She sits 
framed, as it were, in a circle of super- 
natural lustre. Monsieur is beside her, 
rapt in admiration. The beautiful vision 
before him intoxicates his senses. The 
landmarks of social restriction, of tyran- 
nous etiquette, have vanished, gone, with 
the sun and the daylight. He forgets 
that she is a great queen, the wife of his 
brother, his sovereign ; he forgets all save 
that she is there before him, a dazzling 
presence, sprung, as it seems, out of the 
darkness of the night. He gazes at her 
with rapture. "Words which had often 
before trembled on his lips must now be 
uttered. He is about to speak, when the 
queen, unconscious of what is passing 
within him, awakes from her reverie and 
points to the forest. 

"See, Gaston, how the moon plays 
upon those branches. I could almost be- 
lieve that some fantastic shapes are glid- 
ing among the trees. Let us go back; 
the forest is horribly dark, it frightens 
me.^* And she shudders. 

" I can see nothing but you, my sister," 
answers monsieur, softly. " Ton are the 
very goddess of the night." And his 
eyes rest on her with an impassioned gaze. 

Anne of Austria still looks fixedly 
into the thicket, as if fascinated by the 
mystery of the great woods. Again she 
shudders, and wraps the light mantle she 
wore closer around her. 

" It is late, my brother," she says, ris- 
ing. "If I stay longer I shall have evil 
dreams. Let us go." 

"Oh, my sister! Oh, Anne I" cries 



the duke, " let us stay here forever I " 
And he caught one of the folds of her 
white robe, kissed it, and gently en- 
deavored to draw her, again, toward the 
balustrade. 

"By no means," replies the queen, 
startled, for the first time meeting his 
eyes. " Ah, my brother," adds she, be- 
coming suddenly much confused, "are 
you sure you do not frighten mo more 
than the strange shapes among the trees? " 

"Trust me I" cries monsieur, ardent- 
ly, retaining her robe almost by force. 
" Tell me you will trust me — now, al- 
ways. Ah, my sister, my heart bleeds 
for you. Never, never will you find one 
so devoted to you as I — " 

There was a certain eloquence in his 
words, a truth in his pretestings, that 
seemed to touch her. Anne flushes f^om 
head to foot. 

" Monsieur — Gaston — let me go." 
And she disengages heraelf with diffi- 
culty. Monsieur now rose. "Where is 
the Duchesse de Chevreuse? " asks Anne, 
not knowing what to say. 

"No fear for her: she is well at- 
tended," replies monsieur, in a voice full 
of vexation, " Every one is in good luck 
but me. I never saw a man so madly in 
love as poor Ghalais, and the duchess re- 
turns it," 

The queen is now walking? onward, at 
as rapid a pace as the uncertain light per- 
mitted, along the terrace. Monsieur fol- 
lows her. 

"Yes — in love" — and Anne laughs 
her silvery laugh ; " but that is not the 
way I would give my heart if I gave it at 
all, which I don^t think I am tempted to 
do." And she looked back archly at 
monsieur, whose countenance fell. " Gha- 
lais is one among so many," continues 
the queen, trying to resume her usual 
manner. "The duchess is very benevo- 
lent." 

"Alas! my poor Henry 1" answers 
monsieur, "with him it is an overwhelm- 
ing passion. Louvigni and the others ad- 
mire and court the duchess ; but they are 
not like Ohalais — he worships her. The 
duchess is a coquette, who uses liim for 
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her own purposes. She is now inciting 
him to head a dangerous conspiracy 
against the cardinal. Ohalais has opened 
the matter to me ; but they go far--dan- 
gerously far. I cannot pledge myself to 
them as yet." 

*^ O Gaston I " exclaims the queen, stop- 
ping, and laying her hand eagerly on his 
arm ; " if you love me, as you say you do, 
join in any conspiracy against the car- 
dinal." 

The queen speaks with vehemence. 
A sudden fire shot into her eyes, as she 
turns toward monsieur. Her delicate 
hand still rests for an instant upon him, 
and is then withdrawn. 

"Fair sister," replies the duke, "you 
cannot pretend to misunderstand me. For 
your service I would risk any thing — how 
much more a tussle with an arrogant 
minister, wlio has outraged me— as much 
as he has you I Perhaps, Anne, I would 
risk too much for your sake. Deign to 
command me, sister — queen," he adds, 
"only to command me, and I will 
ohey." 

Anne is now walking onward. For a 
few moments she does not reply. 

" If you would serve me — let Riche- 
lieu be banished," says she, at last, im- 
periously. " I care not whither. Noth- 
ing is too bad for him. lie has dared to 
insult me. You, Gaston, are safe, even 
if you fail. My brother will receive you 
at Madrid ; I will take care of that." 

"I am overcome by your gracious 
consideration for my welfare," cries mon- 
sieur, catching at her words. " But, my 
sister," continues he, gravely, "do you 
know what this plot means? Assassina- 
tion is spoken of. At this very moment 
I wager my life the duchess is employing 
all her seductions to draw Chalais into a 
promise of stabbing the cardinal." 

^ ' Stabbing the cardinal ? Impossible I 
Chalais would not commit a crime. You 
make me tremble. The duchess told me 
nothing of this. She must have lost her 
head." 

"I know that Chalais is fiercely jeal- 
ous. He is jealous of every one who ap- 
proaches the duchess, and we all know 



' that the cardinal is not insensible to her 
charms — " 

"Odious hypocrite I" breaks in the 
queen. 

"As long as Richelieu lives," con- 
tinues monsieur, " my mother will not be 
set at liberty. He dreads her infiuence. 
He knows she has a powerful party." 

" It is infamous I " exclaims Anne of 

§ 

Austria. 

" The cardinal persuades the king that 
he alone can govern France, and that our 
mother desires to depose him and appoint 
a regency, which I am to share with her ; 
that you, my sister, conspire against him 
with Spain. My brother, weak, irreso- 
lute, insensible to you, believes all that is 
told him. I, my mother's only friend, 
dare not assist her. You, his wife, the 
loveliest princess in Europe, he repulses. 
You might as well be married to an an- 
chorite. Thank God, his majesty's health 
is feeble, his life very uncertain. If he 
dies I shall be King of France, and then — ^" 
He pauses, as if hesitating to finish the 
sentence. "Ahl my sister I" he ex- 
claims, stopping and trying to detain her. 
" Had I been blessed with such a consort, 
I would have passed my life at her feet. 
Would that even now I might do so ! " 

The queen had stopped. She stands 
listening to him with her face turned 
toward the ground. 

Some sudden resolve seemed to form 
itself in her mind. She rouses herself, 
and motions to monsieur with her hand 
to go onward. "Alas! my brother," she 
says, with a deep sigh, " do not press me, 
I beseech you. You know not what you 
say. Such words are treason." And she 
hurries onward into the gloom. " Head 
the conspiracy against the cardinal," she 
continues, moving quickly forward, as if 
afraid to hear more ; " restrain the vio- 
lence of Chalais, who loves you well, and 
will obey you. I will temper the indis- 
cretion of the duchess. She is an excel- 
lent lieutenant, inspired in her readiness 
of resource and ingenuity in intrigue; 
but — she is a bad general. We must be 
careful, Gaston, or we shall all find our- 
selves prisoners in the Bastile." 
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" No, by Saint Paul I not so, my ais- 
ter," and monsiear laughs gayly, for liis 
facile nature dwelt upon nothing long, 
and his thoughts had now been diverted 
into other channels. ^* No ; but we will 
liave Richelieu there I Bassompierre and 
<l'Omano are with us; they swear that 
they will shut him up in an iron cage— 
AS Louis XL did Oardinal Balue — ^for life, 
and feed him on bread and water. Carps 
de Dieu ! I should like to see it.^' 

"But I will have no blood shed," re- 
joins the queen ; "remember that." 

" My sister, your word is law. When 
I have learned more from Ohalais, I will 
inform you of every detail." 

They had now reached the ch&teau. 
The windows shone with light. Torches 
l^xed in the ground burned round the 
great quadrangle, and a guard of musket- 
eers, assembled near the entrance, pre- 
sented arms as the queen passed. 

A page appeared, and handed a dis- 
patch to Mademoiselle de M^rigny, who 
had now joined the queen. She presented 
it to her migesty. Anne broke the seals. 
As she read she colored, then laughed. 
"Gaston," whispered she, turning to 
monsieur, " this is the most extraordinary 
coincidence. We have been talking of 
the cardinal, and here is a letter from him 
in which he craves a private audience. 
You shall learn by-and-by what it means." 

^^Far Dieu, I " exclaimed monsieur, full 
of wonder. 



CHAPTER XXXni. 

THE CARDINAL DIFPED. 

AiTNS OF Austria seated herself be- 
side a fire which burned on the hearth. 
She signed to her attendants to withdraw. 

" Send hither to me the Duchess de 
Chevreuse, if she has returned to the 
•€h&teau," said she to one of tTie pages in 
wdting. Then Anne drew from her 
bosom the letter she had just received. 
'*'It is incredible," said she, speaking to 
herself, "that he should so compromise 
himself! Pride has turned his brain. 



Now it is my turn. Monsieur le Oardinal." 
The duchess entered hastily. " Read, ma 
helle, read ! " cried Anne, holding out the 
dispatch to her, " the fates favor us. Let 
us lay a trap for this wicked prelate." 

"Jfa/ai," replied the duchess, after 
having reperused the letter contained in 
the dispatch, " even I could not have con- 
trived it better. Here is the cardinal 
craving a private audience of your nii^jes- 
ty in the absence of the king. It will bo 
a declaration in form — such as he made 
to me." 

"A declaration to me, duchess? He 
would not dare — " 

"Madame, ho has been a soldier, and 
has passed his life along with a great 
queen. He believes himself irresistible. 
Who knows if Mario de Medici did not 
tell him so?" Anno of Austria looked 
displeased. "Pardon me, madame, this 
saucy cardinal, whom I call the court- 
knave, makes mo forget myself. Your 
majesty must receive him graciously." 

"Yes, he shall come," cried Anuc; 
" he shall come and pay for his audacity, 
the hypocrite I But tell me, duchess, tell 
me instantly, how can I best revenge my- 
self? I have a long account to settle. 
Shall I command my valets, Laporte and 
Putange, to hide behind the arras and 
beat him until he is half dead ? " 

"No, madame, that would be too dan- 
gerous; he might cut your head off in 
revenge, d la reine Anne BoUyn. We 
must mortify him — ^wound his vanity : no 
vengeance equal to that with a man like 
the cardinal. He is intensely conceited, 
and proud of his figure. He imagines 
that he is graceful and alluring — ^perhaps 
he has been told so by her mjyesty — I 
beg your pardon, madame" — and the 
duchess stopped and pursed up her lips, 
as if she could say more but dared not. 

" Did Marion de TOrme betray him ? " 
asked the queen, slyly, " or do yon speak 
on your own knowledge? " 

" I have it I " cried Madame de Che- 
vreuse — not noticing the queen's question 
— and her mischievous eyes danced with 
glee. " I will meet him when he comes 
to-morrow, and persuade him to appear 
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in the dress of a Spaniard, out of compli- 
ment to yon. Stay, he shall dance, too, 
and wo will provide a mandolin to ac- 
company his voice. I will tell him that 
you have long admired him in secret, and 
that, if he appears in so becoming a cos- 
tume, he is sure to be well received. A 
Spanish costume, too, for he knows how 
you adore Spain, the spy — then he shall 
dance a sara^andsj a bolero d VEspagnol^ 
or sing — " 

"Hal ha I duchess, yon are impay^ 
abUy'^ and the queen laughed until the 
tears ran down her cheeks. "But will 
lie be fool enough to believe yon? If he 
does, I will kill him with scorn, the dar- 
ing cardinal! " and Anne of Austria drew 
herself up, looked into a mirror opposite, 
shook her golden curls, and laughed 
again. 

The next morning, at the hour of the 
queen's levee, the cardinal arrived. The 
Bnchesse de Chevreuse met him and con- 
ducted him to a room near the queen's 
saloon. She carefully closed the door, 
begged him to be seated, and, with on air 
of great mystery, requested him to listen 
to her before his arrival was announced 
to her mt^esty. The cardinal was great- 
ly taken aback at finding himself alone 
with the duchess. She looked so seduc- 
tive ; the dark tints of her luxuriant hair, 
hanging about her neck and shoulders, 
harmonized so well with her brunette 
complexion, her brown eyes bent smil- 
ingly upon him, her delicate robe cling- 
ing to her tall figure, that he was almost 
tempted to repent his infidelity to her, 
and that he had come for any other than 
for her. 

"Your eminence is surprised to see 
me," said she, smiling, and speaking in 
the softest voice, and with the utmost ap- 
parent frankness ; " but I am not in the 
least jealous," and she shook her finger 
at him. 

The cardinal reddened, and looked 
confused. 

"Do you, then, duchess, guess on 
what errand I have come? " 

"Perfectly, perfectly; when I heard 
yon had requested a private audieuce in 



the absence of the king, I understood the 
rest." 

"Perhaps I have been indiscreet," 
said Richelieu, and he sighed; "but I 
was anxious to explain my position to the 
queen. I fear that she misconceives me ; 
that she looks on me as her enemy ; that 
she imagines that I prejudice the king 
against her. I desire to explain my feel- 
ings to her; they are of a mixed nature." 

"So I should suppose," answered Ma* 
dame de Chevreuse, primly, almost burst- 
ing with suppressed laughter. 

"Bo you think, then, madame, that 
her majesty might be induced to lay aside 
her silence, her reserve ? Are you author* 
ized to admit me to her presence ? " 

" I am, cardinal." 

Eichelieu's face fiushed deep, his eyes 
glistened. 

" To a certain extent," continued the 
duchess, " the queen is gratified by your 
homage. Her ipsgcsty has noted your 
slim yet manly form, your expressive 
eyes. She admires your great talents." 

" Do I dream ? " exclaimed Richelieu. 
" You, madame, are indeed magnanimous. 
I feared that yon might be indignant at 
what you might consider my incon- 
stancy." 

"No, cardinal, yon could not be in- 
constant, for you were never loved." 

Eichelieu started. 

"By me — I mean to say, yoni* emi- 
nence. You really should spare me," 
added she, affectedly ; " but I suppose I 
must speak. Anne of Austria, the daugh- 
ter of a hundred kings, the wife of your 
sovereign, secretly loves you, monseign- 
eur. It is astonishing your extraordinary 
penetration never discovered this before. 
Since you went into the Church you must 
have grown modest ; *but love is blind,' 
says the motto," and the duchess was 
obliged to hold her handkerchief to her 
face to hide her laughter. 

" What words of ecstasy do you utter, 
adorable duchess 1 But you must be 
aware of the coldness, the insulting scorn, 
which the queen has hitherto shown 
toward me. How could I venture to- 
guess — ? " 
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*^ Ah, cardinal, it is easj to seo you 
are not so advanced in the art of love as 
of politics. Let me advise you to read 
Ovid— a little of *The Art of Love'— 
pour vous remettre. Did 70U learn so lit- 
tle, then, from her late migesty, Marie de 
Medici, as not to know that where most 
Cupid triumphs he most conceals his 
wicked little person ? That very coldness 
and scorn you speak of are hut proofs of 
the queen's passion. But let me tell you one 
thing : the queen fears you may deceive 
— betray her ; and you must excuse her 
in this, when you remember, monseign- 
eur, certain tales of treachery — all utter- 
ly false, of course — ^but then pardon a 
woman's fears. You must, to speak 
plainly, give her some nndoubted proof 
of your love." 

"Madame, you cannot doubt, after 
what I have just heard, that I can hesi- 
tate in promising to do all and every thing 
my royal mistress can desire." 

The duchess confessed afterward to 
the queen that it was with the utmost 
difficulty she could keep her countenance, 
so absolutely farcical were his transports. 

" Have a care what you promise," said 
the duchess to the cardinal; "the queen 
is very hizarrey and perhaps may require 
something impracticable." 

"Madame," replied Richelieu, "to »i« 
nothing in this realm is impracticable; 
speak only her majesty's wishes, and I 
hasten to obey them." 

" Well, then, to-night you must come 
at dusk to her apartments." The cardi- 
nal bounded from his chair with delight. 
"To-night; but not in this sombre, mel- 
ancholy dress; you must wear a toilet 
a little connendble to the part you hope to 
act — sometliing brilliant, gandy — vnpan- 
taUm f>ert, par exemple^ The cardinal 
started. " At your knees little bells must 
be fastened. You must have a velvet 
jacket, scarlet scarf, and^ in fact, all the 
€t emterM of a Spanish dress. It will 
please the queen, and pay her a delicate 
compliment, to which, believe me, she 
will not be insensible." 

All this time Richelieu had listened 
to the duchess in an agony of surprise 
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and amazement. "But, madame," said 
he, at length, "this is impossible. I, a 
dignitary of the Church, a cardinal. Much 
as I desire to show my devotion to the 
queen, she herself cannot expect from mo 
so strange, so extraordinary a proof — " 

"Certainly, monseigneur, it is an ex* 
treme proof of your devotion, and as such 
the queen will regard it. She will be 
gratified, and at the same time will be 
thoroughly convinced of your sincerity. 
However, pray do as you please," and the 
duchess shrugged her shoulders ; " I mere- 
ly mention her majesty's wishes ; you are 
quite at liberty to refuse. I shall there- 
fore," and she rose, "report your re- 
fusal." 

" Stop, duchess, stop, I entreat you I " 
interrupted Richelieu, "you are so pre- 
cipitate! I will — ^I must! (But what a 
fearful degradation ! I, the prime-minis- 
ter of France, a prince of the Church, to 
appear in the disguise of a mountebank I) 
Ah, madame, her migesty is too hard on 
me ; but I adore, I worship her too much 
to refuse. Yes — her wishes are my law ; 
I cannot, I dare not refuse.* Tell the 
queen, at twilight this evening, I will 
present myself in her apartments." 

The duchess waited no longer, but 
flew to acquaint the queen with her suc- 
cess. Neither could for a long time ar- 
ticulate a single syllable, they were so 
overcome with laughter. Music was in- 
troduced behind the arras, for the car- 
dinal was to be prevailed on to dance 
a sarahande. Then they impati^itly 
aw^ted the moment of his arrival. At 
last, enveloped in a Spanish doak that 
entirely concealed his dress, the cardinal 
entered. He was hastily rushing toward 
the queen — Heaven only knows with 
what intentions — when Madame de Che^ 
vreuse interposed : 

"Not yet, cardinal — not yet; you 
must show us your dress first, then you 
must dance a sardbande, a bolero — some- 
thing. Her migesty has heard of your 
accomplishments and insists on it." 

" Yes," cried Anne of Austria, " I in- 
sist on it, monseigneur, and have pro- 
vided the music accordingly." 
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The violins now struck up. Kichelien 
looked confounded. He was almost on 
the point of rushing out, when a few 
words whispered to him by the duchess 
arrested him ; they acted like a charm. 
Casting one deep, impassioned glance at 
the queen, who sat at a little distance re- 
posing on a couch, ravishing in beauty, 
her rosy lips swelling with ill-suppressed 
scorn, ho threw down his cloak, display- 
ing his extraordinary dress, bells, scarlet 
scarf and all, and began to dance — yes, to 
dance I 

Poor man I he was no longer young, 
and was stiff for want of practice ; so, 
after a few clumsy entrechats and pirou- 
ette^, he stopped. He was quite red in 
the face and out of breath. He looked 
horribly savage for a few moments. The 
music stopped also, and there was a pause. 
Then he advanced toward the queen, the 
little bells tinkling as he moved. 

" Your majesty must now be convinced 
of my devotion. Deign, most adorable 
princess, to permit mo to kiss that exqui- 
ite hand." 

The queen listened to him in solemn 
silence. The duchess leaned behind her 
couch, a smile of gratified malice on her 
face. The cardinal, motionless before 
them, awaited her reply. Then Anne of 
Austria rose, and, looking him full in the 
face, measured him from head to foot. 
Anger, contempt, and scorn, flashed in her 
eyes. At last she spoke — ineffable dis- 
gust and disdain in her tone : '* Your emi- 
nence is, I rejoice to see, good for some- 
thing better than a 8py, I had hitherto 
doubted it. Yon have diverted me im- 
mensely. But, take my advice : when 
you next feel inclined to pay your ad- 
dresses to the Queen of France, get your- 
self shut up by your friends for an old 
fool. Now you may go." 

Richelieu, who had gradually turned 
livid while the queen spoke, waited to 
hear no more. He covered himself with 
his cloak, and rushed headlong from the 
room. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE MAID - OF - HONOB. 

The king returns to Saint-Germain as 
suddenly as he had departed ; he com- 
mands a hunt in the forest at noon. The 
chateau wears an air of unusual gayety. 
The king and queen start together from 
the quadrangle, but they do not address 
each other. Anne, who rides on in front, 
attended by monsieur, is positively daz- 
zling in her sunny beauty. Her delicate 
cheeks are flushed with C2(citement. A 
small velvet cap, with a heron's plume, 
rests on her head, and an emer^d-colored 
riding-dress, bordered with gold, sets off 
her rounded figure. She is followed by 
her ladies, many of whom wear masks to 
protect their complexions. The maids-of- 
honor are in blue, with large hats over- 
topped by enormous feathers. 

Near them rides the king. He is much 
too shy to address Mademoiselle de Haute- 
fort before such an assemblage ; but his 
eyes constantly follow her, and he is in- 
finitely gratified by the reserve of her 
manner toward the young gallants of the 
court. Behind him rides the grand - fal- 
coner, followed by the huntsmen, the 
piqueur, the whippers-in, and the falcons, 
hooded and chained to the wrists of their 
bearers. Last come the dogs — the sad 
king's special favorites. The brilliant 
cavalcade flashes among the glades, which 
intersect the forest in every direction. 
The gayly-caparisoned steeds, and their 
still gayer riders, the feathers, the lace, 
the embroidery, flutter in and out among 
the openings of the wood, and are lost in 
the many paths, where every turn is so 
like the other, yet each marked by some 
special beauty. Most of the ladies are 
mounted on palfreys, but some prefer lit- 
ters ; others are drawn up and down in 
cumbrous coaches, that threaten each 
moment to overturn on the gnarled roots 
of beech and oak that break the sward. 
On the riders dash between the giant 
tree -trunks, unhidden by the luxuriant 
foliage that masses the woods in summer 
— for the season is spring — and the trees 
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Are covered 'with but a slight shade of 
green leaves just bursting from the gray 
boughs. Yonder they dart under a pine- 
tree that darkens the ground, its spiky 
branches casting forth an aromatic per- 
fume. Then beneath a cherry-tree, white 
with snowy blossoms, on among a maze 
of gorse and yellow broom that streak the 
underwood with fire. 

The birds sing in the bushes, the bees 
buzz amons: the blossoms, and the horses' 
lioofs crush the tender mosses and the 
early flowers that carpet the ground. At 
the approach of the hunters hares and 
rabbits run lightly away, and timid does, 
with their young at their side, scamper 
far into the deepest recesses of the woods. 
Now the bugles sound, the dogs bay loud- 
ly ; they spread themselves from side to 
«ide and disappear among the coppice, 
and the whole glittering company, gilded 
coaches, litters, and all follow them, and 
dash out of sight, and are hidden among 
the trees. 

It was arranged that the hunt should 
lead toward a noble mansion lying on the 
confines of the forest, in the direction of 
Bondy, where the host, apprised of the 
intended honor, had prepared an ample 
collation. 

Etiquette demanded that the king and 
queen should be served apart from the 
rest. After their repast was finished 
and their attendants had withdrawn, the 
(|ueen approached nearer to the king. lie 
started up and turned toward the door. 
Anne followed him. The long ride in the 
forest had flushed her cheeks. She looked 
brilliant. " Your miyesty will not refuse 
to speak to me, surely," said she in the 
softest tones of her naturally sweet voice, 
and she raised her glorious eyes, which 
would have melted any other man but 
Louis, beseechingly. 

The king shook his head sullenly. 

" What have I done that your miyesty 
should scorn me?" said she, stretching 
out her beautiful hand with the most w^in- 
ning gesture to detain him. 

Louis shrank from her touch, and 
turned his back upon her. 

'' Sire, will you not at least hear me. 



as you would hear the least of your sub- 
jects ? " and the queen's eyes filled with 
tears and her hand dropped to her side. 

" What have you to say to me ? " asked 
Louis, harshly, not looking at her. 

"When I last saw your miyesty at 
Compi^gne," replied she, with a faltering 
voice, **your mother, the queen-dowa- 
ger" — at her name Louis shuddered — 
"was mistress of the palace and of 
France. She sat at the royal board; she 
presided at the council of state ; your ma- 
jesty obeyed and loved her as a son. She 
is now a prisoner— disgraced, forsaken, 
ill." The queen's voice became so un- 
steady that she was obliged to stop, and 
unbidden tears rolled down her cheeks. 
" What has this great queen done to de- 
serve your majesty's displeasure?" she 
added, after a pause. 

"Madame, it is no affair of yours," 
answered Louis, gruflly. "I refuse to 
give you my reasons. I act according to 
the advice of my council. Do not detain 
me," and he tui*ned again to leave the 
room. Anne placed herself in front of 
him ; her head was thrown back, her fig- 
ure raised to its full height, the tears on 
her eyelids were dried ; she was no longer 
timid, but exasperated. 

" If I have ventured to intercede for 
the queen-mother," said she, with dig- 
nity, " it is because she implored me to 
do so. She wept upon my bosom. Her 
heart was all but broken. I comforted 
her as a daughter. I promised her to 
use such feeble powers as I had to soften 
your heart, sire. It is a sacred pledge I 
am discharging." 

"You are a couple of hypocrites ! " 
exclaimed Louis, with great irritation, 
facing round upon her. "You hate each 
other. From my mother I have freed 
myself; but you " — and he surveyed her 
savagely from head to foot — "you, Ma- 
dame Anne of Austria, you remain." 

"Yes, I remain," returned Anne, 
" until, as I am told, you crave a dispen- 
sation from the pope and send me back 
to Madrid." These last words were 
spoken slowly and with marked empha- 
sis. "I am a childless queen," and she 
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shot a bitter glance at Lonis, who now 
stood rooted to the spot and listened 
to her with an expression of speechless 
amazement. 

" Who told yon, madame, that I songht 
a dispensation from the pope, and to send 
yon back to Madrid ? *- asked Louis, sharp- 
ly. Then, without waiting for an answer 
ho put his hand to his forehead as if some 
sudden thought had struck him, knit his 
brows, and was lost in thought. 

"I have heard so, no matter how," 
answered the queen, coolly, " and on ex- 
cellent authority. Sire," she cried, pas- 
sionately, no longer able to restrain her 
feelings, " you use me too ill — rather than 
suffer as I do I will leave France forever ; 
I will not bear the mockery of being called 
your wife — I would rather bury myself 
in a convent at Madrid." 

Louis was so completely abstracted 
that, although he had asked her a ques- 
tion, he had forgotten to listen to her re- 
ply. Now, however, he caught at her 
last word. 

'^ Madrid ? Yes, madame, I believe it. 
Your heart is there. I know it but too 
well. Would you had never left Madrid I 
Ever since you came into France you have 
desired my death that you might wed a 
comelier consort." 

Louis could scarcely articulate, so vio- 
lently was he excited. Anne did not stir, 
only her glowing eyes followed, as it 
were, each word he uttered. 

" You talk of the queen-mother : do 
you know that she warned me long ago 
that you were dishonoring me? " 

" Oh, sire, if you forget who I am," 
exclaimed the queen, " remember at least 
that I am a woman ! " and she burst into 
tears, and for a few moments sobbed bit- 
terly. 

'*Can you deny it, madame," con- 
tinued tlie king, with rising fury, his 
mouth twitching nervously, as was his 
wont when much agitated — " can . you 
deny it? Am I not become a jest among 
my own courtiers ? You, the Queen of 
France, openly encourage the addresses 
of many lovers. You ai*e wanting, ma- 
dame, even in the decency of. the reserve 



becoming your high station," and Louis 
clinched his fist with rage. 

"I deny what you say," returned the 
queen, boldly; "I have discoursed with 
no man to the dishonor of your migesty." 
She was trembling violently, but she 
spoke firmly and with dignity. ^^ If I am 
wanting in concealment," added she, ^^ it 
is because I have nothing to conceal." 

" I do not believe you," answered the 
king, rudely. 

"No. sire, you do not, because you 
are my enemy. Your mind is poisoned 
against me. You encourage the lies of 
Richelieu, you slander me to my own at- 
tendants. Worse than all, you dare to^ 
couple my name with that of the Due 
d^Orldans, your own brother. It is a 
gross calumny." 

Her voice rose as she spoke ; the pow- 
er of truth and innocence was in her look 
— it was impossible not to believe her.. 
For an instant the king^s suspicions seemed 
shaken. He followed eagerly every word 
she uttered; but at the name of monsieur 
a livid paleness overspread his face ; for 
a moment he looked as if he would have 
swooned. Then, recovering himself some- 
what, he came close up to her, and with 
a wild look he scanned her curiously, a& 
though to read some answer to his suspi- 
cions. "Who can have told her? who 
can have told her?" he muttered half 
aloud — " a secret of state, too. It is not 
possible that — " The last words were 
spoken so low that they were lost. Louis 
was evidently struggling with some pain- 
ful but overwhelming conviction. His 
head sunk on his breast. Again ho be> 
came lost in thought. Then, looking up, 
he saw that the queen was watching him. 
She was waiting for him to speak. Thi» 
awakened him suddenly to a conscious- 
ness of what was passing, and his anger 
burst forth afresh. 

" You say I am your enemy — yes, I 
am, and with reason. Are you not de- 
voted to the interests of Spain, now at 
war with France? Bo you not betray 
me in letters to your brother ? Answer 
me." It was now the queen's turn to 
falter and tarn pale. The king perceived 
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It. *^I have 70a there, Madame Anne; 
I have yon there ; ^^ and he laughed vin- 
dictively. ^^My life is not safe heside 
yoa. Like my great father, I shall die 
by an assassin whose hand will be di- 
rected hy my wife ! " A cold shiver 
passed over him. " Richelieu has proofs. 
Vrai Dieti, madame, he has proofs. It is 
possible," he added, with a sardonic smile, 
which made him look ghastly, ^Hhat yoa 
may return to Madrid sooner than you 
imagine— you and the Duchesse de Che- 
vreuse, your accomplice." 

^' Not sooner than I desire, sire, after 
your unworthy treatment," exclaimed 
Anne, proudly, her anger overcoming 
her fears that her letters might have been 
really deciphered. "I come of a race 
that cannot brook insult ; but I can bear 
disgrace." 

Louis, who felt that the ^ queen was 
getting the better of him, grew furious — 
" I will have no more words, madame," 
8hout€\d he ; *^ we will deal with facts. I 
shall appeal to my minister and to my 
council. For myself, I am not fit to gov- 
ern," he added, in an altered voice, and 
with the forlorn air of a man who cannot 
help himself. 

'^ Speak not to me, sire, of Richelieu 
imd the council over which he presides," 
-cried Anne, goaded beyond endurance. 
" Richelieu is a traitor, a hypocrite, a lib- 
ertine — not even his sovereign's wife is 
sacred to him ! " 

'^ Ah, madame, it is natural that you 
and Richelieu should disagree," retorted 
the king, with an incredulous sneer. 
" He is a match for you and for the duch- 
ess your counsellor — the duchess whose 
life disgraces my court." 

Anne had now thrown herself into a 
chair, her hands were crossed on her 
bosom, her eyes bent steadily on the 
king, as if prepared for whatever fresh 
extravagance he might utter. Even the 
enraged Louis felt the influence of lier 
fixed, stem gaze. He ceased speaking, 
grew suddenly confused, paced up and 
down hurriedly, stopped, essayed again 
to address her — then abruptly strode out 
of the room. 



The queen and her ladies are seated 
on a stone balcony that overlooks the par- 
terre and the park of Saint-Germain. Be- 
low, the king's violins are playing some 
music of his composition, set to words in 
praise of friendship, full of covert allu- 
sions to Mademoiselle de Hautefort. The 
queen's fair young face is clouded with 
care; she leans back listlessly in her 
chair, and takes no beed of the music or 
of what is passing around her. The Che- 
valier de Jars approaches her. There is 
something in his air that alarms her ; she 
signs to him to place himself beside 
her. 

Mademoiselle de Hautefort, conscious 
that every one is watching the effect of 
the music and the words upon her, sits 
apart at the farther end of the gallery, 
from which the balcony projects, almost 
concealed from view. A door near her 
opens noiselessly, and the king puts in his 
head. He peers round cautiously, sees 
that no one has perceived him, and that 
Mademoiselle de Hautefort is alone, then 
he creeps in and seats himself by her side. 
He looks saddened and perplexed. 

" Why do you shun me? " he asks, ab- 
ruptly. 

" You have been absent, sire." 

" Did you miss me ? " His voice 
sounds so strange and hollow that Made- 
moiselle de Hautefort looks up into his 
face. Something had happened; what 
could it be? Some misfortune to the 
queen is always her first thought. Be- 
fore she can reply, Louis sighs profound- 
ly, so profoundly that he almost groans, 
contemplating her, at the same time, with 
looks of inexpressible sorrow. *' Alas I " 
exclaims he at last, "*' I had hoped so much 
from this interview when we parted at 
Fontaineblean ; I have lived upon the 
thought, and now — my dream is ended ; 
all is over I " The maid-of-honor grows 
alarmed; either he is gone mad, she 
thinks, or something dreadful has hap- 
pened. 

" I cannot conceive what you mean, 
sire?" she replies, not knowing what to 
say. 
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"Are yon, too, false?" he continnes, 
" with those eyes so full of truth ? Yet 
it must he you, it can he no other. False 
like the rest; a devil with an angePs 
face 1 " The maid-of-honor is more and 
more amazed. ''Yet I trusted you; with 
my whole heart I have trusted you," and 
he turns to her with a piteous expression, 
and wrings his hands. ^'I unfolded to 
you my forlorn and desolate condition. 
It might have touched you. Tell me," 
he continues, in a tone of anguish, " tell 
me the truth ; was it you who betrayed 
me?" 

Mademoiselle de Ilautefort is terrihly 
confused. She understands now what 
the king means; a mortal terror seizes 
her: what shall she say to him? She is 
too conscientious to deny point-blank that 
she has told his secret, so she replies eva- 
sively, that she is "his miyesty's faithful 
servant." 

*' But, speak," insists the king, " give 
mo a plain answer. How docs the queen 
know a state secret, that I confided to 
you alone, that I oven whispered in your 
ear?" 

" Sire, I — I do not know," falters the 
maid-of-honor. 

"Swear to me, mademoiselle, that 
you have not betrayed mo to the queen ; 
swear, and I will believe you. Pardieu ! 
I will believe you even if it is not true ! " 
Louis's eyes shine with hidden fire ; his 
slight frame quivers. 

Mademoiselle do Hautefort, trembling 
for her mistress, with difliculty controls 
herself. " Your majesty must judge me 
as you please," she replies, struggling to 
speak with unconcern. "I call God to 
witness I have been faithful to my trust." 

" I would fain believe it," replies the 
king, watching her in painful suspense; 
he seems to wait for some further justifi- 
cation, but not another syllable passes 
her lips. Still the king lingers ; his looks 
are riveted upon her. 

At this moment the music ceases. Tlic 
maid-of-honor starts up, for the queen 
has left the balcony. The king had van- 
ished. 

Anne of Anstria, quitting those around 



her» advances alone to the spot where 
Mademoiselle de Hautefort had been talk- 
ing with the king. "I am going at once 
to the Val de Grftce," she whispers, in 
great agitation. 

" Indeed, madame ; so suddenly ? " 

"Yes, at once. I have just heard 
from the Chevalier de Jars that Chalais 
is arrested at Nantes. He accuses me 
and the Duchesse do Chevreuse of con- 
spiring with him. Richelieu meditates 
some coup de main against me. I shall 
be safe at the Val de Grfice. You and 
the duchess will accompany mc. Here is 
a letter I have written in pencil to my 
brother; it is most important. I dare 
not carry it about me ; take care to de- 
liver it yourself to Laporte." 

The queen drew from her pocket a let- 
ter, placed it in the maid-of-honor 's hand, 
and hastenfil back to rejoin the company. 
Mademoiselle was about to follow her,, 
when Louis suddenly rose up before her, 
and barred her advance. 

"Mademoiselle de Hautefort," he said, 
" I have heard all. I was concealed be- 
hind that curtain. Give me that letter, 
written by my wife, I command you." 

" Never, sire, never I " and Mademoi- 
selle de Hautefort crashed the letter in 
her hand. 

"How— dare yon refuse me? Give 
it to me instantly I " and he tried to tear 
it from her grasp. She eluded him, re- 
treated a few steps, and paused for a mo* 
ment to think ; then, as if a sudden in- 
spiration liad struck her, she opened the 
lace kerchief which covered her neck 
thrust the letter into her bosom, and ex- 
claimed : 

"Here it is, sire; come and take it! " 

With outstret<;hed arms she stood be- 
fore him ; her cheeks aglow with blushes, 
her bosom wildly heaving. Wistfully he 
regarded her for a moment, then thrust 
out his hand to seize the letter, plainly 
visible beneath the gauzy covering. One 
glance from her flashing eye, and the 
king, crimson to the temples, drew back ; 
irresistibly impelled, he advanced again 
and once more retreated, then with a 
look of baflSed fury shouted, "Now I 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

AT VAL DE GBACE. 

The ancient Benedictine abbey of the 
Val Profond, near Bi^vre le Ch&let, three 
leagues from Paris, was founded by Ro- 
bert, son of Hugh Capet. Soon after her 
arrival in France, Anne of Austria bought 
the ground upon which the then ruined 
abbey stood, moved the nuns to Paris, 
and placed them in a convent called the 
Val de Gr4ce,* nnder the Mont Parnaase, 
near the Luxembourg Gardens. To this 
convent of the Val de Gr4ce the queen 
often resorted, to seek in prayer and medi- 
tation (for slie was eminently pious) con- 
solation and repose. On these occasions 
she occupied a suite of rooms specially set 
apart for her use. 

It is a bright morning, and the sun- 
shine streams through the painted win- 
dows, and streaks the marble floor of 
the queen's oratory with checkered col- 
ors. To the east, under a lofty window, 
stands an altar, covered with a costly 
cloth, on which, in golden sconces, bum 
many votive candles. Anne of Austria 
is seated in a recess, on a carved chair of 
dark oak. She is dressed in black; her 
golden curls are gathered under a sober 
coif ; she looks pale, and ill at ease ; her 
eyes, dulled by want of sleep, are anxious 
and restless ; but there is a resolution in 
her bearing that shows she is prepared to 
meet whatever calamity awaits her with 
the courage of her race. Mademoiselle 
do Hautefort sits on a low stool at her 
feet. She is weeping bitterly. 

**Ah, madame," she sobs, "this is 
Richelieu's revenge ! It is all his doing. 

* Now th« military hoepital of tho Val de Qrilce, 
ST7 Rae Baint-Jacqnes. Anne of Anstria, having 
been married twenty-two years withont isBiie, 
▼owed that she would bnlld a new church within 
the convent* if she bore an heir to the throne. 
After the death of l)er Imsband, Lonis Xni., she 
fhlfllled her vow. The first stone of the present 
church waa laid in 1645, by her eon, Lonis XIY. 



How could your m^esty listen to the ad- 
vice of that wild duchess, and affront him 
so cruelly at Saint-Germain ? Alas I ho 
will persecute you as long as he lives." 

'^I cauDot recall the past," answers 
Anne, sadly. 

'* Had you reposed confidence in me, 
madame, this would never have happened. 
Madame de Chevreuse has sacrificed you 
to her love of intriguo:" 

*' My poor Chevreuse ! she is no more 
to blame than I am. Where is the duch- 
ess, mademoiselle?" 

While the queen speaks, a sound of 
wheels entering the court-yard from tho 
street of Saint^acques breaks the silence. 
A moment after, Madame dc Chevreuse 
rushes into the oratory, so hidden in a 
black hood and a long cloak that no one 
would liave recognized her. She flings 
herself on her knees before the queen, 
and grasps her hands. 

"Ah, my dear mistress, you are 
saved ! " she cries, breathlessly. Anno 
raises her, and kisses her tenderly. "I 
am Just come from the Bastile. I went 
there disguised as a priest. I have seen 
Chalais. The cardinal interpreted what 
Chalais said — purposely, of course — into 
meaning an attempt upon the life of tho 
king." 

" Great God ! " exclaims Anne, turn- 
ing her glistening eyes to heaven — " what 
wickedness! " 

"The king has joined the cardinal in 
a purpose to prosecute your mtgesty for 
treason. His majesty is furious. He de- 
clares that ho will repudiate you, and send 
you back into Spain. He has commanded 
the Chancellor Siguier and the Archbish- 
op of Paris to repair here to the Convent 
of the Val de Grdce to search your pri- 
vate papers for proofs of your guilt and 
of your treasonable intrigues with Spain. 
They are close at hand. I feared lest 
they had already arrived before I could 
return and apprise your miyesty." 

"But what of Chalais? " cries Anne. 
"Why did you visit him in the Bas- 
tile?" 

" To learn what had passed between 
him and the cardinal. We must all tell 
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the same story. Ohalais confesses to me 
that, in the jconfasion of his arrest at 
Nantes, he did let fall some expressions 
connecting your mjgesty, Monsieur, and 
myself, with the plot against Richelieu, 
and that, when questioned, ho avowed 
that he acted with your knowledge.'^ 

*^ Ah, the coward ! '* cries Mademoi- 
selle de Hautefort, hitterly. "And you 
love him I " 

"No, mademoiselle, Chalais is no 
coward. He is a nohle gentleman, whose 
fortitude will yet save her majesty. He 
has heen hetrayed hy Louvigni, the trai- 
tor, out of jealousy. Do not interrupt me, 
madcmoiseUe," continues the duchess, see- 
ing that Mademoiselle de Hautefort is 
again ahout to hreak forth into re- 
proaches against Ohulais. "No sooner 
had Ohalais arrived at the Bastile than 
Richelieu visited him in his cell. He of- 
fered him his life if he would consent to 
inculpate your migesty in the plot Cha- 
lais refused, and asserted that the plot 
of which you were informed by Monsieur 
the Due d'0rl6ans was directed against 
himself; and he told the cardinal he 
might tear him in pieces with wild- 
horses before he would say one word 
to your miyesty's prejudice." 

"Generous Chalais!" exclaims the 
queen, clasping her hands. " Can he not 
be saved ? " 

" No, madame ; my noble friend must 
die. Tie knows it, and places his life at 
your feet." 

Anne sobs violently. 

"Horrible I Oh, that I should cost 
those who love me so dear! Proceed, 
duchess." 

"The cardinal had in the mean time, 
as soon as your majesty left Saint-Ger- 
main, sent to force your drawers and 
cabinets for papers." Anne rises to her 
feet, white with terror. "Never fear, 
madame; I had thought of that. La- 
porte had destroyed everything by my 
order. Only one letter to your brother 
the King of Spain was found. It was 
written the day you left, and confided by 
you, Mademoiselle de Hantefort, to La- 
porte ; " and the duchess gives a spiteful 



glance at tlie maid-of-honor. "Before 
he dispatched it, Laporte was seized and 
searched." 

"There was nothing in that letter 
derogatory to me as Queen of France," 
says the queen, quickly. "I spoke of 
Richelien^s insane passion for me, and 
described the scene at Saint-Germain; 
and I told him I was about to leave for 
the Val de Gr&ce — nothing more. The 
cardinal will not show that letter." 

" Tes, madame, God be praised I it is 
so. But it was absolutely necessary that 
I should tell Chalais that but one letter 
had been found, and that perfectly inno- 
cent, before he was examined by the car- 
dinal. I have told him. He knows he 
can save his queen. He is content to die." 

As the duchess speaks, the sonnd of 
wheels again interrupts them. 

" Hark I The chancellor and the arcli- 
bisliop have arrived. Courage, your ma- 
jesty I All now depends on your pres- 
ence of mind. Nothing will be found in 
this convent, and Laporte waits at the 
door withont. He will suflfer no one to 
enter." 

' Anne flings herself into the arms of 
the duchess. 

" You have saved me I " she cries, and 
covers her with kisses. 

• • • • • 

An hour has passed. Laporte knocks 
at the door, and enters. His looks be- 
tray the alarm he tries to conceal. 

" The chancellor, madame, has ar- 
rived, in company with the Archbishop 
of Paris," he says, addressing the queen. 
" The archbishop has commanded the ab- 
bess, the venerable Louise de MiUi, and 
all the sisterhood, who went ont to meet 
him. to return each one within her cell, 
and not to exchange a single word to- 
gether during the time be remains in the 
convent, under pain of excommunica- 
tion." 

The queen and the duchess exchange 
anxious glances. Laporte speaks again, 
with much hesitation : 

"I regret to say that the chancellor 
then proceeded to search all the cells. 
No papers were found." 
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The dachess clasps her hands with ex- 
Qltation. 

*'*' How can I go on ? " Lapoite groans, 
the tears coming into his eyes. *^ For- 
give me, madame ; I cannot help it.'' 

The queen makes an impatient ges- 
ture, and Laporte continues : 

" The chancellor craves your mfyesty's 
pardon, but desires me to tell you that he 
bears a royal warrant, which he must 
obey, to search your private apartment, 
and this oratory also." 

"Let him have every facility, my 
good Laporte," answers the queen, col- 
lectedly. — '*• Mademoiselle de Hautefort, 
deliver up all my keys to Laporte.** 

"The chancellor and the archbishop 
desire to speak also to the lady-in-waiting 
on your msjesty, the Duchesse de Che- 
vrense," Laporte adds. 

" What new misfortune is this ? " cries 
Anne of Austria, turning very pale. " 60, 
dear duchess; all is not yet over, I 
fear." 

Madame de Ohevrease leaves the ora- 
tory with Laporte. The queen casts her- 
self on her knees before the sacred relics 
expiosed on the altar. She hides her face 
in her hands. 

It is not long before the duchess re- 
turns. Her triumphant air has vanished. 
She tries to appear unconcerned, but can- 
not. Anne rises from her knees, and 
looks at her in silence. 

" Speak, Madame de Ohevreuse ; I 
can bear it," she says, meekly. 

" Alas ! my dear mistress, Richelieu's 
vengeance is not yet complete. The chan- 
cellor has announced to me that a council 
of state is about to assemble in the re- 
fectory of the convent. You are sum- 
moned to appear, to answer personally 
certain matters Idd to your charge." 

Mademoiselle de Hautefort utters a 
loud scream. The queen, her eyes riv- 
eted on tiie duchess, neither moves nor 
speaks for some moments. 

''Tou have more to say. Speak, 
duchess," she says at last, in a low voice. 

" Nothing whatever has been found — 
no line, no paper. I took care of that." 
And the duchess smiles faintly. 



"Yon have not yet told me all. I 
must hear it. Conceal nothing," again 
insists the queen. 

" Alas I it is indeed as you say. The 
chancellor" — and her voice fails almost 
to a whisper — "has express orders, under 
the king's hand, to search your miyesty's 

" Search an anointed queen ! " ex- 
claims Anne of Austria. "Never! " and 
she stretches out her arms wildly toward 
the altar. — " Holy Vbgin, help me I " she 
I. cries. 

At this moment the sound of many 
footsteps is heard without in the stone 
passage, approaching the door. Anne of 
Austria has risen ; she stands in the cen- 
tre of the oratory; an unwonted fire 
glows in her eyes ; a look of unmistakable 
command spreads itself over her whole 
person. Never has she looked more royal 
than in this moment of extreme humilia- 
tion. The duchess rushes to the door, 
and draws the ponderous bolts. 

" Now let them come," cries she, " if 
they dare I " 

They all listen in breathless silence. 
The voice of Laporte, who has returned 
to his post outside the door, is heard in 
low but angry altercation. Then he is 
heard to say, in a loud voice : 

" No one can be admitted to her ma- 
jesty, save only the king, without her 
permission." 

" We command yon in the name of 
the law. Stand aside ! " is the reply. 

Then another voice speaks : 

" We are the bearers of an order from 
the king and the Council of State to see 
her migesty." 

It is the chancellor's voice, and his 
words are distinctly audible within. 

"I know of no order but from the 
queen, my mistress. Your grace shall 
not pass. If you do, it shall be across 
my body," Laporte is heard to reply. 

" We enter our solemn protest against 
this breach of the law ; but we decline to 
force her majesty's pleasure." It was 
still the chancellor who spoke. Then the 
sound of receding footsteps told that he 
was gone. 
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" Where will this end ? " asks Anne, 
in a hollow voice, sinking into a chair. 

The duchess and Mademoiselle de 
Ilautefort fling their arms round her. 

" Bear up, madame, the worst is over. 
Be only firm ; they can prove nothing," 
wliispers the duchess. *' There is not a 
tittle of evidence against you." 

** Ah, but, my friend, you forget that 
the king is eager to repudiate me. Made- 
moiselle de Hautefort knows it from his 
own lips." 

^' He cannot, without proofs of your 
guilt," the duchess answers, resolutely. 
" There are none. And if he does, quHm-, 
porte? Why mar that queenly brow 
with sorrow, and wrinkle those delicate 
cheeks with tears ? Be like me, madame, 
a citizen of the world — ^Madrid, Paris, 
London — what matters? The snn shines 
as brightly in other lands as here. Yon 
are young, beautiful, courageous. To see 
you is to love you. Swords will start 
from their scabbards to defend you. 
Your exile in your brother's court will 
be a triumph. You will rule all hearts; 
you will still be the sovereign of youth, 
of poetry, and of song I " 

As she speaks, the duchess's counte- 
nance beams with enthusiasm. Anne of 
Austria shakes her head sorrowfully, and 
is silent. 

"You are happy, dachess, in such 
volatile spirita," says Mademoiselle de 
Hautefort, contemptuously, her eyes all 
the while fixed on her royal mistress; 
" but I cannot look on the disgrace of the 
Queen 6f France as though it were the 
finale to a page's roundelay." 

The sound of many heavy coaches 
thundering into the inner court of the 
convent puts a stop to further conversa- 
tion. 

" The council is assembling ! " ex- 
claims the duchess. 

At these words the queen rises me- 
chanically ; her large eyes, dilated and 
widely open, are fixed on vacancy, as 
though the vision of some unspoken hor- 
ror, some awful disaster, had risen before 
her. She knows it is the crisis of her 
life. From that chamber she may pass 



to banishment, prison, or death. For a 
moment her mind wanders. She lookB 
round wildly. " Spare me I spare me ! " 
she murmurs, and she wrings her hands. 
" Alas I I am too young to die ! " Then, 
collecting her scattered senses, she moves 
forward with measured steps. "I am 
ready," she says, in a hollow voice. 
" Unbar the door." 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

THE QXJEEX BEFORE THE COUNCIL. 

The refectory of the convent of the 
Val de Gr&ce is a vast apartment, dimly 
lighted by rows of small lancet windows 
placed along the side-walls. These wall» 
are bare, panelled with dark wood, and 
great oaken rafters span the tented roof. 
At the eastern end hangs a largo crucifix 
of silver. In the centre of the apartment 
is a table, round which the three princi- 
pal members of the council are assembled. 
Alone, at the head, is the king, uneasily 
seated on the corner of a huge chair. 
His whole body is shrunk and contracted, 
as though he were undergoing some ago- 
nizing penance. He never raiBes Ms eyes, 
and his pallid face worics with nervous 
excitement. His hat is drawn over his 
brow ; liis hands are clasped upon hia 
knees. That he had come in haste is ap- 
parent, for he wears his usual dark hunt- 
ing-dress. 

At liis right hand is the cardinal, 
wearing a long, tightly-fitting soutane of 
purple silk, with a cloak of the same 
color. His countenance is perfectly im- 
passive, save that when he moves, and 
the light from above strikes upon his 
dark eyes, they glitter. In his delicate' 
hands he holds some papers, to which he 
refers from time to time ; others lie on 
the table near him. Opposite the cardi- 
nal are the Archbishop of Paris and the 
Chancellor Siguier. At the farther end 
of the council-table, facing the king, Anne 
of Austria is seated. The color comes 
and goes upon her downy cheeks; but 
otherwise, no sovereign throned in fabled 
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state is more qaeenlv than this golden- 
haired daughter of the Caesars. 

The cardinal turns toward her, but, 
before addressing her, his eyes are gath- 
ered fixedly upon her. Then, in a placid 
voice, he speaks : 

"Your miyesty has been summoned 
by the king here present to answer cer- 
tain matters laid to your charge." 

Anno of Austria rises and makes an 
obeisance, looking toward the king, then 
reseats herself. 

"I am here to answer whatever ques- 
tions liis majesty sees good to put to me," 
slie replies, in a clear, firm voice. 

" His m^esty, madame, speaks through 
my voice," says Richelieu, significantly, 
observing her pointed reference to the 
king^s presence ; " I am hero as his alter 
ego. It is said," he continues, in the 
same impassive manner with which he 
had at first addressed her, **that you, 
Madame Anne of Austria, consort of the 
king, hold a treasonable correspondence 
in cipher with your brother, Philip, King 
of Spain, now waging war against this 
realm of France, and that therein you 
betray to him secrets of state to the mani- 
fest liurt'and danger ^of the king^s armies, 
by affording treacherous foreknowledge 
of their movements and of the measares 
of his government. What answer does 
your mjy esty make to so grave a charge ? " 

" If it be so, let these letters be pro- 
duced," answers the queen, boldly. " I 
declare that, beyond the natural love I 
bear my brother and his consort, Eliza- 
betli of France, sister to the king — which 
love surely is no crime — I have ilever, by 
word or deed, betrayed aught that I 
might know to the prejudice of the king, 
my husband, or of this great country of 
wliich I am the queen." 

" Whv, then, madame, if these letters 
were harmless, did yon write in a cipher 
unknown to the king^s ministers? " asks 
the cardinal, bending his piercing eyes 
keenly upon her. 

"Because," replies the queen, "I 
knew that spies were set, by the king's 
order, at your instance," and she points 
to the cardinal, " to waylay these letters. 



the writing of which has been to me, next 
to God, my greatest comfort in much sor- 
row and persecution which I have suffered 
wrongfully since I came into France." 

" Madame," continues Bichelieu, 
speaking with the same unmoved voice 
and manner, "do you know Henry de 
Talleyrand, Comte de Ohalais, master of 
the robes to his m^esty, and once es- 
teemed by him as his faithful subject ? " 

" I do know him," answers the queen. . 

" Do you also 'know t!iat this gentle- 
man, the Comte de Chalais, has been 
lately arrested at Nantes, and is now ly- 
ing in the prison of the Bastile, accused 
of having treacherously conspired against 
the sacred person of his majesty, with the 
design of placing on the throne, at his 
death, Monseignenr, Due d'0rl6ans — 
brother of the king ; and that the Comte 
de Chalais avers and declares, before wit- 
nesses, that he acted by your order and 
by your counsel? What answer have 
you to make to this, madame ? " 

" That it is false, and unsupported by 
any evidence whatever, and that you, 
Cardinal Richelieu, know that it is false." 
Then Anne of Austria raises her hands 
toward the crucifix hanging before her : 
"By the blessed wounds of our Lord 
Jesus, I swear that I never knew that the 
life of the king, my husband, was threat- 
ened ; if it were so, it was concealed from 
me." A stifled groan is heard from the 
king. Both the chancellor and the arch- 
bishop appear greatly impressed by the 
queen's solemn declaration, and whisper 
together. Richelieu alone is hnmoved. 

Then the queen rises, and, for tho 
first time, turns her large eyes full upon 
the cardinal, over whose frame a momen- 
tary tremor passes. "It was of another 
plot that the Comte de Clialais spoke ; ' 
and of another assassination, not that of 
the king. His majesty himself — if I mis- 
take not — ^knew and did not disapprove 
of this other project, and of removing him 
whom I mean. Nevertheless, I shrank 
from the proposal with horror ; I ex- 
pressly forbade all bloodshed, although it 
would have removed a deadly enemy 
from my path." And tho queen, while. 
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she speaks, fixes her undAnnted gaze tM 
on the cardinal, who casts down his eyes 
on the papers he holds in his hands. 
^^ Let his mcgesty confront me with 
Clialais; he will confirm the truth of 
what I say." Anne of Austria stops to 
watch the effect of her words. Some- 
thing like a groan again escapes from the 
king; ho pulls at his heard, and moves 
uneasily in his chair, as the cardinal's 
lynx -eyes are directed, for an instant, 
towai'd him with a malignant glare. The 
cardinal stoops to consult some documents 
that lie upon the tahle, and for a few mo- 
ments not a word was uttered. Then, 
resuming his former placid voice and 
nlanner, Richelieu faces the queen, and 
proceeds : 

'^ Further, madame, it is averred, and 
it is helieved hy his migesty, that you, 
forgetting the duty of a wife, and the 
loyalty of a queen, have exchanged love- 
tokens with the said prince of the hlood, 
Gaston, Due d'Orl^ans, now for his mani- 
fest treason fled into Spain" — at these 
words, to which she listens with evident 
horror, Anne clasps her hands — '* far- 
ther, that you, madame, and your lady of 
the hedchamher, Marie de Lorraine, Du- 
chesse de Ohevreuse, did conspire, with 
Ohalais and others, for this unholy pur- 
pose." 

Anne's face is sufi^ed with a deep 
hlush of shame while the cardinal speaks ; 
for a moment her courage seems to fail 
her : then, collecting herself, she stretches 
out her arms toward the king, and says, 
solemnly : " I call on his migesty, Louis — 
Buniamed the Just — ^my husband, to con- 
front me with my accusers ; I am inno- 
cent of this foul charge." 

At this appeal the king half rises, as 
if with an intention to speak, then sinks 
back again into his chair. His features 
twitch convulsively ; he never raises his 
eyes. 

" Is that all you have to reply to the 
wicked and murderous project said to be 
entertained by you of wedding, Jrom iiv- 
elination^ with the king's brother, at his 
death, if by feeble health, or any other 
accident, his migesty had been removed ? " 



and the cardinal bends his glassy eyes 
earnestly upon the queen. 

'^I reply that I should have gained 
nothing by the change. The Due d'Or- 
16ans is as fickle and unworthy as his ma- 
jesty, who sits by unmoved, and hears 
his consort slandered by her enemies." 
Anne's eyes flash fire; her indignation 
had carried her beyond fear ; she stancs 
before the council more like a Judge than 
a criminal. *^ Have a care, Armand de 
Plessis, Cardinal Minister and tyrant of 
France, that you question me not too 
closely," the queen adds in a lower voice, 
addressing herself directly to Richelieu. 
As she speaks she puts her hand to her 
bosom, and discloses, between the folda 
of her dark-velvet robe, a portion of a 
letter, bound with purple cord, which 
Richelieu instantly recognizes as the iden- 
tical one he had addressed to her at 
Saint-Germain, asking for a private audi- 
ence. The cardinal visibly shudders ; 
his whole expression changes ; his im- 
passive look is turned to one of anxiety 
and doubt ; he passes his hands over his 
forehead, as if to shade his eyes from the 
light, but in reality to give his fertile 
brain a few moments*^ time in which to 
devise some escape from the danger that 
threatens him, should the queen produce 
that letter before the council. So rapid 
has been the queen's action that no one 
else has perceived it. Something pecul- 
iar, however, in the tone of her voice at- 
tracts the notice of the king, who, rous- 
ing himself from the painful abstraction 
into which he has fallen, gazes round for 
the first time, and bends his lustreless, 
gray eyes suspiciously on the cardinal, 
and from him on the queen ; then, shak- 
ing his head doubtftiUy, he again resumes 
his former weary attitude. Meanwhile 
the queen, imagining that she perceives 
some compassion in that momentary 
glance, rises and advances close to the 
edge of the council-table. Grief, anger,' 
and reproach, are in her looks. With a 
haughty gesture she signs to the cardinal 
to be silent, clasps her small hands so 
tightly tliat the nails redden her tender 
skin, and, in a plaintive voice, addresses 
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herself directly to the king: *^0 sire, 
is not your heart moved with pity to be- 
hold a great princess, sach as I, your 
wife, and who might have been the moth- 
er of your children, stand before you 
here like a criminal, to suifer the scorn 
and malice of her enemies ? " — ^she is so 
overcome that her voice falters, and she 
hastily brushes the starting tears from 
her eyes. " I know," she continues, with 
her appealing eyes resting on the king, 
*^ I know that you are weary of me, and 
that your purpose is, if possible, to repu- 
diate roe and send me back into Spain ; 
you have confessed as much to one of my 
maids-of-honor, who, shocked at the pro- 
posal, repeated it to me. I appeal to 
yourself, sire, if this be not true ? " and, 
laying one hand on the table, she leans 
forward toward Louis, waiting for his 
reply ; but, although he does not answer 
her appeal, he whispers a few words into 
the ear of the archbishop, standing next 
to him, who bows. Then he falls back 
on his chair, as if weary and exhausted 
by a hopeless struggle. " My lords, the 
king cannot deny it," says Anne of Aus- 
tria, triumphantly, addressing the council ; 
"My lords, I have never, since I came 
into France, a girl of fifteen, been per- 
mitted to occupy ray legitimate place in 
his m^esty's affections. The queen-dow- 
ager, Marie de Medici, poisoned his mind 
against me ; and now Cardinal Richelieu, 
her creature " — and Anne casts a look of 
ineffable disdain at Richelieu — " continues 
the same policy, because he dreads my 
influence, and desires wholly to possess 
himself of the king^s confidence, the bet- 
ter to rule him and France." 

The queen's bold words had greatly 
impressed the council in her favor. The 
archbishop and the chancellor consult 
anxiously together. At length the Arch- 
bishop of Paris interposes. 

"Her majesty the queen appears to 
h^e explained most satisfactorily all the 
accusations made against her. I was 
myself present at the examination of her 
private apartments within this convent 
of the Val de Gr&ce. Nothing was found 
but proofs of her pious sentiments and 



devout exercises, such as scourges, girdles, 
spiked with iron to mortify the flesh, 
books of devotion, and missals. It is ta 
be desired that all royal ladies could dis- 
arm suspicion like her m^esty. If, there- 
fore, the evidence which the cardinal 
holds be in accordance with her mtgesty^s 
declarations, all the charges may be with- 
drawn, and her majesty be returned to 
those royal dignities and honors which 
she so fitly adorns. — Speak, Cardinal 
Richelieu, do you hold connter-endence 
— ^yea, or nay ? " 

The cardinal does not at once answer. 
He shuffles some papers in his hands, 
then tarns toward the king, and whispera 
in his ear. Louis makes an impatient 
gesture of assent, and resumes his de- 
spondent attitude. 

" I have his miyesty's commands for 
replying," answers Richelieu, "that no 
letters implicating the queen in treason- 
able correspondence with her brother 
have been at present actually found, al- 
though his mijesty has reason to believe 
that such exist. Also that the Comte de 
Chalais's statements are in accordance 
with those of her majesty. Also that the 
kmg acquits Madame Anne, his consort, 
of the purpose of marrying with his 
brother, Monsieur Due d'0rl6ans, on 
whom alone must rest the onus of such a 
crime. — ^Usher of the court, summon the 
queen's ladies-in-waiting to attend her. 
— Your majesty is free," adds Richelieu, 
and the mocking tone of his voice betraya 
involuntarily something of the inward 
ruge he labors to conceal. "Madame 
Anne of Austria, you are no longer a 
prisoner of state under examination by 
the council, but are, as before, in full pos- 
session of the privileges, powers, immuni- 
ties, and revenues, belonging to the Queen- 
consort of France." 

Anne of Austria leaves her chair, sa- 
lutes his mi^esty with a profound obei- 
sance, of which Louis takes no other no- 
tice than to turn his eyes to the ceiling, 
and then advances toward the door. The 
chancellor and the archbishop rise at the 
same time from the council-table, and 
hasten to open the door by which she 
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is to pass out, bowiDg humbly before 
lier. 

^^ The royal carriages are in waiting, 
madame,^' whispered the Duchesse de 
Chevreuse, who, with Mademoiselle de 
Ilautefort, were waiting outside ; and she 
wrung t!ie queen's hand. **My dear, 
dear mistress, I know you are free! *' 

** Praised be God I " replied Anne, " I 
have escaped ; *' and she kissed her on 
both cheeks, as also her maid of-honor, 
who was so overcome she could not say 
one word of congratulation. 

" Come, madame," cried the Duchesse 
de Chevreuse, ^^ let us leave this dreadful 
place, I beseech you, lest the cardinal 
concoct some fresh plot to detain you." 

" Duchess," replied Anne, gayly, ** you 
shall command me. It is to yon I owe 
my liberty. But for your forethought 
those unhappy letters, wrung from me 
in moments of anguish — ah I of despair, 
would have been found, and I should at 
this moment have been on my way to the 
Bastile. — My good Ilautefort, you have 
not spoken to me. You look sad. AVhat 
is it ? " and the queen took her hand. 

*^It is because I have contributed 
nothing toward your majesty's freedom. 
Besides, a foreboding of coming evil over- 
powers me ; " and she burst into tears. 

She again kissed her, and led her by 
the hand toward the cumbrous coach 
which was to bear her to Paris. As 
Anne was preparing to mount into it, as- 
sisted by her page and Laporte, who had 
reappeared, the Chevalier de Jars ap- 
proached hastily, and bowed before her. 

"How now, chevalier I any more ill 
news? Wliat is your business here?" 
asked Anne. 

" It is with this lady," said he, turn- 
ing to the maid-of-honor. — "Mademoi- 
selle de Hautefort, you cannot accompany 
her mtyesty to Paris." 

"Why, chevalier?" demanded Anne 
impatiently, still holding her hand. 

" Because I am commanded to make 
known to you that Mademoiselle de 
Ilautefort is exiled from France during 
his mjyesty's pleasure. — I am charged, 
mademoiselle, to show you this token ; " 



and he produced the other half of the 
golden medallion which Louis had broken 
during their interview at Fontainebleau. 
" The king bade me say that by this token 
he himself commands your instant de- 
parture." 

The queen clasped her in her arms, 

" My poor Ilautefort, is it indeed so ? 
Must I lose my trusty friend? " 

Mademoiselle de Ilautefort threw her- 
self, weeping bitterly, at the queen's feet. 

"Alas! madame," sobbed she, "I am 
banished because I have been faithful to 
you ! " 

" Have you got another order — ^for njy 
arrest, par exemple^ chevalier ? " asked 
the duchess, archly. " I have also com- 
mitted the awful crime of faithfulness to 
her migesty. I suppose I shall go next." 

The chevalier shook his head. 

" No, madame. You will accompany 
the queen to the Louvre." 

The Duchesse de Chevreuse did ac- 
company the queen to the Louvre ; but, 
on arriving there, she found a lettre ds 
cachet banishing her from France within 
twenty-four hours. A similar order was 
also served on the Chevalier de Jars. 

The queen was free, but her friends 
were exiled. 



CHAPTER XXXVIL 

LOUISB DE LAFAYETTE. 

Louise de Lafayette — the only child 
of the Comte Jean de Lafayette, of Haute- 
^-ille, and of Margaret de Boulon-Busset, 
his wife — was the young lady selected to 
fill the vacant post of maid-of-honor to 
the queen, nice De Hautefort, banished. 

So long a time had elapsed since the 
departure of the latter, that it seemed as 
though Anne of Austria never intended 
to replace her; however, the new nMs- 
tress of the robes, the Dufchesse de Sen- 
n6cy, a distant relative of Mademoiselle 
de Lafayette, urged the queen so strongly 
in her favor, that the appointment was at 
last announced. 
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Louise de Lafayette had passed many 
years of her girlhood in a convent, and 
was somewhat devote^ but sincere in her 
piety, and good-natured to excess. Not 
only was she good-natured, hut she was 
so entirely devoid of malice that it actual- 
ly pained her to be made acquainted with 
the faults of others. Perhaps her chief 
characteristic was an exaggerated sensi- 
bility, almost amounting to delusion. She 
created an ideal world around her, and 
peopled it with creatures of her own im- 
agination, rather than the men and wom- 
en of flesh and blood among whom she 
lived — a defect of youth which age and 
experience would rectify. She possessed 
that gift, so rare in women, of charming 
involuntarily — without effort or self-con- 
sciousness. When most attractive and 
most admired, she alone was unconscious 
of her power ; envy itself was disarmed 
by her ingenuous humility. 

Louise was twenty -three years old 
when she was presented to the queen at 
Fontainebleau by the Principessa di Man- 
tua, during her morning reception. The 
saloon was filled with company, and great 
curiosity was felt to see the successor of 
Mademoiselle de Ilautefort. The most 
critical observers were satisfied. The 
new maid-of-honor, though modest and 
a little abashed, comported herself with 
perfect self-possession. She was superbly 
dressed, had a tall and supple figure, good 
features, and a complexion so exquisitely 
fair and fresh, and such an abundance of 
sunny hair, as to remind many in the cir- 
cle of her m^^esty when, in the dazzling 
beauty of her fifteenth year, she came a 
bride into France. But Anne of Austria 
never had those large, appealing gray 
eyes, beaming with all the confidence of 
a guileless heart, nor that air of maiden 
reserve which lent an unconscious charm 
to every movement, nor that calm and 
placid brow, unruffled by so much as an 
angry thought. 

Why had not Mademoiselle de Lafa- 
yette married ? was the general question 
which passed round the circle. 

'* Because she has found no one wor- 
thy of her," was the reply of her friend 



and cousin, the Duchesse de Senn6- 
cy. 

After the new maid-of-honor had 
made her courtesy to the queen, who re- 
ceived her very graciously, the king (who 
had as usual placed himself almost out of 
sight, near the door, in order to insure a 
safe retreat if needful) emerged, and tim- 
idly addressed her. 

Since the scene at the monastery of 
the Val de Gr4ce, and the discovery of 
Mademoiselle de Hautefort's treachery, 
Louis had never once appeared at the 
queen's levee until this morning. At the 
few words of compliment he found cour- 
age to say to her, Louise blushed and 
courtesied, but made no reply. 

The next day the king was again pres- 
ent at her majesty's levee. He did not 
speak, but his eyes never for an insttint 
left the new maid-of-honor. 

The court was at this time greatly agi- 
tated by political events. The Spaniards 
were making the most alarming progress 
in France; they had penetrated in the 
north OS far as Corbie, in Picardy ; in the 
south they were overrunning Provence. 
Troops and money were both wanting. 
The position of the ministry was so criti- 
cal that even Bichelien was at fault. 
Louis, roused from his habitual apathy, 
suddenly remembered that he was the 
son of a great warrior, and electrified the 
council of state by announcing that he 
intended at once to take the field in per- 
son. A resolve so contrary to his usual 
habits excited great discussion and gen- 
eral interest. 

. . • • • 

The saloon of Saint-Louis, at Fon- 
tainebleau, opens from the royal guard- 
room. It is a noble apartment, divided 
into a card -room and a «ri7A-drawing, or, 
as we say, drawing-room. The decora- 
tions are the same as those in the gallery 
of Francis I. ; the walls, painted in fresco 
after designs by Primaticcio, are divided 
by sculptured figures, in high-relief, en- 
twined by wreaths of flowers, fruit, and 
foliage. The ceiling is blue, sown with 
golden stars. Lights blaze from the chan- 
deliers disposed on marble tables, and in 
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the comers of the room, and display the 
artistic beauty of the varions paintings 
and frescos that cover the walls. 

The queen is playing cards with the 
Bishop of Limoges. The court groups 
itself about the double rooms, and at the 
other card -tables. Near the queen are 
her favorites of the hour, the Principesse 
di Gonzaga and di Mantua ; the Duchesse 
de 8enn6cy is in attendance. The king 
is seated on 'a settee in the darkest and 
most distant corner. Anne dares not 
now treat him either with impertinence 
or hauteur. If she cannot bring herself 
actually to fear him, she knows that he is 
capable of revenge. She has learned, 
however, both to fear and to dread his 
minister, Richelieu, under whose inso- 
lent dominion Louisas life is passed. Ma- 
dame de Chevreuse is no longer at hand 
to tempt her into rebeUion, and she has 
learned to submit quietly, if not content- 
edly, to her lot. She has perceived the 
impression made upon the king by her 
new maid-of-honor, and looks on amused 
and indifferent. Of the absolute goodness 
and perfect rectitude of Louise de Lafa- 
yette, no one, and certainly not the queen^ 
could entertain a doubt. 

As she pushes the cards toward the 
Bishop of Limoges to deal for her, which 
lie does after making her a low bow, she 
turns round, the better to observe his 
majesty. He has moved from the settee, 
and is now seated in earnest conversation 
with Mademoiselle de Lafayette. A sneer 
gathers about the comers of her rosy 
mouth, and her eyes dwell upon him for 
an instant with an expression of intense 
contempt; then she shrugs her snowy 
shoulders, leans back in her chair, takes 
up the cards that lie before her, and rap- 
idly sorts them. The conversation be- 
tween Louis and Mademoiselle de La- 
fayette is low and earnest. His natu- 
rally dismal face expresses more lively 
interest, and his lack-lustre eyes are more 
animated than they have been for years. 
As to the maid-of-honor, she listens to 
him with every faculty of her being, and 
hangs upon his words as though, to her 
at least, they are inspired. 



'' The condition of France,^' the king 
is saying, ^^ overwhelms me. Would that 
I could offer up my life for my beloved 
country I Would that I possessed my 
great tiather's military genius to defend 
her I I go, perhaps never to return! 
Alas ! no one will miss me,^' and he 
heaves a heavy sigh, and the tears gather 
in his eyes. 

The maid-of-honor longs to tell him 
all the interest she feels for him, her gen- 
uine admiration, her devotion, her pity 
for his desolate condition ; but she is 
new to court-life, and, like himself, she 
is too timid as yet to put her feelings^ 
into words. She sits beside him motion- 
less as a statue, not daring even to lift up 
her eyes, lest they may betray her. 

** Happy, ah I happy beyond words is 
the man who feels he is beloved, who 
feels that he is missed I *' — here Louia 
stops, casts a reproachful glance at the 
queen, whose back was toward him, then 
a shy, furtive look at Mademoiselle de 
Lafayette, whose heightened color and 
quickened breathing betrays the intensity 
of her feelings ; *' such a one," continues 
the king, ^^ has a motive for desiring fame ; 
he can afford to risk his life in the front 
of the battle. Were I " — and his voice 
sinks almost into a whisper — *^were I 
dear to any one, which I know I am not, 
I should seek to live in history, like my 
father. As it is,^' and he sighs, *^ I know 
that I possess no quality that kindles 
sympathy. I am betrayed by those 
whom I most trast, and hated and de- 
spised by those who are bound by nature 
and by law to love and honor me. My 
death would be a boon to some " — again 
his eyes seek out the queen — *^and a 
blessing to myself. I am a blighted and 
a miserable man. Sometimes I ask my- 
self why I should live at all." It was 
not possible for the human countenance 
to express more absolute despair than 
does the king^s face at this moment. 

" O sire I " was all Mademoiselle de 
Lafayette dare trust herself to reply; in- 
deed, she is so choked by rising sobs that 
it is not possible for her to say more. 

The king is conscious that her voice 
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trembles ; he notices also that her bosom 
heaves, and that she had suddenly grown 
very pale. Her silence, then, was not 
from lack of interest. Louis feels infi- 
nitely gratified by the discovery of this 
mute sympathy. All that was sup- 
pressed and unspoken had a subtle charm 
to his morbid nature. After a few mo- 
ments of silence, Louis, fearful lest tlie 
queen^s keen eyes should be turned upon 
them, rises. 

*^ I deeply deplore, mademoiselle, that 
this conversation must now end. Let 
me hope that it may be again resumed 
before my departure for the army." 

Louise does not reply, but one speak- 
ing glance tells him he will not be re- 
fui<ed. 

At supper, and when she attends the 
queen in her private apartments, she is 
so absent that her friend Madame de 
Senn^cy reprimands her sharply. 

The next morning the duchess went 
to her young cousin's room. Madame de 
Benn^cy had a very decided taste for in- 
trigue, and would willingly have replaced 
the Dnchesse de Ghevrease in the confi- 
dence of Anne of Austria, but she wanted 
her predecessor's daring wit, her adroit- 
ness, witcheries, and beauty; above all, 
she lacked that generous devotion to her 
mistress, which turned her life into a ro- 
mance. Now Madame de Senn^cy thought 
she saw a chance of advancing her in- 
terests by means of her cousin's growing 
favor with the king. She would gain lier 
confidence, and, by retailing her secrets, 
excite the jealousy and secure the favor 
of the queen. 

*<My dear child," said she, kissing 
Loaise on both cheeks, a blnnd smile 
upon her face, "will you excuse my 
early visit?" She seated herself oppo- 
site to Mademoiselle de Lafayette, the 
better to observe her. "Excuse the 
warmth with which I spoke to you last 
night in the queen's sleeping-room; but 
really, whatever attention the king may 
pay you, ma ehhe, you must not allow 
yourself to grow careless in her migesty's 
service. As mistress of the robes, I can- 
not permit it. All the world, my dear 
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cousin, sees he is in love with you" — 
Louise blushed to the roots of her hair, 
shook her head, and looked confused and 
unhappy — " of course he loves you in his 
fashion. I mean," added Madame de 
Senn6cy, quickly, seeing her distress, and 
not giving her time to remonstrate, "a 
perfectly platonic love, nothing improper, 
uf course. He loves you timidly, modest- 
ly, and even in his most secret thoughts. 
I am told by his attendants that the king 
shows every sign of a great passion, much 
more intense than he ever felt for Ma- 
demoiselle de Hautefort, who, after all, 
trifled with him, and never was sincere." 

" I do not know the king well enough, 
duchess, to venture an opinion on his 
character," replied Mademoiselle de La- 
fayette, with diflBdenoe, " but I may say 
that if I had any prepossessions against 
his mijesty, I have lost them ; I am sure 
he is capable of the tenderest friendship ; 
he longs to open his heart to a real friend. 
His confidence has been hitherto abused." 

" My dear child, I have come here to 
advise you to be — well — that friend." 

"O madamel I fear I am too inex- 
perienced to be of use to him ; but if the 
king does ask my advice, which seems 
very presumptuous in me to suppose, I 
shall conceal nothing that I think, neither 
facts nor opinions." 

"Ah I my cousin, try to rouse him ; 
make him reign for himself; tell him to 
shake off that dreadful cardinal." 

" That is, I fear, impossible ; I am too 
ignorant of politics. Besides, what can I 
do now ? he is going away to the war." 

"Well, but, petite aotte^ he will re- 
turn, and you will lueet again." 

" Oh, no," replied Louise, again color- 
ing under the scrutinizing eye of the mis- 
tress of the robes, "he will forget mc 
long before that." 

"Nothing of the kind, Louise," re- 
plied the duchess ; " the king never for- 
gets any thing." 

"Dear duchess, you really are talk- 
ing nonsense. What on earth could 
make the king care for me?" and she 
sighed deeply, and fell into a muse. " I 
do pity him, though," she added, speak- 
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ing with great feeling; "I pity bim, I 
own. Ho is naturally good — brave — 
confiding/* and she paused between each 
word. 

**I am glad you find him so," an- 
swered the duchess, dryly. 

"Yet he ill fulfils his glorious mis- 
sion," continued Louise, as if speaking 
to herself. " He is conscious of it, and it 
pains him. I am sure he suffers acutely." 

"Heal his wounds, then," said the 
duchess, with a cynical smile, but speak- 
ing in so low a voice that Mademoiselle 
do, Lafayette did not catch the words. 

"Ah! if he had but one true friend, 
ho might emulate his great father ! Did 
you hear, duchess, with what firmness 
he addressed the deputies yesterday, who 
had refused to register the royal edicts 
for raising the necessary funds for tho 
army ? ' This money,' ho said, * is not for 
myself, but for the nation, and to main- 
tain tho national honor. Those who re- 
fuse it, iiyure France more than her ene- 
mies thp Spaniards. I will be obeyed,' 
he said. There was energy I Oh, it was 
noble I " and her eyes glistened and her 
cheeks glowed. 

" I suppose tho cardinal had com- 
posed this neat little speech for him be- 
forehand," replied the duchess, with a 
sneer, contemplating her cousin with 
amused inquisitiveness. " You do not 
believe he ever spoke like that himself? 
You do not know him as well as I do, 
else yon would not be so enthusiastic. 
However, it is all as it should be. I do 
not desire to disenchant you, I am sure. 
Au revoir^^^ and the duchess left tho 
room. 

The next morning, before his depart- 
ure for the campaign, Lonis went to bid 
tho queen farewell. It was only a formal 
^^8it, and he stayed scarcely a minute. 
The queen did not affect to care what 
mipht become of him. On leaving her 
audience - chamber, he lingered in the 
anteroom in which her attendants were 
assembled. Mademoiselle de Lafayette 
was seated, with another maid, in a re- 
cess; she — ^Mademoiselle de Guerchy — 
seeing the king's anxious looks, at once 



rose and retired. He immediately took 
her place, and signed to Louise to seat 
herself beside him. Separated from her 
companion, and sitting apart with Louis, 
Louise suddenly remembered that it was 
precisely thus the king had conversed 
tSte-d-tete with Mademoiselle de Haute> 
fort ; she became greatly embarrassed. 

"I come," said the king, turning tow- 
ard her, and speaking in a plaintive 
voice, " I come to bid you adieu." 

Louise bent her head, and put her 
handkerchief to her eyes. Louia started 
at seeing tho big tears roll down hen 
cheeks. 

"I have enjoyed few moments of 
happiness in the course of my dreary 
life," continued he, pressing her hand, 
" but this is one." 

He broke off, overcome apparently 
by his feelings. Louise wiped tho tears 
from her eyes. ^ 

" Sire, believe . me, I only feel the 
same emotion as thousands of your faith- 
ful subjects at a moment when you are 
about to lead the campaign against Spain. 
If you would condescend to inform your- 
self of general opinion, you would find it 
as I say." 

" It may be, mademoiselle ; but I only 
wish now to know your feelings. If you 
will indeed be to me the devoted friend I 
have so long sought in vain, my entire 
confidence shall be yours. I go to-mor- 
row, but the most tender recollections 
will cling to me." As he spoke he took 
her hand in his and kissed it with fervor. 
"Think of me, I implore you, with tho 
same interest you now display. Believe 
me, my heart echoes all you feel. If I 
am spared, please God, your sympathy 
will be tho consolation of my life." 

At this moment the Dnchesse de Sen- 
necy opened the door, in order to cross 
the anteroom. The king started up at 
tho noise, and walked quickly toward an- 
other door opposite. The duchess stopped, 
looked first at Mademoiselle do Lafayette 
seated alone, covered with blushes, then 
at the retreating figure of the king. She 
took in tho whole situation at a glance. 
It was too tempting an opportunity to 
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throw away. There was a favor she 
speciallj desired to ask. This was the 
very moment. In his present state of 
<jonfasion the king, only to get rid of her, 
was sure to grant it. She rashcd after 
him, and, hefore Loais could reach the 
door, she had seized upon him and 
spoken. 

When he was gone, the duchess ran 
up to Louise, who was now stitching at 
some embroidery to hide her blushes, and 
burst out laughing. 

*'You are merry, duchess," said the 
maid-of-honor, glad that any thing should 
divert attention from hei*self. 

^' I am laughing, Louise, at the admira- 
ble presence of mind I have just shown. 
As you are only a debutant^^ I will ex- 
plain what I mean for your special in- 
struction. Ilis majesty does not exactly 
liate me, but something very like it. No 
love is lost between us. He dreads my 
making capital of all I see and hear to the 
queen. He dreads my turning him into 
ridicule — which is so easy. Of all the 
persons about court whom he would least 
have liked to have surprised him in the 
tender conversation he was holding with 
you, I am the one. He tried to reach the 
door. I saw my advantage, and pursued 
him. I knew he wanted to shake me oif, 
so I seized the opportunity to ask a favor 
— of great importance to me. It is granted ! 
Is not this clever? I am grateful, and 
will not repeat one word of this little ad- 
venture to her mcgesty." 

Louise shook her head, and affected 
not to understand her. "You are alto- 
gether mistaken, duchess. His miyesty 
simply honors me with such friendship as 
he might feel toward any loyal subject 
devoted to his interests. It is because 
the court affects to despise him that I ap- 
pear singular in estimating him at his 
true value ; nothing else." 

*'You are a prude!" exclaimed the 
<luches3, bluntly. " I hate affectation, es- 
pecially of that kind." Louise hung her 
head down, and played with some pearls 
with which the gray silk dress she wore 
was trimmed. " Besides, my little cousin, 
jou must not sacrifice the interest of your 



friends, who have a right to look to you 
for favor and patronage." 

*'0 duchess, what a vile thought!" 
cried Louise, reddening. " Do you think 
I would make his m^esty's friendship a 
matter of barter ? " 

"Oh, bah ! " replied the duchess, grow- 
ing angry. " Louise, you are not so sim- 
ple as you pretend. If you ask me the 
question, I reply, certainly your friends 
have a right to look to you^-especially 
myself, who never let the queen rest un- 
til she appointed you her maid-of-honor. 
She had almost made a vow never to fill 
up the place of her dear Mademoiselle de 
Hautefort." Louise stared at the duch- 
ess with a troubled look. Worldliness 
and meanness was a new and unpleasant 
experience — a fresh page in the history 
of the court — that pained and revolted 
her. 

" When the king returns,'* continued 
Madame de Senndcy, not condescending 
to notice her disapprobation, " I shall ex* 
pect you to give mo all your confidence. 
You shall have excellent advice in return. 
If you follow it, in six months* time you 
will revolutionize the court, and banish 
Cardinal Bichelieu. You will by that one 
act secure the king's friendship and her 
mtyesty's favor. Eh, Louise? a brilliant 
position for a little proHnciaU like you I 
You must mind what you are about, or the 
queen will grow jealous. I will take care, 
on the first opportunity, to assure her 
you are only acting in her interests." 

" Jealous of me ! Impossible ! " cried 
Louise. " Such a great queen — so beau- 
tiful, so fascinating ! O duchess, yon are 
joking." 

"Nothing of the kind. I warn you 
not to imagine that there is any joking at 
court, or you will find yourself mistaken. 
Now I shall leave you, Louise. Think 
over what I have said. Remember what 
you owe to those friends whose influence 
has placed you in your present high posi* 
tion." 

• • • • • 

As soon as the duchess left her, Made- 
moiselle de Lafayette hastened to her 
room, locked the door, and sat down 
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to reflect calmly apon all that had passed. 
Her heart melted within her as she re- 
called the king's tender farewell. How 
eagerly his eyes had sought hers I How 
melodious was his tremulous voice I How 
tenderly he had pressed her hand I He 
had spoken out ; he wanted a friend ; he 
had made choice of her ; he had promised 
her all his confidence ! Delicious thought I 
No one had ever dreamed of attaching 
the slightest blame to his intimacy with 
Mademoiselle de Hautefort. It would he, 
therefore, absurd to reject his advances. 
She was safe, she felt, entirely safe in his 
high principles, his delicacy, and his 
honor. If she could only teach him to be 
as firm as he was winning, release him 
from the bondage of favorites, emancipate 
him from the tyranny of Richelieu, and 
deserve his gratitude — perhaps his affec- 
tion I With what energy she would ad- 
dress him on his return, and remonstrate 
with him on his indolence, his indiffer- 
ence I With his courage, his powers of 
mind (in which she sincerely believed), 
his sensibility and gentleness, guided by 
her devoted, far-seeing friendship, might 
he not equal his father as a sovereign — 
surpass him, perhaps, as much as he now 
does in morals, as a man? All these 
vague ideas floated through the brain of 
the simple-minded girl as she sat musing 
within the solitude of her chamber. 



CHAPTER XXXVm. 

TEMPTED. 

News came from the army announc- 
ing brilliant success. The valor of the 
king was specially extolled; he was no 
longer a bashful, feeble prince, victimized 
by feminine cabals, tyrannized over by 
Richelieu. He had suddenly become a 
warrior, foremost in danger, leading his 
troops in person into the hottest of the 
fray. Each day his absence lasted, and 
every fresh intelligence that arrived, added 
to th& excitement of Louise de Lafayette. 
The danger to which he was exposed 
made her tremble. 

She eagerly desired hb return, not for 



the mere pleasure of seeing and converse 
ing with him (though that was very dear 
to her), but because she was sure that the 
time had come when he would himself 
hold the reins of government, and display 
all that nobleness of character with which 
her romantic fancy had invested him. 
Such, at least, was the conviction, how- 
ever delusive, of the pretty maid-of-honor, 
who, lost in contemplation of the king^s 
virtues, failed to perceive the state of her 
own heart. 

At length the campaign terminated. 
Louis had retaken all the places con- 
quered by the Spaniards. They were in 
full retreat. The king returned to Paris, 
which, not having been considered out 
of danger from the attacks of the enemy^ 
received him with transports of joy. ]ila- 
demoiselle de Lafayette, a witness of th& 
universal enthusiasm, saw in Louis th& 
worthy successor of Henry the Great, 
and the inheritor of all his glory. In- 
toxicated by these dreams, slie imagined 
that even her advice would be in future 
needless-^that the king of his own ac- 
cord would suppress the arrogance of 
Richelieu, and henceforth exercise the 
royal authority alone. 

The following day, the court being at 
the Louvre, Louis visited the queen at 
her levee. As he returned into the ante* 
room, he approached Louise de Lafayette. 
She was too much agitated even to wel- 
come him. That Louis was also greatly 
moved was evident. The pallor that al- 
ways overspread his face when excited,, 
was almost death-like, and every feature 
worked convulsively. For some moroent» 
they stood opposite each other, without 
saying a word. Then, overmastering hia 
agitation, Louis addressed her in a low 
voice : " I know not, mademoiselle, when 
we shall be able to resume those conver- 
sations which were so infinitely delight- 
ful — I am overwhelmed with business.*^ 
Then, after glancing round, and seeing- 
that every one had retired, he seized her 
hand and kissed it tenderly, 

"Ah I 80 much the better," said 
Louise, beaming with smiles. ^May you» 
sire, ever be thus occupied I " 
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"Do you want to banish me, then, 
jast OS I am returned ? " said he, retain- 
ing her hand in both of his. 

"No, sire; but I want to see yon 
reign." 

" You have heard me blamed for my 
indolence? I am sure yon have. . All I 
ask is, that yoa will wait and judge for 
yourself. The court is filled with my 
enemies.^^ He spoke with animation. 

"Sire, I need not wait," replied the 
mnid-of-honor, eagerly, her liquid eyes, 
fall of faith and affection, turned upon 
him; "I have long ago decided in your 
favor." 

" May you never change I " ejaculated 
Louis, fervently. " It would console me 
for a world of injustice. I must now 
leave you," and he pressed her hand again 
and raised it to his lips. 

The eagerness with which Louis ap- 
plied himself to state matters after his 
return, evoked much mirth and ridicule 
among the ladies of the court. Louise de 
Lafayette was pained. When Madame de 
Senn6cy declared that his mcjesty's indus- 
try could not possibly last, she was offend- 
ed in the highest degree. The cardinal, 
too, was openly abused for the military ap- 
pointments he had made during the war 
by these fair critics, whereupon Louise, 
who dared not openly defend the king, 
endeavored to justify liim by exonerating 
the cardinal. One morning, when both 
king and minister had been bitterly at- 
tacked in the anteroom, before the queen 
had left her apartments, Louise remarked 
to those around her that the cardinal, 
though unpopular, was undeniably great ; 
that he had founded the Aoad6mie Fran- 
^aise, rebuilt the Sorbonne, established 
the Royal Printing-Press, founded the 
Jardin des Plantes, and that as a minister 
ho was brave, daring, and wise. 

These sentiments caused great sur- 
prise, for Mademoiselle de Lafayette had 
liitherto by no means spared Richelieu. 
The Duchesse de Senn^cy openly rebuked 
her for what she styled her " hypocrisy," 
and sent her in tears to her room. Her 
words, however, were immediately re- 
ported to the cardinal by Ghavigny, a 



gentleman of the bedchamber, who was 
present, one of the many salaried court- 
spies in his pay. Ghavigny particularly 
dwelt upon the earnestness of the raaid- 
of-honor, and assured the cardinal that 
she could only have so expressed herself 
in order to gain his favor. 

No sooner had Ghavigny left the Pa- 
lais Royal than the Gomte de la Meille- 
raye, a distant relation of Richelieu, re- 
quested an audience. La Meilleraye was 
also in attendance on the king. He had 
come, as he said, to ask a great favor of 
his all-powerfal cousin. Would the car- 
dinal assist him to a most advantageous 
marriage with a lady to whom he was de- 
voted — Mademoiselle de Lafayette ? From 
the first moment he had seen her, he said, 
her beauty, her elegance, her modest 
bearing and simplicity-dualities so rare 
in the court circle — ^had enchanted him. 
Thus spoke the Gomte de la Meilleraye* 
Richelieu listened graciously. He liked 
by all legitimate means to advance his 
family, and if the maid-of-honor was his 
partisan, as Ghavigny had reported, noth- 
ing could be more expedient than such a 
marriage. He promised therefore to con- 
sult the king at once, and to endeavor to 
obtain his permission, warning La Meille- 
raye to do nothing in the matter until ho 
had heard again from him. 

The morning council of state over, 
Richelieu accompanied the king into his 
writing-closet, to discuss in private some 
important matters. 

As the queen^s coterie had predicted, 
Louis soon wearied of business, and every 
thing was now replaced, as before, in the 
hands of the minister. 

Louis leaned back in his chair. He 
scarcely heard the cardinal^s remarks. 

From time to time, when specially ap- 
pealed to, he bowed his head in acqui- 
escence. Then turning away his eyes ab- 
stractedly toward the windows, which 
faced the inner court, he anxiously 
watched the driving clouds that scudded 
across the sky. He had fixed a hunting- 
party at Rambouillet, and longed to start 
as soon as the weather cleared, and Rich- 
elieu had left hinu 
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Tho mellow voice of the cardinal, 
"who, however imperative in action, never 
startled his feeble master by any outward 
display of vehemence, had continued 
speaking for some time in a monotonous 
tone, when the king, seeing the sunshine 
appear, suddenly rose. 

" Your eminence has, I imagine, done 
with me for to-day," said he, looking 
eagerly toward the door. 

" Yes, sire ; but there is still a trifling 
matter upon which I would ask your de- 
cision." 

" Pray mention it," replied Louis, tap- 
ping his boots with a riding-whip he had 
taken off a table. 

" My relative, the Comto do la Meil- 
leraye, begs your permission to marry." 

"Willingly," replied Louis; "who is 
the fair lady, cardinal ? " 

"It is MademoiseUe Louise de Lafa- 
yette, sire, maid-of-honor to the queen." 

If a thunder-bolt had fallen at his feet, 
Louis could not have been more over- 
come. He tnmed perfectly livid, took a 
long breath, tottered backward, and sat 
down again. The all-seeing eyes of the 
cardinal were fixed upon him ; he did not 
speak, but watched his master. Louis 
for some moments did not raise his head ; 
then he heaved a deep sigh, and with 
much eflfbrt, in a strangely different 
voice, asked faintly : 

"Does Mademoiselle de Lafayette her- 
self desire this marriage ? " 

Kichelieu had turned away, and, af- 
fecting to be busied with some books and 
pa]>ers lying on the table, replied in an 
indifferent manner : 

"As yet, sire, we are unacquainted 
with the lady's sentiments ; but, as I am 
informed she has no other attachment, I 
cannot but believe such an alliance as 
that of mv cousin will be acceptable to 
her." 

The nervous spasm with which it was 
evident the king had awaited this reply 
instantly relaxed. The color returned to 
his cheeks, his eyes brightened, and he 
stood up : 

" Before I can decide any thing," said 
he, "I must know Mademoiselle de La- 



fayette's feelings ; acquaint me with them 
speedily." 

He spoke in a firm, decided way, very 
unusual with him. 

The cardinal drew his own conclu- 
sions. 



By-and-by Chavigny informed Hiclie- 
lieu that Mademoiselle de Lafayette had 
at once, and unhesitatingly, refused the 
hand of the count. Kichelieu only smiled, 
"I knew it. The king, my good Cha- 
vigny, is in love with her himself. She 
returns it. They understand each other. 
Chavigny, I must see this foolish girl, 
who ventures to mix herself up with hi* 
mi^jesty. I must personally acquaint my- 
self with her feelings." 

"Your eminence will find it most 
difficult to speak with her in private. 
The Duchesse de SennScy proposes giving 
a masked ball, at which her migesty and 
the court will bo present; would that 
suit your plans?" 

"Not at all," replied Richelieu. 
" When I speak there must bo no mask. 
[ must study her countenance. She is 
young and ingenuous. I shall read her 
inmost thoughts. She has not been long 
enough at court to have learned dissimu- 
lation. I must see her before the king 
leaves Paris. We can meet at my niece's, 
the Duchesse de Combalet." 

" Mademoiselle de Lafayette could 
only feel honored by such a summons 
from your eminence," replied Chavigny. 

"Yes, I fancy she will accept the 
offers I shall make her, unless she is an 
absolute idiot." 

Mademoiselle de Lafavetto was dulv 
invited to a dejeuner at the Palais. Cardi- 
nal by the Duchesse de Combalet, who 
received her alone. During breakfast 
her hostess said every thing that could 
flatter and please her. She praised her 
dress and her appearance. She was so 
simple, so unselfish, so different from the 
other maids-of-honor, the duchess siud. 
Then she went on to inform her that she 
knew the cardinal had the higljest opinion 
of her ; that he had often expressed hi^ 
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admiration of her character and lier per- 
son to herself, the duchess, " It is very 
unnsiial with him, mademoiselle, to speak 
to me about the queen's ladies ; he is too 
much engrossed with state affairs, too 
serious, to notice them. But you are an 
exception; you have made a deep im- 
pression on my uncle." 

Louise bowed, grew red and white by 
tum.«i, and listened in wondering silence. 

Suddenly the door opened, and Cardi- 
nal Richelieu appeared, folloil\red by two 
favorite cats. Smiling benignly, he re- 
ceived the maid-of-honor with great con- 
descension. Mademoiselle de Lafayette 
rose at his entrance, and was nbont to 
withdraw, when he took her band and 
insisted on her reseating herself. 

The Duchesse de Combalet spoke with 
him on general subjects, and constantly 
appealed to Louise for her opinion. She 
gave it with her usual modest frankness. 
Every thing she said was applauded by 
the cardinal. He put forth all bis powers 
to please her. 

In about half an hour a servant en- 
tered and whispered to the duchess. She 
affected great annoyance at the interrup- 
tion, and begged the cardinal and her 
guest to excuse her* for a quarter of an 
hoar, while she gave some directions. 
*' Besides," said she, and she turned with 
a meaning look to the maid-of-honor, *^ I 
know that his eminence wants to have a 
little private conversation with you about 
our cpusin De la Meilleraye, whom you 
have so cruelly refused. Poor man I he 
is in despair. — I sholl return in a few 
minutes." Saying which she kissed Made- 
moiselle de Lafayette on both cheeks, and 
withdrew. 

Richelieu and the maid-of-honor were 
now alone. The cardinal was no longer 
the dissolute prelate of other days, the 
adorer of two queens of France, the slave 
of Madame de Chevreuse, the lover of 
Marion de POrme. The life of labor he 
led would have long ago killed any but a 
man of his iron will and calm tempera- 
ment. Be never slept more than three 
hours at a time, and literally worked day 
and night. At eight oV'lock in the morn- 



ing he was astir, ready to receive spies, 
generals, and ministers, suppliants, and 
princes, who were already waiting in the 
anteroom. He was as active as a Roman 
senator, with ahundi'ed clients assembled 
in his portico. Uis cheeks were pinched 
and sunken ; his face sallow ; his thin lips 
colorless ; his brow, a net^work of those 
fine wrinkles that come of excessive 
thought. Even his eyes were dull, and 
half concealed by his eyelids, though on 
occasions they would still shoot forth 
sparks of fire. The straight hair that lay 
upon his forehead, under his red calotte^ 
was scanty and almost white. Alto^ 
gether, his appearance was that of a man 
physically worn oat, and indicative of his 
painful illness and somewhat premature 
death. But the spirit of the man was 
strong within him, and a consciousness 
of latent power disclosed itself in every 
feature. 

As he leaned back in a spacious arm- 
chair, with the two cats seated on bin 
knees, he bent his half-closed eyes upon 
Louise with almost feline cunning. Those 
half-closed eyes alone betrayed his na*- 
ture; otherwise, his countenance ex- 
pressed nothing but tranquil enjoyment. 

" Mademoiselle de Lafayette," he said, 
in a soft, musical voice that struck pleas- 
antly upon the car, " I have both to re- 
proach you and to thank you." Louise 
looked at him with surprise. "Yes, I 
thank you for the favor with which I hear 
you ispeak of me ; and I reproach you for 
having hitherto concealed from me your 
good opinion. I am desirous to see you 
become a member of my family. I hope 
yon will marry my cousin. But, believe 
me, the ties of gratitude are stronger with 
me than those of blood. Mademoiselle, 
I wish to be your friend." Louise bowed 
her head with great respect, but felt be- 
wildered. 

Richelieu piqued himself on being a 
great physiognomist. He had made a 
special study of the human countenance, 
lie saw tliat the fac*e of Mademoiselle de 
Lafayette was totally untroubled. II or 
perfect self-possession astonished him. 
The phrase he had uttered — " I wish to 



130 



ROMANCE OF OLD COURT-LIFE IN FRANCE. 



be your friend/' solemn words, indeed, 
from the mouth of Richelieu — ^had caused 
in her no change of expression! Her 
composed demeanor was, in the eyes of 
the cardinal, an additional reason for se- 
curing her as a partisan, lie had before 
much desired to gain her to himself, but 
he now came to attach an immense im- 
l>ortunce to success. 

^'I am very grateful for your emi- 
nence's kind expressions," said Louise, at 
last, with great modesty, but with equal 
firmness ; ^^ but I do not wish to marry. 
If the offer of your friendship involves 
any sacrifice of my freedom, I must, with 
sorrow, decline it. I seek nothing, your 
eminence. I need no protection.' ' There 
was a quiet dignity in her words and man- 
ner that took the cardinal aback. He said 
nothing; but his eyes, now fully open 
and glistening, rested on the maid-of- 
honor with surprise and displeasure. 

Yet the real loftiness of soul she dis- 
played, the indifference with which she 
ignored his offers, appeared to him so un- 
accountable, that he could only imagine 
she wished to extract from him some 
terms more definite and decided. This 
idea gave him courage to recommence the 
attack. 

^^ Let ns be frank,'' said he, smiling. 
" I know all." 

^* What is it that you mean, monse^ 
gnenr? " 

" The king loves you. The purity of 
his heart and his high principles may al- 
low you to confess it. He loves you. 
And his interest, as well as your own, re- 
quires that we should be friends." 

Mademoiselle de Lafayette grew very 
pale ; she trembled, but did not for a mo- 
ment lose her presence of mind. "To 
what sort of friendship does your emi- 
nence allude ? " 

" An entire confidence on your part, 
mademoiselle, and an active acknowledg- 
ment on mine." 

The cardinal was on the point nf 
promising her titles, estates, and pen- 
sions; but Mademoiselle de Lafayette, 
who, with downcast eyes, listened to him 
in silence, all at once looked up fixedly 



into his face. This look stopped him 
short. 

"Your eminence," said she, "can 
only wish me to give my personal confi- 
dence. In honor I could promise no 
other. But I have no secrets, no conceal- 
ments. I am without ambition, I desire 
no favor. Besides, I am sure that your 
eminence will at once understand me 
when I say that, if ever it were the 
pleasure of his m^esty to repose confi- 
dence in me, there is no temptation, no 
power upon earth, that would induce me 
to betray it." As she spoke, she looked 
straight at the cardinal. The color re- 
turned to her cheeks, and she sat erect — 
gentle, yet infinitely bold. 

Richelieu reddened, but he sup- 
pressed his rising indignation. "The 
confidence of a great king," replied he, 
solemnly, a dark fire darting from his 
eyes, "can only be properly accepted 
when the person to whom it is addressed 
is capable of offering real assistance to 
the sovereign. I propose, Mademoiselle 
de Lafayette, to render you capable of 
imparting such assistance. Whatever 
may be your natural sense and penetra- 
tion, this is an occasion in which expe- 
rience alone is valuable." 

"But does not your eminence think 
that rectitude of purpose — " 

" It is evident that you are little versed 
in the intrigues of courts, mademoiselle," 
answered he, loftily, eying her with 
haughty disdain. "Perhaps some day 
you will discover that the offer I have 
made yon of my esteem and assistance is 
not to be despised." 

"No one can attach a higher value 
than I do to the good opinion of your 
eminence," interposed Mademoiselle do 
Lafayette, with warmth ; " but I do not 
think you have at all proved it in what 
you have just said. Although I think I 
deserve it," she added, timidly. 

The cardinal contemplated her atten- 
tively for some moments. His face was 
set, his eyes flashed, and his hands, which 
were clinched, rested on his knees. "I 
have only one word more to add," said 
he, in an angry voice. "Any idea of 
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favor with the king without my support 
13 a delusion." He was rapidly losing 
self-restraint. This girl had lashed him 
into a fury. She saw it, hut felt no fear. 

** Your eminence, I think only of my 
duty," she replied, with firmness. "I 
fear no threats. I can make no promise.^' 

At these words the cardinal rose. 
His face was swollen with passion; a 
wicked fire gleamed in his eyes ; her cool- 
ness transported him heyond endurance. 
'' Once more, Mademoiselle de Lafayette, 
rem amber what I say. My resolutions 
are unalterable; I trample down every 
thing. Without my assistance, beware I 
Think of the future. Recall the past. 
My enemies are rotting in their graves — 
my friends rule France." Then, speak- 
ing more calmly, he added : ^* You are too 
great a fool to understand what you are 
doing. I can pardon your presumption, 
however, because I know how to cure it. 
Mademoiselle de Lafayette, you may with- 
draw." 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

THE KEEPER OF THE BOTAL OONSOIENCE. 

RicHBUEU, thoroughly exasperated, 
determined to crush the girl who had 
dared to brave him. He called to his aid 
his creature Ohavigny. Chavigny was in- 
triguing, acute, and superficial; an ad- 
mirable tool — for he originated nothing. 
Years ago he had sold himself to Riche- 
lieu, but, as he always went out of his way 
to abuse him, the connection was not sus- 
pected. Under the direction of the car- 
dinal, he had entirely gained the king^s 
confidence. His easy good-nature en- 
couraged the shy Louis to tell him all his 
secrets, and to consult him in all his diffi- 
onlties. 

Ohavigny, who up to this time had 
attached little importance to the king's 
inclination for the new maid-of-honor, 
looking upon it simply as a passing admi- 
ration for an attractive girl, who was too 
inexperienced to take advantage of his 
favor, upon being questioned, informed 



Richelieu that the king wrote to her 
daily, and that she replied as often. 
Richelieu at once resolved on his course 
of action. He would in future see the 
correspondence himself. Each letter was 
to be skillfully unsealed by his secretor 
ry, Dcsmaret, and read, before it was de- 
livered. 

It was not possible for even the hard, 
stem Richelieu to peruse these letters un- 
moved. He had been once young and 
passionate himself. He could not but 
appreciate the delicacy and eloquence 
with which the king veiled his passion, 
and softened intense love into the sem- 
blance of friendship. Nor could he avoid 
feeling some admiration for tho sweet 
and simple nature that breathed in every 
line written by the maid-of-honor. Both 
were evidently ignorant of the ardor of 
their mutual attacliment. What was to 
be done? He mnst consult the king's 
confessor. 

Father Caussin, a Jesuit, had been 
only nine months confessor to the king. 
He was learned, conscientious, and guile- 
less. Richelieu had selected him for this 
important post in the belief that he would 
assume no political influence over his 
royal penitent. The general of the order 
had objected to his appointment on the 
same grounds. In person Caussin was 
tall and spare. His long black cassock 
hung about his thin figure in heavy folds. 
His face was pale and emaciated. Yet a 
kindly smile played about his mouth, and 
his black eyes beamed with benevolence. 
Such was the ecclesiastic who seated him- 
self opposite to Richelieu. 

'^My father," said the cardinal, salnt- 
ing him stiffly, and leaning forward and 
laying his hands on some papers placed 
beside him on a table, as though they re- 
lated to what he was about to say, *'I 
have summoned you on a very grave mat- 
ter." Nothing could be more solemn 
than the cardinal's voice and manner. 
The pleasant smile faded at once out of 
the confessor's face. He became as grave, 
if not as stem, as the cardinal, leaned 
his head upon his bony hand, and turned 
his eyes intently upon him. ^'Circum- 
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stances have come to my knowledge," 
continued Richelieu, " which, in my opin- 
ion, justify me in asking you a very 
soarchiDg question." Caussin moved un- 
easily, and in a somewhat troubled man- 
ner interrupted him. 

" Your eminence will not, I trust, de- 
sire to trench upon the privacy, of my 
office — ^for in that case I could not satisfy 
yon." 

Richelieu waved his hand impatiently, 
placed one knee over the other with 
great deliberation, and leaned back in his 
chair. "My father, I am surprised at 
your insinuation. Wo are both church- 
men, and, I presume, understand our re- 
spective duties. The question that I 
would ask is one to which you may freely 
reply. . Does it appear to you that his 
m^esty has of late shown indifference in 
his spiritual duties?" Caussin drew a 
long breath, and, though relieved, was 
evidently unwilling to answer. 

** Pardon me, my father," again spoke 
the cardinal, a slight tone of asperity per- 
ceptible in his mellow voice, " I ask you 
this question entirely in the interest of 
the holy order to which you belong. 
Many benefices have fallen vacant lately, 
and it is possible— it is posnbhj 1 repeat 
— that I may advise his megesty to fill up 
some of them from the ranks of the Com- 
pany of. Jesus." His half-closed eyes 
rested significantly on Father Caussin as 
he said .these words. 

Caussin listened unmoved. "There 
are, doubtless," said he, "many members 
of our order who would do honor to your 
selection, cardinal. For myself, I want 
no preferment ; indeed, I should decline 
it." He spoke with the frankness of per- 
fect sincerity. 

Richelieu looked down, and worked 
the points of his fingers impatiently on 
the table. His hands were singularly 
white and shapely, with taper fingers. 
As a young man, he had loved to display 
them; the habit had remained with him 
when he was thoughtful or annoyed. 
"Well, my father," said he, "your an- 
swer?" 

Caussin eyed the cardinal suspicious- 



ly. " I am happy to reassure your emi- 
nence; his m^^esty is, as usual, in the 
most pious sentiments." 

"Hum ! that is strange, very strange ; 
I fear that the benevolence of your na- 
ture, my father—" Caussin drew him- 
self up, and a look as much approaching 
defiance as it w^as possible for him to as- 
sume passed into his pleasant face. Riche- 
lieu did not finish the offensive sentence. 
"It is strange," he went on to say, "for 
I have reason to inoto — I ask you for no 
information, reverend father — that his 
majesty's feelings are engaged in a mun- 
dane passion which, if encouraged, may 
lead him from those precepts and exer- 
cises in which he has hitherto lived in 
obedience to the Church." 

"To what passion do you allude?" 
asked Caussin, cautiously. 

"To the infatuation his m(viesty 
evinces for the new maid - of - honor. 
Louise de Lafayette. The lady is self- 
willed and romantic. She may lead him 
into deadly sin." 

Caussin started. " I apprehend noth- 
ing of the kind," replied he, dryly. 

" True, my father, but that is a mat- 
ter of opinion. I think differently. Ab- 
solution, after repentance," continued the 
cardinal, pompously, "may wash out 
even crime; but it is for us — you, his 
migesty's confessor, and I, his minister, 
both faithful servants of the Holy Father" 
— Caussin looked hard at the cardinal, 
who was by no means considered ortho- 
dox at Rome— "it is for us to guard him 
from even the semblance of evil. I havo 
sent for you, my father, to assist me in 
placing Louise de Lafayette in a convent. 
It will be at least a measure of precau- 
tion. I shall require all your help, mj 
father ; will you give it me ? " Richelieu, 
as he asked this important question, nar- 
rowly observed Caussin from under his 
drooping eyelids. The confessor was evi- 
dently embarrassed. His kindly counte- 
nance was troubled; and he was some 
time in answering. 

" To dedicate n young and pure soul 
to God," he replied, at length, with evi- 
dent hesitation, "is truly an acceptable 
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work ; but has yonr eminenoe considered 
that the lady in question is of the most 
blameless life, and that by her example 
and influence his majesty may be kept in 
that patli of obedience and faith -which 
some other attachment might not in- 
sure ? *' As he asked this question, Oaus- 
sin leaned forward toward Richelieu, 
speaking earnestly. 

" Father Oaussin," swd the cardinal, 
in his hardest manner, and motioning 
-with his hand as though commanding 
special attention, *''• we must look in this 
matter beyond his migesty's feelings. I 
have good reason for alarm. A crisis is 
impending," and he turned again to the 
papers lying on the table with a signifi- 
cant air. "If Louise do Lafayette has 
any vocation, let her be advised to en- 
courage it. Consider in what manner 
you can best bend the king's will to com- 
ply. You tell me the lady is a good 
Catholic; I rejoice to hear it. She 
comes of a family of heretics. She may 
be sincere, though I much doubt it. At 
all events, she must be removed ; simply 
as a matter of precaution, my father, I 
repeat, she must be removed. Let me 
beg you to consult the general of your 
order upon this matter immediately. Un- 
derstand me, I am advising this simply as 
a matter of precaution, nothing more." 
All this time Caussin had listened intent- 
ly to the cardinal. The troubled look on 
his face had deepened into one of infinite 
sadness. His brow was knit, but there 
were doubt and hesitation in his manner. 

"I can only consent to assist your 
eminence," he replied, in a low voice, 
after some moments of deep tliought, 
" on the condition that the lady herself 
freely consents. I can permit no violence 
to be done to her inclinations, nor to the 
will of his miyesty. If the lady is ready 
to ofi^er up herself to the Church through 
my means, it will doubtless redound to 
the credit of our order ; but she shall not 
be forced." 

" Certainly not, certainly not," inter- 
posed Richelieu, in a much more afiable 
tone* " I do not know why your rever- 
ence should start such a supposition." 



"I will consult our general, cardi- 
nal," contimied Caussin; "but I am 
bound to say that the influence the lady 
has hitherto exercised has been most le- 
gitimate, most orthodox, altogether in 
favor of our order, to which she is de- 
voted, and of the Church. She is a most 
pious lady." 

" All the more fit for the privilege I 
propose to bestow upon her," answered 
Riehelieu, with unction; "she will be 
safe from temptation within the bosom 
of the Church, a blessing we, my fathec," 
: and Richelieu affected to heavo a deep 
sigh, and cast up his eyes to heaven, " we, 
who live in the world, cannot attain. We 
act, then, in concert, my father," he add- 
ed quickly, in his usual manner, " we 
act for the good of his majesty's soul I " 

Caussin bowed acquiescence, but mis- 
trust and perplexity were written upon 
every line of his honest face, as he ob- 
served the evident satisfaction evinced by 
the cardinal at his compliance. 

Richelieu rose. "We will force no 
one's inclination, my father," he said, 
blandly, "but all possibility of scandal 
must be removed. You must at once 
prepare his m^esty. It Will be a good 
work, and will greatly recommend you to 
your order." Caussin, with a look of 
the deepest concern, bowed profoundly 
and withdrew. When he was alone, the 
cardinal reseated himself and fell into a 
deep muse. " Now," said he, at lengthy 
speaking to himself, " her fate is sealed. 
I will take care that her vocation shall 
be perfect. This presumptuous girl shall 
soon come to rejoice, ay, rejoice, that she 
is permitted to take refuge in a convent. 
As for Caussin, he is a fool. I must re- 
move him immediately." 

Richelieu, as he said of himself, never 
halted in his resolves. Caussin was short- 
ly sent off by a lettre de cachet to Rennes, 
narrowly escaping an intimation from 
the cardinal to his superior that it would 
be well to exercise his devotion to the 
order as a missionarv in Canada. 
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CHAPTER XL. 

A 2fOBLE BESOLYB. 

Thb conrt liad removed from the Lon- 
vre to Saint-Germain, always the favorite 
abode of the melancholy monarch. 

Louis suffered tortures from the galling 
restraints his position entailed upon him 
in his intercourse with Mademoiselle de 
Lafayette. He rarely saw her alone. 
When he addressed her, he was con- 
scious that every eye was fixed npon 
them. Their correspondence, carried on 
by means of Ghavigny, was, he felt, full 
of danger. His only comforter in his 
manifold troubles was this same treach- 
erous Chavigny. Prompted by the car- 
dinal, Chavigny urged the king, on every 
possible occasion, to make some arrange- 
ment with Mademoiselle de Lafayette to 
meet in private. " If she loves you," said 
this unworthy tool, " if you really possess 
her heart, she will long to meet your ma- 
jesty with greater freedom as much as 
you can do. It is for you to make some 
such proposal to her. Do it, sire ; do it 
without delay, or, I assnro you, the lady 
will think you careless and indifferent." 
Thus spoke Ghavigny. Louis listened, 
meditated on what he said, and was con- 
vinced. He gave himself np to the most 
entrancing day-dreams. 

The season was summer. The weather 
was hot, and the tall windows of the great 
saloon were thrown open. The court had 
gathered round the queen, who was en- 
gaged in a lively conversation with Ma- 
demoiselle de Montpensier, the young 
daughter of the Due d^Orl^ans. Seeing 
that her services were not required, Louise 
de Lafayette, pensive and silent, stole 
away to the balcony outside the win- 
dows. She stood alone, lost in her own 
thoughts. With noiseless steps, Louis 
approached her. He leaned by her side 
over the balustrade, bending his eyes on 
the broad plains toward Paris. 

** You are thoughtful, sire," said 
Ix)uise, timidly. '* Will you tell me 
your thoughts ? " 

"If I do,'' replied Louis, casting a 



fond glance upon her, " will you trust me 
with yours ? " 

A delicious tremor passed through her 
whole frame. She cast down her largo 
gray eyes, and smiled. " Indeed, I trust 
you, sire," she murmured softly; "you 
know I do." 

"But trust me more — ^let our com- 
munion be more intimate. A brother's 
love is not more pure than mine," whis- 
pered the king ; " batt" and he hesitated 
and blushed, " I have never enjoyed the 
privilege of a brother." Louise raised 
her eyes inquiringly. The king was great- 
ly confused. " A brother — " and he 
stopped. Then, seeing her earnest look 
of curiosity — " A brother," he repeated, 
"salutes his sister ; I have never enjoyed 
that privilege, Louise." He was scarcely 
audible. "Let my self-denial, at least, 
secure me all your confidence." 

" O sire, you have it, entire and un- 
reserved ; you know it. I might distrust 
myself, but you, sire, never, never I " 

" How happy you make me I " returned 
the king, and a sickly smile overspread 
his haggard face. " I understand — ^I ap- 
preciate your attachment to me ; but oh, 
mademoiselle, how can my feeble words 
express mine to you ? — ^how can I describe 
that which is without bounds-^without 
limit? You can live without me. You 
can find solace in your own perfection, in 
the admiration of those around you — but 
I, I am nothing without you. I am a 
mere blank — a blot upon a luxurious 
court — an offence to my superb wife. 
No one cares for my happiness — ^not even 
for my existence, but you. When I can- 
not approach you, I am overcome by 
despair. O Louise, give yourself up to 
me, in pity — without fear, without re- 
straint. Let me see you every day-^let 
me be encouraged by your words, led 
by your counsels, soothed by your pity, 
blessed by your sight. You say you do 
not doubt me. What, then, do you fear ? " 

The maid-of-honor looked at him with 
tearful eyes. His earnestness, bis deso- 
lation, Ms entreaties, melted her heart. 
Her unconscious love made her pulses 
heat as quickly as his own. 
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"You know that I am devoted to you 
— what more can I say ? " she whispered, 
softly. 

"I have a favor to ask yon," said 
Louis, anxiously — *'a favor so great I 
hesitate to name it." He was greatly 
agitated. At this moment, the passionate 
love he felt animated him with new life, 
and lent a charm to his countenance it 
had never borne before. 

"A favor, sire? — it is granted before 
you speak. How is it that you liave con- 
cealed from me any thing I can do to 
gratify you ? " 

"Then I am satisfied "■— the king 
heaved a sigh of relief—" what I ask de- 
pends entirely on you. You will grant 
it." 

" Am I to promise ? " 

" Well, only give me your word ; that 
is enough." 

" Sire, I give you my word ; from the 
bottom of my heart, I give you my word. 
Tell me what it is you desire." And she 
raised her face toward the king, who con- 
templated her with silent rapture. 

"Not now — not now," murmured he, 
in a faltering voice; "I dare not; it 
would require too long an explanation — 
we might be interrupted," and he turned 
and glanced at the scene behind him — at 
Anne of Austria, blazing with diamonds, 
radiant with regal beauty, her silvery 
laugh surmounting the hum of conversa- 
tion. He saw the brilliant crowd that 
thronged around her where she sat. Great 
princes, illustrious ministers, historic no- 
bles, chivalric soldiers, grave diplomatists, 
stately matrons, ministers of state, her 
ladies in waiting, and the five other maids- 
of-honor, in the glory of golden youth. 
He saw the dazzling lights, the fluttering 
feathers, the gorgeous robes, the spar- 
kling jewels, standing out from the painted 
walls — all the glamour of a luxurious 
court. . Then he gazed at the sweet face 
of the lonely girl whose loving eyes were 
bent upon him awaiting his reply — his 
soul sank within him. 

" Would to God I were not King of 
France I " he exclaimed abruptly, follow- 
ing the tenor of his thoughts. Then, see- 



ing her wonder at this sudden outburst, 
he added : " The favor I ask of you shall 
be made known to you in writing. Thi» 
evening you shall receive a letter from 
me; but" — and he drew closer to her 
I and spoke almost fiercely — "remember 
you have pledged yourself to me — ^you 
cannot, you dare not withdraw your word. 
If you do " — and an agonized look came 
into his face — "you will drive me to mad- 
ness." Saying these words, he suddenly 
disappeared. She was again left standing 
alone on the balcony. 

Louise do Lafayette was startled, but 
not alarmed. The notion that the king 
was capable of making any indecorous 
proposition to her never for a moment 
occurred to her; at the same time she 
felt the utmost curiosity to know what 
this secret might be. She formed a thou- 
sand different coi^jectures, each further 
than the other from the truth. On en- 
tering her room at night, she found a let- 
ter from the king. She hastily tore it 
open, and read as follows : 

"I have long adored you, and you 
only. During the whole time that you 
have been at court I have been able but 
thrice to address you alone, and to chance 
only did I even then owe that inexpressi- 
ble privilege. It is impossible for me to 
endure this restraint any longer. If you 
feel as I do, you will not desire it. I have 
therefore commanded that my hunting- 
lodge at Versailles should bo arranged as 
much as possible in accordance with your 
taste. There is a garden laid out, filled 
with the flowers yon love ; there are se- 
cluded lawns; there is the boundless for- 
est. Above all, there is freedom. Come, 
then, my Louise, and share with me this 
rural retreat — come where we can meet, 
unrestrained by the formalities of my 
court. Bring with you any friend you 
please. At Versailles I hope to spend 
part of every week in your company. My 
happiness will be perfect ; you will find 
me the most grateful of men. You will 
have nothing to fear. Do you dread 
calumny? Who would dare to attack a 
lady as pure as yourself? May I not 
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claim your consent when I rely on your 
promise to grant whatever I ask? I feel 
that you cannot deny me, for you have 
repeated a thousand times that you trust 
my principles. You cannot doubt my 
honor. To refuse me would only be to 
insult me. Surely, Louise, you would 
not do that ? It would wound mo to the 
very soul. - It would destroy every hope 
of my future life. 

(Signed) " Louis." 

When Mademoiselle de Lafayette read 
this artful letter, which had been com- 
posed by Ohavigny under the direction 
of Richelieu, and copied out by the king, 
she was utterly confounded. The fatal 
veil which had so long concealed the 
truth fell from her eyes. Even to a girl 
pure and simple as herself all further de- 
lusion was impossible. This letter and 
the feelings that dictated it were not to 
be misunderstood. 

" Merciful Heavens ! " cried she, clasp- 
ing her hands, ^^ with w^hat a tone of au- 
thority, with what assurance, he pro- 
poses to dishonor me I This, then, is the 
attachment I believed to be so pure I 
What ! does he, the husband of the Queen 
of France, suppose that I would encour- 
age a guilty passion ? Wretch that I am ! 
Instead of helping him, I have led him 
into sin ! I had no right to engross his 
thoughts. He is already estranged from 
his wife, and I have severed them still 
farther I O God! what will the queen 
think of me ? How can I atone for this 
horrible sin? I must — I will — reconcile 
them. Then God may forgive my invol- 
untary crime I " 

Again and again, with tears stream- 
ing down her cheeks, she read and reread 
the letter. She pressed the paper to her 
lips. The next moment she dashed it on 
the floor in an agony of remorse. 

" Oh, how can I reply ? " sobbed she. 
"What can I say to temper the blow 
which must sever us ? He will be in de- 
spair — ^lie will die. But my reputation, 
my honor — ^his own — his duty to the 
queen ! No, I will never consent to such 
degradation —. my soul revolts at the 



thought I How gladly would I sacrifice 
my life for him, but I cannot commit a 
sin. I must leave the palace, I must go 
—whither?" 

As she listened to the echo of her own 
words, an unformed thought .suddenly 
darted into her mind. Go — yes, she 
w^ould go where none could follow. 
Youth, beauty, wealth — the sacrifice 
should be complete. She would prove, 
even in separation, how great had been 
her love. " There is no other way^^^ she 
said, speaking aloud, and an angelic smile 
lit up her face. She east herself upon 
her knees, and prayed in peace. Her 
prayer finished, she took her pen and re- 
plied thus to the king : 

"Your majesty desires that our in- 
terviews should no longer be in the pres- 
ence of witnesses. Before knowing what 
was required of me, I promised to comply. 
I will not withdraw my wOrd ; but I en- 
treat of your majesty the liberty of my- 
self selecting the place where these pri- 
vate interviews are to be held. When I 
have received your mcyesty's assent, I' 
will inform you where this place is to be. 
In eight days^ time I shall be prepared to 
receive you. Your m^esty can then 
judge of the extent of ray confidence, 
and of the unbounded devotion I feel 
toward you. 

"Louise de Lafayette.'' 



CHAPTER XLL 
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Next morning, as soon as it was light, 
Louise sent for the king's confessor. She 
showed him the king's letter, and con- 
fided to him her resolution. Caussin lis- 
tened in silence ; but the kindly okl man, 
priest though he was, could not restrain 
his tears — so touching was her innocence, 
so heart-felt her sorrow. He understood 
the simple goodness of her heart ; ho 
trembled at the sacrifice she was imposing 
en herself; but he could not combat her 



THE SACRIFICE. 



137 



determination. lie promisee!, therefore, 
to assist in making the needful arrange- 
ments, and he ])ledged himself to support 
the king in the trial awaiting him. 

The coach was in waiting which was 
to bear her to her future home, when all 
at once she recollected she had still one 
Unal sacrifice to make. The letters of 
the king, which she always carried about 
her, were still intact within the silken 
cover in which she preserved them. She 
drew these letters from her bosom, and 
gazed on them in silent agony. Iler eyes 
were blinded by tears. She dared not 
read them again, for she knew they would 
but increase her grief. As she held them 
In her hand, remorse at what she had 
done preponderated over every feeling. 
Thus to have enthralled a husband be- 
longing to another — her sovereign and 
her mistress — came suddenly before her 
in its true light. She felt she had for- 
gotten her duty. Once more she kissed 
the crumpled leaves over which her fin- 
gers had so often passed; she deluged 
tliem with her tears. Then she lit a taper 
and set fire to the wliole. 

She sat immovable before the burning 
fragments — her eyes fixed, her hands 
clasped. As the flame rose, glistened, 
and then melted away into light particles 
of dust, that the morning air, blowing in 
from the open window, bore away flut- 
tering in the breeze, she seemed to look 
upon the death of her love. "Alas!" 
cried she, "now all is over." Vows of 
eternal constancy, entreaties that would 
melt a heart of stone, confidence beyond 
all limit, affection that enshrouded her in 
folds of unutterable tenderness — gone ! — 
vanished into air! Such was the image 
of her life ; a life bright in promise, gay 
and dazzling, to smoulder down into ashes, 
too fragile even to claim a resting-place. 

Louise de Lafayette wrote a few lines 
to the Duchess de Senn6cy, praying her 
to convey her dutiful salutations to her 
m^esty, and to request her dismissal 
from the post of maid-of-honor, which, 
i^he said, she felt she had fulfilled so ill. 
Then she addressed the following note to 
the king; "I request your majesty to 



meet me this day week, at noon, in the 
parlor of the convent of the Daughters 
of Mary, in the Faubourg Saint -An- 
toine." 

When the king read these lines his 
heart sank within him. The austerity 
of the place, a rendezvous in a convent 
of peculiar sanctity, where he knew Ma- 
demoiselle de Lafayette always resorted 
at the solemn season of Lent and Passion 
Week, where he could only converse 
with her between double bars, was not 
the place of meeting of which he had 
fondly dreamed! Yet his natural deli- 
cacy made him fully appreciate the mod- 
esty of Louise, and the gentle rebuke she 
administered to him for his too pressing 
solicitation in naming a place of meeting. 
At the convent, although they would cer- 
tainly be alone, no scandal could possibly 
attach to the interview. More than this 
he never, for an instant imagined. The 
habits of piety in which Mademoiselle de 
Lafayette lived, and her frequent retreats 
Ibr religious purposes, raised in his mind 
no suspicion. He should see her, and see 
her alone, undisturbed, un watched. On 
that thought he dwelt with rapture; 
time would, he hoped, do the rest. 

Punctually, at noon, the king arrived 
at the convent of the Daughters of Mary. 
Ho was received by the abbess in person, 
and conducted into the parlor. Here she 
left him. A moment more, a curtain was 
withdrawn, and, behind double bars of 
iron, Louise de Lafayette stood before 
him. She wore the dark-brown robes 
and corded girdle of the order, the long, 
white veil of the noviciate falling round 
her lovely face. The king stood trans- 
fixed, his eyes riveted upon her. 

"Forgive me, sire," said she, in a 
voice full of sweetness, " forgive me for 
haying dared to dispose of myself with- 
out your leave. But, sire, a too fervent 
attachment had led u!« both into danger. 
I had forgotten my duty in the love I 
felt for you — ^your ratyesty forgot you 
were a husband. That letter, in which 
you proposed meeting me at Versailles, 
opened my eyes to the truth. God be 
thanked, there was yet time for repent- 
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ancel This morning I have taken tho 
white Teil, and in a year I shall pro- 
nounce the final vows. ^ly life shall, still 
be passed with yon, sire ; but it will be a 
life of prayer.^^ As she spoke she smiled 
sadly, and awaited his reply. 

'^ Great God I" exclaimed Louis at 
length, when he could find words. '^ Is 
this a vision ? Are you an angel already 
glorified? ^' He sank upon his knees be- 
fore her. 

^* Rise, sure," said she, solemnly ; ^* such 
a posture befits neither the dignity of your 
station nor the sacredness of mine. I am 
no angel, but still yoar tender friend ; a 
friend who watches over you, who only 
lives to remind you of your duties. You 
will share my heart with the holy virgins 
among whom I live, the saints in heaven, 
and my God. Let not even the tomb di- 
vide us — ^live, sire, such a life that we may 
be reunited among tho spirits of the 
just." 

^^O Louise!" exclaimed Louis, in a 
voice choked with emotion — "Louise, 
who alone fills my despairing, my solitary 
heart I at your feet I abjure all profane, 
all unholy thoughts. 8t)eak— command 
me I my spirit follows you. But, alas ! " 
and he rose to his feet and wrung his 
hands in bitterest anguish, " what is to 
become of me in the midst of my detest- 
able court? SuflTer me to folbw your ex- 
ample ; let me, too, within tlie walls of a 
cloister, seek that resignation and cour- 
age which make you so sublime! " 

*'Good Heavens, sire!" exclaimed 
Louise de Lafayette, "what do I hear? 
You, a sovereign, a husband, bury your- 
self in a cloister! Our situations are ut- 
terly unlike. I, a solitary girl, have but 
withdrawn from a world to whicb you 
were my only tie. Your glory, the glory 
of France, your own welfare, and the 
welfare of the queen, are to you sacred 
duties. And now, sire, listen to me," ond 
she approached close to the bars which 
divided them, and a look of the old, 
melting tenderness passed for a moment 
over her beautiftil face ; " sire, if ever I 
have been dear to you, listen. The sin 
for which I feel most poignant sorrow — 



the sin which years, nay, a life of expia- 
tion cannot wipe out — ^is — that I have,, 
by my selfish, my miserable attachment, 
alienated you troni the queen." Louis 
was about to interrupt her, but sl^e 
signed to him to be silent. "I know^ 
sire, what you would say," she broke in, 
hastily — " that our attachment has in no 
way altered your relations toward her 
majesty. True, it is so; but my influ- 
ence over you ought to have been devoted 
to reunite you. It ought to have been 
my privilege to render both your mtges- 
ties happy as man and wife, to give heirs 
to France, to strengthen the government. 
Alas, alas! I have sinned almost be- 
yond forgiveness ! " and for a while she 
broke into passionate sobs, which all 
her self-command could not restrain. 
'* Her mtyesty, sire, is a most noble lady 
— ^beautiful, generous, loyal, courageous. 
For twenty years, she, the greatest queen 
in Europe, has been neglected, almost 
scorned by you her husband. Under 
these trials her lofty spirit has not 
flinched — she has been true to you and 
to herself. Temptation, provocation, 
nay, insults have not shaken her virtue. 
Believe nothing against her, sire — her 
soul is as lovely as her body. Sire, the- 
queen is childless, devote your whole life 
to her and to France ; tend her, protect 
her, love her. Then, and then only, shall 
I. be reconciled to God." As she spoke 
her sweet, gray eyes turned toward 
heaven, her countenance was transfig- 
ured as in ecstasy; no saint standing 
within a sculptured shrine could be more 
pure, more holy. 

The king gazed at her, awe-struck. 
"Dispose of me as you will," murmured 
he ; " command my life — ^but, remember 
that, now I have lost you, happiness is 
gone from me forever ! " 

"Adieu, sire," said Mademoiselle de 
Lafayette. "The hour-glass warns me 
that our interview is over. Return in 
six months and tell me that I have been 
obeyed." 

She drew the dark curtain across the 
bars, and the abbess entered. Louis re- 
turned hastily to Saint-Germain. 
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CHAPTER XLII. 

MONBIEUB LE GRAND. 

In the broad valley of the Loire, 
between Tours and Sanmur, the train 
stops at the small station of Cinq-Mars. 
This station lies beside the Loire, which 
glides by in a current so broad and 
mfyestic as to suggest a series of huge 
lakes, with banks bordered by sand and 
scrub, rather than a river. On either 
side of the Loire run ranges of low hills, 
their grassy surface gashed and scored 
by many a rent revealing the chalky soil 
beneath, their summits fringed with 
scanty underwood, and dotted with 
groops of gnarled and knotted oaks and 
ragged fir-trees, the rough roots clasping 
cairns of rock and blocks of limestone. 
In the dimples of these low hills lie snug- 
ly-sheltered villas, each within its own 
garden and policy. These villas thicken 
us the small township of Cinq-Mars is 
approached — a nest of bright Httle houses, 
gay streets, and tall chimneys, telling of 
provincial commerce, all clustering be- 
neath chalky cliffs which rise abruptly 
behind, rent by many a dark fissure and 
blackened water-course. Aloft, on a 
grassy marge, where many an old tree 
bends its scathed trunk to the prevailing 
wind, among bushes and piled-up heaps 
of stones, rise the ruins of a feudal castle. 
Two gate-towers support an arch, through 
which the blue sky peeps, and some low, 
broken walls, without form and void, 
skirt the summit of the clifi: This ruin, 
absolutely pathetic in its desolate loneli- 
ness, is all that remains of the ancestral 
castle of the Coiffiers de Cinq-Mars, Mar- 
quis d^Efliat. From this hearth and from 
these shattered walls, now raised '^ to the 
height of infamy^'''' sprung that handsome, 
shallow, ambitious coxcomb, known as 
the Marquis de Cinq-Mars, who succeeded 
Mademoiselle de Lafayette in the favor 
of Louis XIIL 

Deprived of Louise de Lafayette, the 
king's spirits languished. In spite of his 
partial reconciliation with Anne of Aus- 
tria, and the birth of a son, he was snllen 
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and gloomy, spoke to no one, jmd desired 
no one to speak to him. When etiquette 
required his presence in the queen ^s apart- 
ments, he seated himself in a corner, 
yawned, and fell asleep. The internal 
malady of which he died had already un- 
dermined his always feeble frame. His 
condition was altogether so critical, that 
the cardinal looked round for a coinpanion 
to solace his weariness. Henri de Cinq- 
Mars had lately come up to Paris from 
Touraine. In years he was a boy, under 
twenty. He was gentle, adroit, and 
amusing, but weak, and the cardinal be- 
lieved he had found in him the facile in- 
strument he sought. 

Cinq-Mars was presented to the king. 
Louis was at once prepossessed by his 
handsome person and distinguished man- 
ners. Cinq-Mars, accustomed from in- 
fancy to field-sports and country life, 
angling in the deep currents of the Loire 
and the Indre, hunting wild-boars and 
deer in the dense forests of Azay and of 
Chanteloup, or fiying his gyrfalcon from 
the summits of his native downs, struck 
a sympathetic chord in the sad king^s 
heart. One honor after the other was 
heaped upon him ; finally he was made 
Grand-Seneschal of France and Master 
of the Horse. From this time he dropped 
the patronymic of " Cinq-Mars," and was 
known at court as " Monsieur le Grand," 
one of the greatest personages in France. 
For a time all went smoothly. King and 
minister smiled upon the petulant strip- 
ling, whose witty sallies and boyish au- 
dacity were tempered by the higliest 
breeding. He was always present when 
the cardinal conferred with the king, and 
from the first gave his opinion with much 
more freedom than altogether pleased 
the minister, who simply intended him 
for a puppet, not for an adviser. When 
the cardinal remonstrated. Cinq -Mars 
shook his scented curls, pulled his lace 
ruffles, talked of loyalty and gratitude to 
the king, and of personal independence, 
in a manner the cardinal deemed hit^hly 
unbecoming and inconvenient. Monsieur 
le Grand cared little for what the cardinal 
thought, and did not take the trouble to 
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hide this opinion. Ho cared neither for that now rained pile their faith was 
the terrible minister nor for the eccentric i plighted. Marion promised love, Oinq- 
Louis, whom he often treated, even in i Mars constancy. Thej were incapable 
pnblic, with contempt. It was the old ' of either. For eight days the old castle 
story. Confident in favor, arrogant in ! rang with the sounds of revelry. Cinq- 
power, he made enemies every day. ' Mars and Marion were as in a fairy 

Monsieur le Grand, however, passed , jjalace ; life was but a long enchantment, 
his time with tolerable ease when re- But at the end of that time Nemej^is ap- 
lieved of the king^s company, specially in peared in the shape of the dowager mar- 
the house of Marion de TOrme, Rue des chioness, to whose cars the report of 
Tournelles. Ho was presented to her by 1 these merry - makings came at Paris. 
Saint- Evr^mond, and fell at once a victim I Cinq-Mars replied to his mother that it 
to her wiles. Marion was the Aspasia i was all a passe-temps, and that Mademoi- 
of the day, and the charm of her en- selle de TOrme — well — was still Made- 
iouToge was delightful to him after the moiselle de I'Orme ; that he loved the 
restraints of a dull and formal court. | Principessa Maria di Gonzaga (to whom 
Here he met d^Ablancourt, La Chambre, the handsome profligate had, indeed, paid 
and Calpren^de, the popular writers of | his addresses before leaving Paris, the 
the age. The Abb6 de Gondi and Scar- better to throw dust in the eyes of the 
ron came also, and even the prudish , world), and that he should shortly return 
Mademoiselle de Scud^ri did not disdain ! to Paris and his duty with his majesty. 
tohQ\iT^9fiiitfitXhesQNoctesAmbrosian<g, The mediaeval chatelaine, however, 

Marion do TOrme, then only thirty, was was not to be deceived. She knew of 
in the zenith of her beauty. Her Ian- ' the secret marriage, and nothing could 
guishing dark eyes exorcised an absolute I exceed her rage. That Marion de POrme 
fascination over Cinq-Mars from the first ' should sit on the feudal dais upon the 
instant they met. Her affected reserve, seigneurial throne — that she should wear 
the refinement of her manners, the en- ' her jeweled coronet, should eat out of 
train of her society, free without license, her silver dish, and inhabit her apart- 
captivated him. Ho believed her to be ! ments — ^the thing was atrocious, scanda- 
virtuous, and desired to make her his j Ions, impossible. She flew to the cardinal, 
wife. Marion do TOrme was to become with whom she had some friendship, and 
Madamp la Grande! informed him of what had occurred. The 

This was precisely what that astute cardinal, who had formerly favored Ma- 
lady had angled for. Hence her reserve, | rion de TOrme with more than his regard, 
her downcast eyes, her affected indiffer- i was as much incensed as herself. That 
ence. She saw that she was dealing with his protege, Cinq-Mars, should supplant 
a vain, ignorant boy, who, in her hands, him, made him, old as he was, furiously 
was helpless as an infant. Truly, he was jealous. That Cinq-Mars should dare to 
madly in love with her, but he was a ' abandon the splendid position he himself 
minor, and under the guardianship of the ■ had assigned him, leave the morbid Louis 
Dowager Marquise de Cinq-Mars, his | a prey to any adventurous scoundrel 
mother, who might possibly not view an whose adroit flattery or affected sympathy, 
alliance with Mademoiselle Marion de might in a few hours render him arbiter 
rOrmo as an honor to the ancestral tree of the court and master of the kingdom, 
of the Effiats de Cinq-Mars. The mar- ' was, to Richelieu^s thinking, an unpar> 
riage must be secret. Early one morning ; donable crime. The artful prelate imrao- 
they started from the Rue des Tournelles ' diately took his measures. A royal or- 
in a coach, and never stopped until they dinance was speedily framed, making all 



had reached the old castle among the 
hills of Touraine, above the feudatory 
village of Cinq-Mars. In the chapel of 



marriages contracted by persons under 
age, and without the consent of guardians, 
null and void I 



MONSIEUR LE GRAND. 



141 



Cinq-Mars returned to court indig- 
nant, insolent, defiant ; swearing ven- 
geance against the meddling cardinal, and 
ready to enter into any scheme for his 
destruction. Mademoiselle MarioD de 
rOrmo reopened lior salon in the Rue 
des Tournelles. 

As for Louis, from whom the knowl- 
.edge of this little escapade had been 
carefully concealed, he received back the 
truant with greater favor than ever. 
Cinq-Mars, confident in the king^s attach- 
ment, and looking on him as too feeble 
to combat his own audacious projects, 
spoke words which Louis had not heard 
since the beloved voice of Louise de La- 
fayette had uttered them. "lie ought 
to rid himself of the cardinal, and rule 
for himself," said Monsieur le Grand ; 
"if not by fair, then by foul means.'' 
*'Let Riclielieu die,'*^ cried Cinq-Mars, " as 
he has made others die — the best blood 
in France : Montmorenci, Chalais, Saint- 
Preuil, Marillac, and so many others." 
It is certain that tlie king listened to 
these proposals favorably. He actually 
consented to conspire against himself and 
the state which he governed. Louis was 
too stupid to realize the absurdity of his 
position. He permitted Cinq-Mars to 
coquet with the Spanish Government, in 
order to insure the support of Spanish 
troops to be sent from the Netherlands 
to defend Sedan against the cardinal and 
his own army -in case of failure. But 
Richelieu, now fully olive to the danger- 
ous ascendency of Cinq-Mars— for ho 
had spies everywhere, specially tlie soft- 
spoken Chavigny, who was always about 
the king — openly taxed his sovereign 
with treachery, in a message borne to 
liim by the Marquis de Mort^mart. Louis 
was dumfounded and terrified. He 
wrote a letter that very same day, ad- 
dressed to the Chancellor Siguier, apol- 
ogizing for his seeming infidelity to his 
minister. "He did not deny," said he, 
" that Monsieur le Grand desired to com- 
pass the cardinal's death," but, with in- 
credible meanness, he added, "that he 
had never listened to him." Monsieur le 
Grand, whose weak head was by this 



time completely turned, fully believing 
himi^elf invincible, openly discussed what 
he should do when he was himself prime- 
minister. Suspecting Louis of being too 
weak to be his only supporter, he turned 
to Gaston, Due d'Orl^ans. Monsieur, 
whose life, like that of his brother's, sin- 
gularly repeats itself, bethinking himself 
of early times and of a certain moonlight 
meeting on the terrace of Saint-Germain, 
at once addressed himself to the queen. 
But she had already suffered too much 
to allow herself again to be drawn into 
danger. When Monsieur detailed the 
plot, and asked her significantly, " What 
news she had lately had from her brother, 
the King of Spain ? " she answered that 
she had had no news, and instantly 
changed the conversation. This did not 
at all cool Monsieur's ardor, such as it 
was. Three times he had been banished 
from France for treason, and three times 
he had returned, as ready as ever, with 
or without the queen, to conspire, to be- 
tray, and to be again banished. So the 
traitor prince and the vainglorious favor- 
ite, both intensely hating Richelieu, laid 
their heads together to destroy him by 
means of Spain. To them was joined 
the Marquis de Thou, one of the jeunesse 
doree of the court, along with Fontrailles, 
secretary to Monsieur. The great cardi- 
nal, sitting in the Palais Royal like a 
huge spider in his web, ready to pounce 
upon his prey as soon as it had reached 
the precise spot where he intended to 
seize it, was familiar with every detail. 
Monsieur was to receive four hundred 
thousand crowns in order to raise levies 
in France ; he was also to declare war 
against France in concert with Spain. 

The cardinal was to be assassinated 
or imprisoned for life ; Gaston was to be 
proclaimed regent for his nephew Louis 
XIV. It was the old story, only, now 
an heir was bom to the throne. Monsieur 
did not dare to claim the first place. 
Fontrailles, a creature of his own, he 
allowed to be sent into Spain. The 
treaty was signed at Madrid by Fon- 
trailles, on the part of Monsieur and 
Cinq-Mars, and by the King of Spain on 
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his own part. This done, Fontrailles 
flew back to France, with the precious 
docament stitched in his clothes. Scarce- 
ly was the ink dry, before Richelien was 
provided with a copy. 

The court was at Xarbonne, on the 
Mediterranean, whither Cinq-Mars had 
led the king, in order to be near the 
Spanish frontier. Eichelien was at this 
time greatly indisposed, and in partial 
disgrace. He hung about the Rhone, 
sometimes at Tarascon, near Avignon, 
sometimes at Valence, conveniently near 
to be informed by Chavigny of every thing 
that happened, who, deep in Louis's con- 
fidence, pendulated between the king and 
the minister. At the fitting moment, 
Chavigny requested a formal audience. 
It was the afternoon of the same day 
that Fontrailles had returned to Nar- 
bonne, the treaty with Spain still stitched 
in his clothes. Contrary to custom, 
when Chavigny knocked at the king's 
door, Louis requested Monsieur le Grand 
to retire. This alone ought to have 
aroused his suspicions. While Chavigny 
talked with the king, Cinq-Mars, ashamed 
of letting the court see his exclusion from 
the room, lolled in the anteroom reading 
a story. Fontrailles found him there 
alone. 

" How now, Monsieur le Grand," said 
he, "do you allow his most Christian 
majesty to give an audience at which 
you are not present? You are getting 
him into bad habits." 

" It is only Chavigny," replied Cinq- 
Mars, not taking his eyes off his book ; 
" he can have nothing particular to say, 
for he is here every day. I am weary 
of the king's company. I have been with 
him all day, and I want to finish this 
j*tory, whicli i.s much more interesting 
than his stupid talk.'' And Cinq-Mars 
threw himself back in his easy-chair, and 
resumed his reading. 

'* Ah, Monsieur le Grand," said Fon- 
trailles, smiling at him curiously, "fortune 
favors you. You are a beautiful man. 
Look at me, with my hump " (Fontrailles 
was deformed) ; " I use my eyes ; I am 
going to-night to meet Monsieur, before 



I leave Narbonne. I have brought him 
that little present from Madrid you know 
of. I have it safe here in my pocket," 
and Fontrailles tapped his side and 
grinned. " Come with me. Monsieur le 
Grand," said he, coaxingly, and he tried 
to take his hand, but Cinq-Mars repulsed 
him. '''• Come with me ; believe me, the 
air of Narbonne is heavy at this time- 
of year. I am not sure that it is not 
deadly, very deadly, indeed — especially 
for you, Monsieur le Marquis. A littlo 
change will do your health good. I am 
going. Come with me where we can 
breathe;" and Fontrailles laughed a 
short, dry laugh, and looked out of the 
window upon the blue expanse of ocean, 
whose waves beat against the yellow^ 
shores of the Mediterranean. 

" I pray you, Fontrailles, do not trou- 
ble me," said Cinq-Mars, looking up over 
his book and yawning. " I really must 
have some time to myself, or I shall die.. 
Besides, I want to see his majesty when 
Chavigny goes ; he is staying longer than 
usual, I think." 

**Yes, Monsieur le Grand, too long 
for a man coming from the cardinal, me> 
thinks." 

Fontrailles still stood watching Cinq- 
Mars. His deep-set eyes were fixed upon 
him intently, as Cinq-Mars, with perfect 
indifference, went on reading his story. 
Fontrailles passed his hand thoughtfully- 
over his brow two or three times. A 
look of pity came into'his face as he con> 
templated Cinq-Mars, still reading. He 
was so young, so fresh, so magnificent ; 
his golden locks long and abundant ; his 
pleasant face faultless in feature ; his deli- 
cate hands : his perfumed clothes — all so 
perfect I Should he try to save him ? A 
tear gathered in the eye of the hardened 
conspirator. 

" Monsieur le Grand," said he, softly, 
stepping up nearer to Cinq-Mars and 
placing his hand on his red and silver 
shoulder-knot — "Monsieur le (Jrand, I 
say — ^" 

" What, Fontrailles, are you not gone 
yet? Ma foil I thought you were far 
on your road to Monsieur " 
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'''• No, Monsieur le Grand ; no, I am 
not gone yet." 

Cinq-Mars pat down his book, sat 
upright, and looked at him. 



he had laid down on a table beside him, 
and reseated himself. Fontrailles, how- 
ever, had never taken his eyes off him. 
His gaze had deepened into an expression 



*' What the devil do you want with i of deep sorrow, although he spoke jesting- 
me, Fontrailles ? I will meet you and ly. Whatever train of thought occupied 
Monsieur le Duo to-morrow. For to- him, it had not been broken by what 
night, peace."" Cinq-Mars had just said. 

" Have you no suspicion of what . '" You are very tall," he again re- 
Olmvigny is saying to the king all this peated, as if speaking to himself, in a 
time, Marquis ? " asked Fontrailles with ; peculiar voice ; " so tall, indeed, that 
an ominous grin. ! you could do without your head, Mon- 



" None, my friend ; but I shall hear 
it all before his eovcher. His most gra- 
cious mtgesty is incapable of lying down 
to rest before telling mo every syllable," 



sieur le Gi'and, and yet be taller than I 
am. Perhaps this makes you careless. 
I am short, and I could not afford to lose 
my head — so — I am going to leave Nar- 



and Cinq-Mars snapped his f nger and ) bonne instantly. The air here is as un- 
thumb contemptuously toward the door 1 wholesome to my constitution as it is to 
of the room within which Louis was yours. Marquis, pray do believe me. 
closeted with Chavigny. j Will yon come with me — ^the tall man 

" Are you quite sure of the king, Mon- I with the little one? — both needing a 
sieur le Grand ? " asked Fontrailles, sig- j change. Will you come ? " 
nificantly, still leaning over Cinq-Mars and I Cinq-Mars did not heed him a whit, 
pressing his hand upon his shoulder-knot. Fontrailles laid his hand heavily on the 
" It is needful for you to be quite sure of , thick shock of Monsieur le Grand's gold- 
him. His majesty is apt to be weak and ' en curls. 

treacherous^" ! '* No, mille diables, no ! " roared Cinq- 

Cinq-Mars nodded his head ; then, as Mars in a rage, shaking him off; " T will 
if something haJ suddenly struck him, he not go. Why should I go ? For God's 
rose, and in his turn began to gaze curi- sake, leave me I I am just at the catas- 
ously at Fontrailles, whose manner and ; trophe of my story, and you keep on tor- 
countenance were strangely expressive | menting me like a gadfly." 
of some unspoken fear. ** Excuse me. Monsieur le Grand," re- 

" You are very tall, Monsieur le pUed Fontrailles, submissively, " I did but 
Grand," said Fontrailles, abruptly, speak- advise you for your good. I desire your 
ing low, with his hiand placed over his company for the sake of that comely head 
eyes, the better to contemplate Cinq- of yours ; but, as I said, you are tall, and 
Mars, now drawn up to his full height, I am short, which makes a great differ- 
and staring at him with wonder ; " you ence. It is a long journey across the 
are very tall," he repeated, "and I am mountains of France into the Low Coun- 
such a little man. You are very hand- j tries," added he, sighing. "That will be 
some, too — the handsomest gentleman in ' my road — a long and weary road. It 
all France — and very gracious to me also ^ might fatigue your excellency. I am go- 
— very kind ami gracious." I ing, Monsieur le Marquis. I am gone — 

Fontrailles spoke thoughtfully, as a adieu ! " 



man who turned some important matter 
over in his mind. 

" Have you come here only to tell me 
this, Fontrailles ? " answered Cinq-Murs, 
laughing, and again he yawned, passed 
his jeweled fingers through his clustering 
locks, and again took up the book which 



Cinq-Mars did not look up, and Fon- 
trailles, turning upon him a last look full 
of pity, disappeared. 
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CHAPTER XLIII. 

DEATH ON THE SCAFFOLD. 

When Chavigny left the king, Cinq- 
Mars entered the royal cliamber. Louis 
was silent, absorbed, and melancholy — 
would answer no questions, and abruptly 
dismissed the favorite on the plea that he 
was fatigued and needed rest. 

Monsieur le Grand was naturally sur- 
prised at the change. The significant 
words of Fontrailles recurred to him ; too 
late he repented his careless indifference 
to the friendly warning. But, after all, 
if the king failed him, there was Mon- 
sieur and there was the treaty. What 
had 'he, Cinq-Mars, to fear when the 
king's brother had so deeply compromised 
himself? The cardinal, too, was ill — 
very ill ; he might die. Still, as ho 
tnrned to his own suite of apartments, 
his mind misgave him. The king had 
not told him one word of his interview 
with Chavigny ; and, although Cliavigny 
would have denied it upon oath on the 
consecrated wafer, Cinq-Mars knew he 
was the cardinaPs creature, and his go- 
between with the king. 

When Cinq-Mars reached his rooms 
he found a letter from his friend. Be 
Thou. " Fly," said this letter—" fly in- 
stantly ! I have certain intelligence that 
the cardinal is acquainted witli every par- 
ticular of the treaty signed at Madrid. 
For myself I have nothing to fear ; but 
you have incurred the deadly hatred of 
Richelieu." 

Thereupon Cinq-Mars hurriedly dis- 
guised himself in a Spanish cloak, with a 
sombrero hat slouched over his face, 
stole out of the prefecture where the 
king was staying, and made his way as 
fast as he could ran to the city gates. 
They were closed. Tlien, fully aroused 
to the urgency of his position, the strange 
words of Fontrailles ringing in his ears, 
he sought out the abode of an humble 
friend, whom he had recommended to 
serve the court with mules for the jour- 
neying to the south from Paris — a man 
of Tonraine, whom he had known from 



his boyhood. He roused him from sleep 
— tor the night had now closed in — and 
acquainted him with his danger. The 
faithful muleteer did his best, lie hid 
him under some loose hay with the mules 
in the stable. It was in vain. Cinq- 
Mars had been seen and tracked from the 
prefecture to the muleteer's house, and 
the scented exquisite — whose word a few 
hours before ruled the destiny of France 
— was dragged out headlong from the 
hay, his fine clothes torn and soiled, his 
face scratched and bleeding, amid the 
hooting of the populace and the jeers of 
his enemies. 

De Thou, his friend, was arrested on 
the same day, not as guilty of conspiring, 
but simply as being cognizant of the ex- 
istence of the treaty of Madrid, which 
Fontrailles had carefully carried oflf inta 
the Netherlands stitched in his clothes, a 
copy of which lay with the cardinal. 

Monsieur Due d'Orl^ans was also, for 
the fourth time, arrested and imprisoned. 

The effect of that copy of the treaty 
which Chavigny had shown to the king, 
while Cinq-Mars read his story, was 
instantaneous. Louis became greatly 
alarmed. He understood that Richelieu 
knew all, and therefore must be fully 
aware that he had himself encouraged 
and approved a plot to kill him. The 
same day that Cinq-Mars was conducted 
a prisoner to the castle of Montpellier, 
Louis insisted upon going himself to 
Tarascon, to make a personal apology to 
Richelieu. He was already so weakened 
by the disease of which he died, that he 
was forced to be carried in a chair into 
the cardinal's lodgings. They were to- 
gether many hours. What passed no one 
knew, but it is certain that the ^'amiable 
n-iminal,^^ as Cinq-Mars is called by con- 
temporary authors, was the scaipe-goat 
sacrificed to the offended dignity of the- 
cardinal ; that Monsieur, the king's only 
brother, was to be tried for treason ; and 
that Richelieu should be restored to the 
king's confidence. In his eagerness to 
propitiate his offended minister, Louis 
actually proposed to take his two sons 
from the custody of the queen and place 
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them with the cardinal, in order to 
guarantee his personal safety. This ab- 
ject proposition was declined by Riche- 
lieu, who was nnwilling to provoke the 
qaeen's active hostility at so critical a 
moment. 

Richelieu had conquered, but he was 
dying. Though his body was broken by 
disease, his mind was vigorous as ever; 
in revenge and hatred, in courage and 
fortitude, his spirit was still lusty. In 
Ills enormous thirst of blood, none had 
ever excited him like the airy Marquis de 
Oinq-Mars — a creature of his own, whom 
he had raised to the dizzy height of su- 
preme power, to become his rival in love 
and in power. The great minister' felt 
he had made a mistake : it angered him. 
He had not patience to think that he 
should have been taken in by a butterfly, 
whose painted wings he had decorated 
with his own hands. He, the all-potent 
cardinal, the ruler of France, circum- 
vented by a boy ! He swore a big oath 
that not only should Cinq-Mars die, but 
that death should be made doubly bitter 
to him. 

Richelieu was now at Valence on the 
Rhone. How was he to reach Lyons, 
where the trial was to take place ? The 
distance is considerable. His limbs were 
cramped and useless, his body racked by 
horrible pain. But go he w^ould ; if he 
died upon the road, he would go. So he 
ordered a room of wooden planks to be 
constructed, gilt and painted like a coach, 
and lined with crimson damask. This 
room contained a bed, a table, and a 
chair. Within reclined the cardinal. 
Too ill to bear the motion of a carriage, 
he was borne on the heads of twenty of 
his body-guard by land. Houses, walls, 
and gate-ways, w^ere knocked down to 
make way for him. By water he was 
conveyed in a towing boat pulled up the 
Rhone against the current by horses to 
Lyons. Attached to this boat was 
another, in which the prisoners Oinq- 
Mars and De Thou were carried. So 
Richelieu passed onward, with all the 
pomp of a Roman proconsul conducting 
barbarian princes first to adorn his tri- 



umph, then to die ! As for Monsieur, he 
had already made his peace with his 
brother and Richelieu. He turned king's 
evidence, and betrayed everybody. Fon- 
t rallies, w^ho alone could have convicted 
him, was safe across the frontier. " Talk 
not to me of my brother,*' even the be- 
sotted Louis exclaimed, when he heard 
that Monsieur was again at liberty ; 
" Gaston ever was, and ever will be, a 
traitor." 

The only crime which even the in- 
genuity of Richelieu could prove against 
Cinq-Mars was that he had joined with 
Monsieur in a treaty with Spain. Now 
the original transcript of this treaty was 
lost, Fontrailles having carried it with 
him into the Netherlands, stitched in his 
pocket. If Monsieur the Due d'0rl6ans, 
therefore, had declined to speak, Cinq- 
Mars and his friend De Thou must have 
been acquitted. But Monsieur, on the 
contrary, loudly demanded to be inter- 
rogated on his own complicity and on 
the complicity of Cinq-Mars. The car- 
dinal had already showed what was in 
his mind, by giving orders, as soon as he 
was lifted out of his portable chamber, 
on arriving at Lyons,' and before the trial 
had begun, " for the executioner to hold 
himself in readiness." 

The trial was on the 12th of Septem- 
ber, 1642. It began at seven o'clock in 
the morning, at the Hotel de Ville. The 
Chancellor Siguier, a personal enemy of 
Monsieyr le Grand, who had affronted 
him in the days of his greatness, was the 
president, and Monsieur Due d' Orleans 
the principal witness. Monsieur's evi- 
dence was given with touching candor. 
He was so careful to tell all the truth, so 
skilful in bringing out nil those facts 
which were calculated to place Cinq- 
Mars in the most odious light, that the 
charges were easily proved to the satis- 
faction of the judges. The trial was over 
in a few hours. Then the two young 
men were summoned before the judges in 
the council-chamber to hear their sen- 
tence, which was read out to them by 
Monsieur de Palleruc, a member of the 
criminal court of Lyons. According to 
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this sentence, they were both to be be- 
headed; Cinq-Mars was to be tortured, 
lie listened with calmness, De Thou with 
resignation. They both shook hands 
with their judges. "I am prepared to 
die," said Cinq-Mars to S6guier, the 
chancellor, *' but I must say the idea of 
torture is horrible and degrading. It is 
a most extraordinary sentence for a man 
of my rank and of my age. I thought 
the laws did not permit it. Indeed, I do 
not fear death, gentlemen," continued 
the poor lad, turning to the judges, "but 
I confess my weakness — I dread torture. 
At least, I beseech you, let me have a 
confessor." 

His request was complied with, and 
Father Malavette, a Jesuit, was brought 
into the council-chamber. As soon as he 
saw him, Cinq-Mars ran forward and em- 
braced him. " My father, they are going 
to torture me," he said ; "I can scarcely 
bring myself to bear it! What is your 
opinion ? " 

" That you must submit to the hand 
of God, monseigneur. Nothing happens 
but by his permission." 

Cinq-Mars bowed his handsome head, 
covered with the sunny curls, and was 
silent. From the council-chamber he 
was led by Monsieur de Lanbardcmont, 
an oflSocr of the court, to the torture- 
room. Hero he remained about half an 
hour, and suffered torture, both ordinary 
and extraordinary. His supple limbs 
and delicate skin were horribly lacerated. 
He was unable to walk when he came 
out, and was supported by the officials. 
" Let mo now think of my soul," he said, 
faintly ; *' send my confessor to me, and 
permit me to be alone with him." This 
wish was granted, and an hour j>a8sed, 
during which he confessed and received 
absolution. Then he said to Father 
Malavette, *'I have not eaten for twenty- 
four hours, my father, and I am very 
weak. I fear if I do not take something 
I may swoon upon the scaffold, though 
indeed, I assure you, I do not fear to 
die." A little wine and bread were 
brought to him, of which he partook. 
** Ah ! my father," said the poor boy of 



twenty-two, " what a world it is ! Every 
body I know has forsaken me. How 
strange it is ! I thought I had many 
friends, but I see no one cares for me 
now but poor De Thou, whom I alone 
have brought to this pass." 

"Alas! my son, you are young, or 
you would not wonder at this," answere<l 
Father Malavette, sorrowfully ; " * put 
not your faith in princes.' What says 
Ovid too, who, like you, eiyoyed the 
favor of Augustus, and was then cruelly 
punished ? 
*' * Donee eiis felix, inultoe nnmerablB amicos/ ^' 

" But, my father, when I was the 
favorite of his majesty, I tried to serve 
my friends in every way I possibly could, 
yet now I am alone," 

** No matter," said the priest, shaking 
his head, " your service to them only 
made them your enemies." 

" Alack, I fear it is so," replied Cinq- 
Mars, sighing deeply. Then he asked for 
paper, antl wrote to his mother. He 
prayed her to pay all his debts, and again 
expressed his utter astonishment at the 
conduct of his friends. At three o'clock 
in the afternoon both he and De Thou 
were carried in a hired coach into the 
Place des Tcrraux, lying over against the 
banks of the river Sa6ne, in the outskirts 
of the city. Here the scaffold was erected. 
Every house in the Place was covered bv 
temporary balustrades and balconies ; 
the roofs also were crowded with spec- 
tators. Thousands had como together to 
see the favorite die. 

Cinq-Mars with difficulty mounted 
the ladder leading to the scaffold, with 
the help of Father* Malavette. Then, 
still holding him by the h*and to steady 
his wounded limbs, he raised his plumed 
hat from off his head, and, with a grace- 
ful air, saluted the multitude. He turne<l 
to every side, and passed round to each 
face of the platform, that all might see 
him and receive his salutation. He wore 
a court suit of fine Holland broadcloth, 
trimmed with gold lace; his black hat, 
ornamented with red feathers, was turned 
back in the Spanish style. He had high- 
heeled shoes with diamond buckles, and 
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green-silk stockings, and carried a large 
scarlet mantle, to cover his body after 
decapitation, neatly folded on one arm. 
His fair young face was perfectly serene, 
and his clustering curls, slightly pow- 
dered, were scented and tended as care- 
fully as heretofdre. Having bowed to 
the crowd, he replaced his hat on his 
head, and, with his hand resting on his 
right side, he now turned round to look 
about him. Behind were two blocks, 
covered with red cloth. Beside them 
stood the executioner. He was only a 
city porter — the regular oflScial being ill 
— a coarse and brutal fellow, with a 
bloated face, wearing the dress of a 
laborer. When he came up to Cinq- 
Mars with scissors to cut off his hair, M. 
le Grand put liim away with a motion of 
disgust. He begged Father Malavette to 
do him this oflBce, and to keep his hair 
for his mother. While the long ringlets 
which fell over his shoulders were being 
cut off, Cinq-Mars turned toward the 
executioner, who had not yet taken the 
axe out of a dirty bag which lay beside 
Mm, and asked him haughtily, what he 
was about, and why he did, not begin. 
The rude fellow making a wry face in 
reply, Cinq-Mars left him, and addressed 
himself to Father Malavette. *^My 
father," said he, " assist me in my prayers, 
then I shall bo readv." 

After he had prayed very devoutly, 
nnd kissed the crucifix repeatedly, he 
rose from his knees, and again in a firm 
voice repeated, "I am ready — begin!" 
Then he added, "My God, have mercy 
upon me, and pardon my sins I " lie 
throw away his hat, unloosed the lace 
ruff from about his throat, put back his 
hair from his face, and laid his head on 
the block. Several blows descended ere 
his head was severed from the body ; 
the executioner being unready and new 
to his office. When the head fell it gave 
a bound, turned itself a little on one side, 
and the lips palpitated visibly, the eyes 
being wide open. The body was covered 
with the scarlet mantle borne by Cinq- 
Mars on his arm for that purpose, and 
•carried awav to be buried. 



The king, informed by the cardinal 
of the precise day and hour when Cinq- 
Mars would suffer death — for every de- 
tail had been virtually arranged before 
Richelieu left Valence in his wooden 
chamber — took out his watch at the ap- 
pointed time, and, with the most y)erfect 
unconcern, remarked to Chavigny, "At 
' this moment Monsieur le Grand is making 
an ugly face at Lyons." 

Then Richelieu ordered that the feudal 
castle of Cinq-Mars, in the valley of the 
Loire, should be blown up, and the tow- 
ers razed " to the Tieight of infamy. ^^ 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

THE END OF THE CARDINAL. 

When the Louvre was a walled and 
turreted stronghold, with moat and draw- 
bridge, bastion and tower, lying on grassy 
banks beside the river Seine, then un bor- 
dered by quays and untraversed by stone 
bridges, an ancient castle, strongly forti- 
fied, stood in the open country, hard by, 
without the city walls. In the time ot 
Charles VI., the mad king, husband of 
the .notorious Isabcau de Baviere, this 
castle belonged to Bernard Comte d'Ar- 
magnac, Constable ot Franco, the ally of 
the English against his own sovereign, 
flud a leader in those terrible civil wars 
that desolated France throughout the 
space of two reigns. Hitlier the English 
and the Burgundians often repaired, to 
meditate some murderous cowp de main 
upon the capital, to mass their blood- 
thirsty troops for secret expeditions, or 
to seek a safe retreat when the fortune 
of war was adverse. As time went by, 
this castle grew gray with age ; the rebel 
nobles to whom it belonged were laid in 
their graves, and no one cared to inhabit 
a gloomy fortress, torn and battered by 
war and sacked by marauders. The 
wind howled through the desolate cham- 
bers, owls hooted from the rents in its 
turrets, and noisome reptiles crawled in 
the rank weeds which choked up its 
courts. It came to be a gruesome place, 
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lying among barren fields, where the ruf- 
fians and desperadoes of the city resorted 
to plan a murder or to hide from justice. 
This (Jod-forgotten ruin and the foot- 
trodden fields about it came to be pur- 
chased at last by wealthy nobles, who 
loved the fresh country breezes in the 
new streets which now arose on this side 
of the river. The materials of the old 
castle served to furnish walls for the 
palaces of the Rambouillets and the Mer- 
coBurs, historic names in every age of the 
national annals. Here they kept their 
state, until Cardinal Richelieu, either by 
fair means or foul, it mattered little to 
him, bought and destroyed their spacious 
mansions, pulled down all that remained 
of the castle-walls, filled up the ditches, 
levelled the earth, and, on the ill-omened 
spot, raised the sumptuous pile known as 
the Palais Cardinal, near, yet removed 
from, the residence of the sovereign of 
the Louvre. The principal buildings ran 
round an immense central square, or 
court-yard, planted symmetrically with 
trees and adorned with fountains and 
statues. From this central square four 
other smaller courts opened out toward 
each point of the compass. There was a 
chapel splendidly decorated, and, to 
balance that, two theatres, one sufficient- 
ly spacious to hold three thousand spec- 
tators, painted on panel by Philippe de 
Champagne. There were ballrooms 
furnished with a luxury unknown be- 
fore ; boudoirs — or rather bowers — mira- 
cles of taste and elegance ; galleries filled 
with pictures and works of art, and 
countless suites of rooms, in which every 
decoration and adornment then practised 
were displayed. Over the grand entrance 
in the Rue Saint-Honor6 appeared, carved 
in marble, the arms of Richelieu, sur- 
mounted by a cardinal's hat and the in- 
scription *' Palais Cardinal." Spacious 
gardens extended at the rear. 

Still the cardinal, like Wolsey at 
Hampton Court, added wall to wcJl of 
the already overgrown palace, and bonght 
np street after street within the city to 
extend the gardens, until even the sabser- 
vient Louis showed some tokens of dis- 



pleasure. Then, and not till then, did 
the cardinal cease building. At his death 
he presented his palace to the sovereign ; 
and from that day to this the Palais Car- 
dinal, now Palais Royal, has become an 
appanage of the state. 

Before ns stands the Palais Cardinal 
— ^solitary, in the midst of lonely gardens, 
sheltered by waving groves. The green- 
sward is divided by straight walks, bor- 
dered by clipped lime-trees, rounded at 
intervals into .niches for statues and 
trophies ; balustraded terraces border 
deep canals, and fountains bubble up 
under formal groups of yew or cypress. 
The palace casts deep shadows on the 
grass. It is very still. High walls encir- 
cle the enclosure. The very birds are 
mute. Not the bay of a hound is heard. 
Moss gathers on the paths and among 
the tangled shrubberies, and no flowers 
catch the radiance of the sunshine. 
Within is the great, the terrible cardinal. 
The ground is sacred to the despot of 
France, the ruler of the monarch, the 
glance of whose eye is death or fortune. 
Journeying direct from Lyons in his 
chamber on wheels — after the execution 
of Cinq-Mars — to Fontainebleau, where 
he rested, he is come hero to die. Yon- 
der he lies on a bed of state, hung with 
embroidered velvet in a painted chamber^ 
the walls covered with rare pictures and 
choicest tapestry, the windows looking 
toward the garden. The moment ap- 
proaches when he will have to answer 
for his merciless exercise of absolute 
power over king and people, to that 
heavenly master whose priest and servant 
he professes to be. How will he justify 
his bitter hatred, his arrogant oppression 
of the great princes and nobles of France ? 
How will he meet the avenging ghosts" 
of the chivalrous Montmorenci, the poetic 
Chalais, the gallant Cinq- Mars, the witty 
Saint - Preuil, the enthusiastic Urbain 
Grandier, in the unknown country 
whither he is fast hastening ? Who tried 
to seduce, then to ruin, the queen, Anne 
of Austria, and send her back, divorced 
and disgraced, into Spain? Who turned 
the feeble Louis into a servile agent of 
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his ambition, and exercised over his 
weak mind a tyranny as shameful to 
himself as degrading to the sovereign? 
True, Richelieu may plead reasons of 
state, a rebellions nobility, traitorous 
princes, and an imbecile king ; but the 
isolation of the throne, begun under his 
rule, was both barbarous and impolitic, 
as after-ages showed. True he possessed 
rare genius, and his life was industriously 
devoted to what he called '•' the glory <tf 
France ; '' but it was a mean and selfish 
glory, to attain which he had waded 
through the noblest blood of the land. 

Look at him now — he has just re- 
ceived extreme unction. A hypocrite to 
the last, he folds his hands on his breast 
and exclaims: ''This is my God; as in 
his visible presence, I declare I have 
sacrificed myself to France." When he 
is asked, by the officiating priest, if he 
forgives his enemies, he replies, '^ 1 have 
no enemies but those of the state. ^ - 
Now the hand of death is visibly upon 
him. In a loose robe of purple silk, he 
lies supported by pillows of fine lace. 
He is hardly recognizable, so great have 
been his sufferings, so complete is liis 
weakness ; his bloodless lips pant for 
breath, his hollow eyes wander on 
vacancy, his thin fingers work convul- 
sively on the sheets, as though striving 
against the approach of invisible foes. 

But, before he departs, a signal honor 
is reserved for him. Behold, the rich 
velvet curtains, heavy with golden em- 
broideries, are held aside by pages who 
carry plumed hats in their hands, and 
Louis XIII. enters hastily. lie is bare- 
headed, and is accompanied by the princes 
of the blood and the great ministers of 
state. Louis is so shrunken and at- 
tenuated, so white and large-eyed, that 
in any other presence he might have been 
deemed a dying man himself. As he ad- 
vances to the ruelle that encloses the bed, 
lie composes his thin lips and pinched 
face into a decent expression of condo- 
lence. How can he but affect to deplore 
the death of a minister whose fierce pas- 
sions overshadowed his whole life like a 
moral upas-tree ? Nevertheless the fitting 



phrases are spoken, and he embraces the 
ghastly form stretched out before hini 
with a semblance of affection. The ex- 
piring cardinal presses the hand of his 
master, and makes a sign that he would 
speak. Louis bows down his head to 
catch the feeble voice, which says : 
*'Sire, I thank you for this honor; I 
have spent my whole life in your service. 
I leave you able ministere; trust them, 
sire ; but — '' and he stops and struggles 
fearfully for breath — **but, beware of 
your court. It is your petit cotieher who 
are dangerous. Your favorites have 
troubled me more than all your enemies*'* 
Then the cardinal sinks back fainting. 

Louis withdraws with affected con- 
cern; but, ere he reaches the spacious 
anteroom, lined with the cardinal's re- 
tainers in magnificent liveries, he bursts 
into an inhuman laugh. ''There goes a 
great politician to his death,'* he says to 
Chavigny, who is beside him, and ho 
points with his thumb toward the cardi- 
nal's chamber ; ^' a wonderful genius. 
Now he is gone I shall be free — I shall 
reign for myself.*' He chuckles with de- 
light at the idea of being at last rid of the 
cardinal ; and a grim smile spreads itself 
over his ashen face. 

It is a ghastly joke, as cruel as it is 
selfish. As if Louisas life were bound up 
in the existence of his great minister — ^he 
is himself a corpse within a year ! 



CHAPTER XLV. 

THE QU E EN-BEGENT. 

Loris XIV. was four years and a half 
old when his father died at Saint-Ger- 
main, aged forty-two. Tardy in every 
thing, Louis XIII. was six weeks in dy- 
ing. The state - christening of his son 
was celebrated during his illness. When 
asked his name, the little lad replied, "I 
am Louis XIV." 

"Not yet, my son, not yet," mur- 
mured the dying king, "but shortly, if 
so it please God." 
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Anne of Anstria, named regent by 
her husband's will, rales in her son's 
name. A splendid court assembles round 
her, at the Louvre, at Saint - Germain, 
and at FontairiebJeu. Her exiled favor- 
ites are there to do her homage. The 
Duchesso de Chevreuse, after a long so- 
journ in Spain, England, and Flanders — 
for slie loves travel and the adventures 
of the road, either masked, or disguised 
as a page, a priest, or a cavalier — is rein- 
stated in her miyesty's favor. In Spain 
the duchess's vanity was gratified by en- 
slaving a royal lover — the King of Spain, 
brother of Anne of Austria ; in England 
she diverted herself with fomenting per- 
sonal quarrels between Charles I. and 
Henrietta Maria; in Flanders — a dull 
country — she found little to amuse her. 

Mademoiselle de Hautefort (soon to be- 
come Duchesse and Mar6chale de Schom- 
berg) returns in obedience to the queen's 
command, who wrote to her even while 
the king was alive, ^^ Gome, dearest friend, 
come quickly. I am all impatience to 
embrace you ! '' 

The Duchesse de SennScy arrives from 
the provinces, and the Chevalier de Jars 
from England. The latter had been im- 
prisoned in the Bastile, and threatened 
with torture by Richelieu, to force him 
to betray the queen's correspondence 
with Spain at the time of the Val de 
OrAce con8[>iracy. He had been liber- 
ated, however, but while the cardinal 
lived had remained in England. 

These, among many other fafthful at- 
tendants, resume their places at the petit 
courher, in the grand cercle^ and at the 
morning lever. 

Then there are the princes and prin- 
cesses of the blood-royal — Monsieur the 
Due d'Orl^ans — no longer breathing vows 
of love in the moonlight, but a veteran 
intriguer — living on the road to Spain, 
which always meant rebellion, together 
with his daughter, La Grande Mademoi- 
selle^ a comely girl, the greatest heiress 
in Europe ; Oiesar, Due de Vend6me, son 
of Qabriello and Henry IV., with his 
duchess and his sons, the Dues de Mer- 
ecBur and De Beaufort ; Cond6, the un- 



crowned head of the great house of 
Bourbon, more ill-favored and avaricious 
than ever — his jealous temper now ex- 
cited against the bastards of the house 
of Vend6me, with his wife, Charlotte de 
Montmorenci, sobered down into a dig- 
nified matron, devoted to her eldest 8on,» 
the Due d'Enghien, and to her daugh- 
ter, the Duchesse de Longueville, the 
brightest ornament of the court; the 
Due de la Rochefoucauld and his son, the 
Prince de Marsillac, the author of *' Les 
Maximes," to become a shadow on the 
path of the last-named duchess, who is 
to die in a convent ; the great house of 
La Tour d'Auvergne, Viscomtes de Tu- 
renne and Dues de Bouillon, from which 
springs Henri de Turenne, the rival of 
young Cond^ ; Siguier, Due de Villemer, 
generously forgiven for the part he took 
against the queen as chancellor, at the 
Val de GrAce; and, last of all, Henry, 
Due de Guise — by-nnd-by to astonish 
Europe by his daring escapade at Naples, 
where, but for Masaniello, he might have 
been crowned king, with the queen's beau- 
tiful maid-of-honor, Mademoiselle de Pons, 
at his side. 

There is also about the court a young 
man named Giulio Mazarin, bom in Rome 
of a Sicilian family, late secretary to Car- 
dinal Richelieu. He has passed many 
years in Spain, and can converse fluently 
in that language with her majesty when- 
ever she deigns to address him. He has 
a pale, inexpresRive face, with large black 
eyes, d fleur de tite^ generally bent on 
the ground. His manners are modest, 
though insinuating ; his address is gentle, 
his voice musical. Like all Italians, he is 
artistic ; a eonoscente in music, a collector 
of pictures, china, and antiquities. So 
unobtrusive and accomplished a gentle- 
man cannot fail to please, especially as 
he is only in deacon's orders, and, with 
a dispense, free to marry. The queen, 
who often converses with him in her 
native tongue, appreciates his merits. 
Her n)inister, the Bishop of Beauvais, 
leaves the court. He finds that his pres- 
ence is useless, as the queen acts entirely 
under the advice of this young Italian, 
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whom she also selects as guardian to the 
young king, who, poor, simple boy, looks 
on Mazarin as a father. 

The regency begins auspiciously. Fif- 
teen days after the death of Louis XIII. 
the decisive victoiy of Rocroy was gained 
. over the Spaniards by the Due d'£nghien, 
a youthful general of twenty-two. Paris 
was exultant. The roads were strewed 
with wreaths and flowers; tapestry and 
banners hung from every window, foun- 
tains of choicest wiues flowed at the cor- 
ners of the streets, and, amid the booming 
of cannon, the blare of trumpets, the 
crash of warlike instruments, and the 
frantic shouts of an entire population, 
the queen, and her little four-year old 
son, ride in a gold coach to hear a Te 
Deum at Notre-Dame. 

Her mcyesty's authority is much in- 
creiujcd by this victory. Mazarin, under 
favor of 'the queen, gradually acquires 
more and more power. He presides at 
the council ; he administers the finances 
— for which he came to be called "*A« 
plunderer ; " he tramples on the Parlia- 
ment and tyrannizes over the young 
king. The princes of the blood and all 
the young nobles are excluded .from 
offices of state or places in the house- 
hold. Every one begins to tremble be- 
fore the once modest young Italian, and 
to recall with dismay the eighteen years 
of Richelieu's autocracy. 

But Mazarin has a rival in Henri de 
Gondi, afterward Cardinal de Retz, now 
coadjutor to his uncle, the Archbishop 
of Paris. No greater contrast can be 
conceived than between the subtle, shuf- 
fling Italian, patient as he is false, and 
Gondi, bold, liberal, independent, gen- 
erous even to his enemies, Incapable of 
envy or deceit, grasping each turn of 
fortune with the ready adaptiveness of 
genius, and swaying the passions of men 
by his fiery eloquence ; a daring states- 
man, a resolute reformer, one of whom 
Cromwell had said — ''that he, De Retz, 
was the only man in Europe who despised 
him." 

Gondi considered himself sacrificed to 
the church — ^for which he had no voca- 



tion — and did his utmost, by the liber- 
tinism of his early life, to render his 
ordination impossible ; but in vain. Al- 
though he had abducted his own cousin, 
and been the hero of numberless scan- 
dals, the archbishopric of Paris was con- 
sidered a sinecure in the family of Gondi, 
and archbishop and cardinal he must be 
in spite of his inclination and of his ex- 
cesses. In politics he was a republican, 
formed on the pattern of Cato and of 
Brutus, whose lives he had studied at 
the Sorbonne. He loved to be compared 
to Cicero and to Catiline, and to believe 
himself called on to revolutionize France 
after the fashion of a factious conspirator 
of old Rome. He longed to be any thing 
belligerent, agitative — tribune, general, 
or demagogue. ^'Ancient Rome," he 
said, ^^ honored crime, therefore crime 
was to be honored." " Rather let me be 
the leader of a great party than an em- 
peror ! " exclaimed he, in the climax of 
one of his thrilling perorations. Tlie 
mild precepts of the Gospel were clearly 
little to his taste. He had mistaken not 
only his vocation but his century. He 
should have lived in the middle ages; 
and as an ecclesiastical prince - militant 
led armies into battle, conquered territo- 
ries, and made laws to subject peoples. 
Yet, underlying the wild enthusiasm of 
his language, and the reckless energy of 
his actions, there was a kindly, almost 
gentle temper that imparted to his chai:- 
acter a certain incompleteness which ac- 
counts for the falling off of his later 
years. Grand, noble as was De Retz, 
Mazarin ultimately beat him and remained 
master of the situation. 

Under the guidance of Gondi (De 
Retz), the Parliament, paralyzed for a 
time, soon learns its power, and gives 
unmistakable tokens of insubordination 
by opposing every edict and tax pro- 
posed by the government. Some of the 
most fractious of "these impertinent 
bourgeois," as Cond6 called them, were 
arrested and exhibited in chains — like 
captives in a Roman triumph — at Notre- 
Dame on the occasion of a second Te 
Deum sung for a second great victory 
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fcained by young Oond6. Mazarin, by 
this act, overtaxed the endurance of the 
citizens. In one night two hundred bar- 
ricades rise in the streets of Paris. The 
queen-regent can see them from her win- 
dows. Tliis ebullition of popular fury 
appears to Gondi as the realization of 
his youthful dreams. The moment bas 
come to make him a tribune of the peo- 
ple. Ho has loyally warned the regent 
of the impending peril. The queen con- 
sidered his words mere bravado, and 
treated bim personally w^ith suspicion 
and contempt. Gondi was warned that 
Mazarin had decided on his exile. His 
generous nature was outraged : " To- 
morrow," he said, "before noon, I will 
be master of Paris." Noon did see him 
master of Paris ; but, loose as was his 
estimate of the sacredness of his office, 
he was still archbishop -coadjutor; he 
could not personally lead the rabble, or 
publicly instigate the citizens to rebel- 
lion. A man of straw must represent 
him, and do what he dared not — ha- 
rangue at the crosses and comers of the 
streets, head the popular assemblies, and 
generally excite the passions of the tur- 
bulent Parisians to fever-heat. This man 
of straw was found in the Duo de Beau- 
fort, grandson of Henry Quatre, through 
Gabrielle d'Estr^es — a dandy, a swag- 
gerer, but a warrior. 

N"ow, the Due de Beaufort, hot-headed 
and giddy, without either judgment or 
principles, cares little for either cardinal, 
coadjutor, or queen — is utterly indiffer- 
ent iis to who may rule or who may 
serve, provided always his own claims, 
as prince of the blood, to the most lucra- 
tive posts are admitted. But he does 
care very much for an afiront offered to 
the Duchesse de Montbazon, of whom he 
is desperately enamoured. The Duchesse 
de Montbazon, step-mother of the Du- 
chesse de Chevrense, and lady-in-waiting 
to the queen, finds late one evening, on 
returning to her hotel, two love-letters 
dropped on the iloor of her private closet. 
One is from a gentleman, the other from 
a lady ; both are unsigned. She of course 
At once decides that the handwriting of 



the one is that of the lady she most hates, 
that of the other, the lover of that same 
lady, whom she hates even more, if pos- 
sible, than the lady herself. Now, the 
lady whom she hates most is the Du- 
chesse de Longueville, younger, more at- 
tractive, and more powerful than herself. 
The gentleman she selects is the Count 
de Ooligni, who had deserted her for the 
sake of the duchess. The next morning, 
at the queen^s lever, Madame de Mont- 
bazon shows these two love-letters to 
every one, and, being the mistress of a 
caustic tongue, makes some diverting re- 
marks on their contents. Her words are 
repeated to tlie Duchesse de Longue- 
ville; she denies the fact altogether. 
Her mother, the Princesse de Gond6, 
Charlotte de Montmorenci, broadly hints 
to Anne of Austria that the Prince de 
Cond^, the greatest general France had 
ever possessed since the days of the Con- 
stable de Bourbon, will join the malcon- 
tent Parliament, nay, may even lead Spain 
into France, if her majesty does not in- 
stantly cause the Duchesse de Montbazon 
to retract all she has said of his sister. 
Such is patriotism under the regency! 
The queen, overwhelmed by the clamor 
of the two duchesses, invokes the help 
of Cardinal Mazarin. The cardinal, in his 
Italian - French, soothes and persuades 
both, muttering many classic oaths of 
Co%peUo and Corpo di Baceo under his 
breath. He goes to and fro between the 
ladies, flatters both, and proposes terms 
of apolo^ry. Every suggestion is objected 
to; an hour is spent over each word. 
Such a negotiation is far more difficult 
than the government of France. All 
conclusion seeming impossible, the queen 
at last speaks with authority. She says 
that, ^^ if Madame de Montbazon will not 
retract, she shall lose her place at court." 

So Spain is not at this time to invade 
France under the command of Cond6, 
and the Duchesse de Longueville is to 
receive an apology. 

The apology is to be made at the 
Hotel de Cond6. The Duchesse de Lon- 
gueville — a superb blonde, with melting 
blue eyes, golden -brown hair, trans- 
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parent oomplezion, and a dazzling neck 
and shoulders, a coronet of Orient pearls 
and a red feather on her head, a chaplet 
of the same jewels clasping her throat, 
wearing a robe of blue tissue, bordered 
and worked with pearls — stands in the 
great saloon of her father's ancestral 
palace. Her feet rest on a dais of cloth 
of gold and silver; it is covered by a 
canopy spangled with stars. The walls 
of the saloon are covered with bright 
frescos of birds, fruit, and flowers, pan- 
elled into golden frames. Four great 
chandeliers of crystal and silver are 
placed on pedestals at each comer of the 
room, lighting up a glittering crowd of 
princes and princesses of the blood who 
stand beside the duchess on the estrade. 
The greatest nobles of France are pres- 
ent. The doors are flung open, and the 
Duchesse de Montbazon, a dainty bru- 
nette, brilliant, audacious, enticing, who, 
although forty, is still in the zenith of ' 
her charms, flashes into the room in full 
court-costume, her sacque (or train) of 
amber satin brocaded with gold reaching 
many yards beliind her. The color on 
her checks is heightened either by rouge 
or passion; her eyes glitter, and her 
whole bearing is of one who would say, 
** I must do this, but I defy you." She 
knows that all the gentlemen take part 
with her, if the ladies side with her 
enemy. She walks straight up to the I 
dais on which the Duchesse de Longue- 
ville, 7t€« Princesse de Cond6, stands, , 
stops, looks her full in the face, then i 
leisurely and with the utmost unconcern 
casts her eyes round on the company, 
smiles sweetly to the Duo de Beaufort, 
and bows to those princes and nobles 
who are her champions, particularly to 
the Dues d'0rl6ans and De Guise. Then 
she unfolds her painted fan, and reads 
what follows from a slip of pink paper 
attached to one of the jewelled sticks. 

" Madame, I come here to assure your 
highness that I am quite innocent of any 
intention of iiyuring you. Had it not 
been so I would not only humbly beg 
your pardon, but I would willingly en- 
dure any punishment her mcgesty might 



see fit to impose on me. I entreat you 
therefore to believe that I have never 
failed in the esteem whicli your virtues 
command, or in the respect due to your 
high rank." 

The Duchesse de Longueville's soft 
blue eyes, usually incapable of any other 
expressifm but tenderness or supplica- 
tion, look absolutely wicked, so defiant 
is the bearing of Madame de Montbazon. 
She advances to the edge of the estrade, 
draws herself up with an imperious air, 
and casting a haughty glance at her rival, 
who, crimson in the face, is fanning her- 
self violently and ogling the Due de Beau- 
fort, reading also from her fan, pro- 
nounces the following words, dictated by 
Oardinal Mazarin : 

'^ Madame, I am willing to believe that 
you took no part in tlie calumny which 
has been circulated to my prejudice. I 
make this acknowledgment in deference 
to the commands of the queen." 

Thus ends the quarrel; but not the 
consequences. The whole court aud city 
is in an uproar. The citizens are deeply 
interested, aud to a man take part witli 
the chere amie of Beaufort against the 
Duchesse de Longueville, and against 
Cond6 and Mazarin. 

Cond6 is not sure if he will not after 
all lead the Spaniards against France. 
The Duchesse de Montbazon feeds the 
flame for her private ends. She lays all 
the blame of her humiliation on Oardinal 
Mazarin, which exasperates Beaufort to 
madness ; and she incites Henri, Due de 
Guise, another of her adorers — the wild- 
est, bravest, and most dissolute of princes 
— to challenge the Oomte de Ooligni, 
whom she had designated as the writer 
of one of the love-letters. A duel is 
fought in the Place Royale. The Du- 
chesse de Montbazon watches the while 
out of a window of the palace of the Duo 
de Bohan, her cousin. Ooligni is killed. 
He falls, it is said, into the arms of the 
Duchesse de Longueville, who is present 
on the Place, disguised as a page. 

The Due de Beaufort, whose turbulent 
folly foreshadows the grand seigneur of 
later reigns, and almost excuses the great 
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revolution, refuses to receive a royal her- 
ald, sent to him by the queen, turns his 
back upon her m^esty at her lever, and 
threatens the life of the cardinal. The 
Duchessc de Montbozon is banished. 



CHAPTER XLVI. 



THE DUG DE BEAUFORT. 



her here, at the Louvre. Crowds have 
filled her audience chamber.^* 

'^ MilU diablea / What do you mean, 
mother?'^ bursts out Beaufort, shaking 
himself free from both ladies. *' You call 
me mad ; if any one be mad it is your- 
selves. I am here, summoned by the 
queen herself, to a private audience. 
Ventre de ma cic/" — Beaufort much 
affects some of the favorite oaths of his 
grandfather, Henri Quatre — ^^ what are 
her migesty^s humors to me? '' 

^'O Francis,^' sobs the Duchesse de 



The Due de Beaufort is summoned to 
a private audience at the Louvre. On 
his way up the grand staircase entering . Nemours, ^^ what have you done ? You 
from the inner quadrangle he meets his i have threatened the life of Cardinal Ma- 



mother, the Duchesse de yend6me, and 
his sister, the Duchesse de Nemours, 
who, their attendance on the queen over, 
are descending. 

" Good God I Francis," cries his moth- 
er, raising her hands with a gesture of 
horror, "I thought you were safe at 
Bambouillet. You within the Louvre 
at this moment ? You must be mad ! ^^ 



zarin. The queen knows it. She has 
sent for you to secure your person. She 
can have no other motive. Nothing can 
exceed her indignation. She said, in my 
hearing, that you had personally insulted 
her; that your party, the Importants^ 
was the curse of her reign ; and that the 
Duchesse de Montbazon corrupted the 
princes of the blood by her intrigues. 



And she throws herself upon him and j In the name of Heaven, do not venture 



tries to bar his further passage. 

" Oh, my brother ! " exclaims his sis- 
ter Nemours, in the same breath, throw- 
ing her arms around his neck ; *^ in the 
name of tlie Holy Virgin, do not tempt 
your fate. Fly, dear Francis— fly, while 
you can — our coach is waiting below — 
come with us instantly.^^ And Madame 
de Nemours takes him by the arm, and 
tries to draw him downward. 

Beaufort plants himself firmly on the 
stair. His first impulse is to push them 
both forciby aside, and to proceed; his 
next to curse their folly in the spicy ar- 
got of the TialUs. He does neither ; but 
stands open-mouthed, hb fierce eyes de- 



near her m^jesty if you value your lib- 
erty, or even your life I " 

The Duchesse de Vend6me wrings her 
hands while her daughter is speaking. 

"For my sake, quit Paris, my dear 
son. If you remain, not even Gondi can 
save you. Come with us instantly, and 
cross the frontier while you can." 

Her words are broken ; she trembles 
at her son^s manifest danger; Beaufort 
looks at her, shakes his head, and bursts 
into a loud laugh. 

" You are a couple of lunatics, both 
of you " — and again he laughs — " I shall 
not leave Paris ; I will not even hide my- 
self. Calm yourself, mother " — and he 



manding an explanation he does not con- ' kisses her on the cheek — " her mtgesty 
descend to ask. The explanation is soon , has summoned me to a private audience. 



forthcoming. 

" My son," cries his mother, bursting 
into tears, and seizing on his hand to de- 
tain him, as he makes a motion as if to 
leave them, "listen to me, I implore you. 
Your sister and I have been in waiting on 
the queen many hours to-day. She is 
terribly incensed against you. People ' ,^ ' '^"•" ^^,r*»' "P?^,f ^L^^l?"' «lf' t!^"^ T 

/ . ^ ^ *^ I the same oa those of the Balafl^, at Blols, before bis 

have been comimg all day with tales to assaasinatioD by Uexuy ill. 



I shall obey her. She is no traitress. I 
have been guilty of rudeness toward her. 
I go to wipe out the remembrance of it. 
I am rough, but nut brutal, specially to 
the queen. Besides, they dare not arrest 



me. 
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Sftying which, he pnshes his mother 
and sister, who still endeavor to stop him, 
on one side, and bounds up the stairs. 

It is evening. Anne of Austria is 
alone in a spacions withdrawing-room, 
from which her private writing-closet 
opens. Four lofty windows turn toward 
the river — one is open. She sits beside 
it, gazing at the dazzling tints of the sum- 
mer sunset that lace the western heavens 
with bars of fire. In front rise the double 
to wersvof Notre-Dame. The fretted spire 
of the Sainte-Chapelle glistens against a 
bank of heavy clouds that are rapidly 
welling up from the south. These clouds 
deepen with the twilight. The lustre of 
a stormy sunset soon fades out. The suu 
disappears, and darker and denser clouds 
gather and thicken, and obscure the light. 
Low thunder rumbles in the distance, and 
a few heavy rain-drops descend. Long 
shadows fall across the floor, the comers 
of the room grow dark, and only a few 
bright gleams, lingering low on the hori- 
zon, rest on the queen^s face and figure. 

Anne of Austria has now passed into 
middle life ; her form is full, her move- 
ments heavy. The glorious eyes are still 
lustrous, but no longer flash with the fire 
of youth. Her hair, though still abun- 
dant, has lost its glossy brightness. Her 
dress is rich, her bearing cold and stately. 
She affects a distant, almost a haughty 
manner, and is severe in exacting the 
most rigid etiquette from all who ap- 
proach her, save alone the cardinal. He 
comes and goes as he lists, smiling and 
obsequious, hut no longer humble or sub- 
servient as of yore. Indeed, at times he 
treats her majesty with absolute famil- 
iarity, to the utter dismay of the Duchesse 
de Ghevreuse and Madmoiselle de Haute- 
fort. When not engaged with Mazarin 
in state affairs, or in giving audiences, the 
queen passes her time in her oratory. 
Not only is she devout herself, but exacts 
at all events the same outward show of 
piety from her ladies. 

TwUight has deepened into gloom, ere 

the Doc de Beaufort enters. He stands in 

shadow, and, as he glances at the queen, 

he inwardly apostrophizes his mother and 
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sister as a couple of fools and gossips, for 
imagining him to be in any danger of her 
displeasure. His boisterous bearing — for 
he affects the manners of the lowest of 
the populace, the better to sway them, 
and by so doing to embarrass the minis- 
ter — ^is visibly softened. He remembers 
with pain the insults of which he has 
been guilty in turning his back on the 
queen, when they last met, and in re- 
fusing to receive her herald. He is both 
repentant and flattered at her summons. 
His obeisance to her is unusually low, and 
some tokens of emotion betray themselves 
on his dissipated though handsome coun- 
tenance. 

"Good-evening, cousin," says Anne 
of Austria, as he enters, a gracious smile 
upon her face, and, with that queenly 
grace natural to her, she presents her 
still beautiful hand to him, which he 
kisses kneeling. " Where have you been 
these four days past ? You ai^ a stranger 
at the Louvre." 

Her voice is sweet, her look is gentle. 
It is impossible that what Beaufort has 
heard can be true. 

" Madame," he answers, bowing, " had 
I not been absent from Paris, I should 
not have failed to present my duty to 
your mijesty. But I am only just re- 
turned from a hunting-party at Ram- 
bouillet, whither I went with my brother- 
in-law, Neraours. Until I came back I 
did not know that yon had asked for mo. 
What can I do for your migesty's service ? 
I am always at your command." 

"Ah, cousin, you are always at my 
command, I know," answers the queen, 
repeating his words, and she laughs 
slightly. Beaufort winces at the covert 
rebuke. He feels that her meaning must 
be ironical, yet she speaks caressingly, 
and the same gracious smile stiU plays 
about her mouth. 

" Ton once called me the most honor- 
able man in France, madame ; I am proud 
to remember it." Beaufort speaks 
roughly, and in a loud voice; the mo- 
mentary polish is passing away with the 
momentary emotion. "I am what I 
ever was. I do not change. I wish I 
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could say tho same of your majesty. 
Afadamo, you liave greatly altered," and 
he looks at her straight in the face. 
Anne of Austria shifts her position, so 
OS to sit in shadow, and she replies : 

" I have no special purpose in sum- 
moning you, cousin, save for the satisfac- 
tion your presence here gives me." Again 
Beaufort feels the covert stab, and ob- 
serves that she studiously avoids noticing 
his remarks on her altered conduct tow- 
ard him, 

"You and I," adds the queen, in a 
voice strangely monotonous, "are in- 
deed old friends and comrades as well 
as cousins." 

"You have not a truer friend in all 
France than I am," answers tho duke, 
vehemently, and he advances a step or 
two toward the window, near which the 
queen sits, raises his hand to emphasize 
his words, and lets it fall so heavily on a 
table near" as to make tho whole room 
echo. Tho queen still smiles graciously. 

" Yes, madame, I am no courtier ; I 
hate courts; but before you made that 
ItSLiiaJi/acchino your favorite you relied on 
Beaufort." As he pronounces the cardi- 
nal's name his face hardens and his hands 
clinch themselves ; an almost impercepti- 
ble shudder passes over the queen. Then 
he continues : 

"Was it not to Beaufort that you in- 
trusted the sacred person of his majesty 
and your own safety after the death of 
your husband, before the regency was 
settled?" 

Anne of Austria bows her head in 
silence. She is evidently determined 
not to take offence. If any one else had 
dared to mention the cardinal to her in 
such language, she would have ordered 
him to the Bastile. 

Had the duke been less giddy, this 
knowledge ought to have curbed him, 
especially after the warning ho had re- 
ceived ; but his thoughts are now passing 
into a different channel, and he heeds it 
not. 

"Yes, cousin, I have known you long, 
and closely," is the queen's cautious re- 
joinder. " You have been at Rambouil- 



let, prince," she continues; "have you 
had good sport? The canals there are, 
I am told, full of fat carp. Do you love 
fishing?" 

The duke stares at her without reply- 
ing. The queen, who appears to desire 
to continue the conversation, yet to avoid 
all discussion, still speaks: 

" My son will grow up to bo a keen 
sportsman, I hope. Tho royal forests 
must be better guarded. Did you and 
the Duo do Nemours find any ieer at 
Rambouillet?" 

Spite of the queen's unusual loquacity, 
there is something in her manner which 
irritates the excitable duke. He cannot 
altogether convince himself that she is 
not mocking him. lie had come cer- 
tainly repentant, but his fiery temper 
now overmasters him at the bare suspi- 
cion. 

" Did your migesty send for me to put 
such questions as these?" cries he, 
roughly. "If so, I would rather have 
stayed at Rambouillet." 

"Truly, duke," replies tho queen, 
evasively, coloring at his bluntness, "it 
is difficult to content you. I have al- 
ready said that I summoned you for no 
special purpose, save that we might con- 
verse together" — and she stops sudden- 
ly, and hesitates — " as cousins, and cu 
friends,'''* 

This last word is spoken slowly and 
with manifest effort. Her voice, which 
has a strange ring in it, is drowned by a 
clap of thunder, still distant, and a flash 
of lightning illuminates the rjoom for an 
instant, and rests upon the long fair hair 
and frowning countenance of Beaufort. 
Her words are bland, but her bearing is 
distant and constrained. Even the unob- 
servant Beaufort is struck by this anom- 
aly ; but he attributes it to some vestige 
of displeasure at his late conduct. 

"I trust, madame, you will always 
treat me with the confidence proper to 
both these titles," he replies, stiffly. 

Her words appease, but do not satisfy 
him. Even while speaking, the queen 
has turned her head toward the door of 
her writing-closet, and listens. The wind 
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roars withoni, and the waters of the Seine 
dash themselves against the low walls 
that border the quay, but no sound with- 
in is audible. Anne of Austria resumes 
the conversation as though talking against 
time. But Beaufort, naturally unobserv- 
ant, is now too much excited to notice 
this. He has forgotten all that his mother 
tind sister had said* Not the slightest 
suspicion crosses his mind. 

"It is a boisterous evening," con- 
tinues the queen, looking out of the w^in- 
<low — a faint flash of lightning plays 
round her darkly-robed figure — " but the 
$torm is still distant. By-the-by, my 
cousin, am I to congratulate you on being 
appointed beadle of Saint-Nicholas des 
Champs? " asks the queen, still smiling. 
*'The bourgeoisie must be greatly flat- 
tered by your condescension." 

"That is a matter of opinion," an- 
swers Beaufort. "I glory in belonging 
to the people. I would rather be called 
Boi des Halles than King of France." 

The queen says no more, again she lis- 
tens. She seems more and more embar- 
Tiissed, and the conversation languislies. 
The duke begins to be conscious that 
something is amiss. He even goes the 
length of secretly wishing that the inter- 
view were over. A heaviness oppresses 
him ; it is stiflingly hot, and the thunder 
sounds nearer. The image of his mother 
weeping bitterly rises up, unbidden, be- 
fore him. Can there be any truth in her 
warning ? 

"Yes," continues Beaufort afler an 
awkward pause — "yes, I may be too 
much of a Frondeur to please you, ma- 
<lame, and for my own safety also." 
Again the queen turns her head, and lis- 
tens anxiously. " A Frondeur agiunst a 
government headed by an alien — not a 
Frondeur against you, my cousin — ^never 
against you. To you I am ever loyal. 
You know this." His voice grows thick. 
Ho is much moved. "You, ray cousin, 
•can never forget my long exile after the 
death of Cinq-Mars at Lyons for your 
-.sake. Surely you cannot forget? " 

Anne moves uneasily; she taps her 
small foot on the floor impatiently. Her 



eyes are bent outward upon the approach- 
ing storm, whicii draws each instant 
nearer. The heavens are now like a wall 
of blackness, save where the lightning 
glitters for a moment. Yet she neither 
calls for lights, nor closes the window. 

"Next to the Duchesse de Che- 
vreuse," Beaufort continues, "Richelieu 
hated me, because I was devoted soul 
and body to you, and he knew it. Ah, 
my tjousin, had the duchess and I, your 
two friends, spoken, where would you 
have been now ? Not on the throne, cer- 
tainly. I carried your secret safely into 
England with me— I would have carried 
it to the grave — and you are Regent of 
France." 

Whatever the queen may feel, she 
carefully conceals it. A stony expression 
spreads itself over her face, and the smile 
on her lip becomes almost a grimace, her 
mouth is so tightly set. 

" If I am grown rough and coarse," he 
continues, "like the rabble among whom 
I live — ^if I oflfend you by my frankness, 
remember Beaufort was faithful to you in 
adversity — ^most true and faithful." 

The tears come into his eyes as he 
speaks; he brushes them off with his 
sleeve. The queen is not at all moved 
by this appeal. A third time she turns 
her head as if listening for some expected 
sound — then, hearing nothing, her eye- 
lids drop, and she plays with her fan. 

" These are difiicult times, my cousin," 
she says at last, speaking slowly. " Much 
depends on the princes of the blood. I 
reckon on you, duke, as a firm pillar of 
the state," and she touches him with her 
fan. 

Beaufort starts. " Would I were such 
a pillar!" he exclaims with warmth. 
" Take Gondi as your minister, my cous- 
in. Send Mazarin back to the Roman 
gutter whence he sprung. You would 
have no more trouble with the Par- 
liament. I warrant you they would obey 
you like Iambs, my cousin. Banish Maz- 
arin, and I will lead you and the young 
king in triumph throughout France. Not 
a Frondeur would be left in the land. 
If there were, I would shoot him with 
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zny own hand. Answer me, madame; 
will you try ? " 

Beaufort stretches out his hand, as he 
speaks, to clasp that of the queen. Anne 
neither stirs, neither looks up, nor touches 
his hand. To speak is evidently difficult 
to her. Surely she must he expecting 
some one, for she again turns her head 
toward the writing-closet and listens. 
A sharp clap of thunder rattles through 
the room ; when it is past, her eyes rest 
upon the duke, who is eagerly awaiting 
her reply. The set smile is still on her 
lips ; she is ahout to answer him, when a 
distinct sound of footsteps is heard with- 
in in her writing-closet. A page enters, 
and announces Cardinal Mazarines arrival 
to consult her majesty on urgent state 
husincss. Beaufort^s face darkens. Ere 
the page has ceased speaking, the long- 
gathering -storm harsts forth with fury. 
A tremendous peal of thunder shakes the 
palace, and hig drops of rain are driven 
through the window. The queen rises 
hastily and signs to the page to close the 
sash. She is evidently greatly relieved. 
" I regret this interruption, prince," sho 
says, speaking rapidly, " but it is unavoid- 
able. I must not keep the cardinal wait- 
ing. I cannot, however, consider your 
audience as over. "Will your highness 
favor mo by remaining in the apartments 
of the ladies-of-honor until I am free?" 
and, not waiting for his reply, she hastily 
passes into her closet. Deluges of rain 
fall, flash after flash lights up tlio heavens, 
and peals of thunder rapidly succeed each 
other. 

The Due de Beaufort finds the Du- 
chesse do Chevreuse and Mademoiselle de 
Hautefort sittting together in one of the 
apartments of the suite allotted to tlie 
ladies in waiting. As he enters they 
both rise hurriedly, and contemplate him 
in mute astonishment. 

" Why, duke," cries the duchess, " is 
it possible? You here? You in the 
Louvre ? " 

** And why not, madame ? "What do 
these chattering women mean ? " he mut- 
ters to himself. "One would think I 
were a monster." 



"What! have you not heard, that 
you are accused of a plot to assassinate 
the cardinal? " 

** The queen knows the particulars,'* 
broke in Mademoiselle de Hautefort. 
" She told me so at her lever this mom-* 
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ing 

" Perhaps you will kindly inform me 
what these particulars are, madame ? ■ * 
replies Beaulort, savagely. 

" Why, duke, you must be out of your 
senses ! " 

" Not that I know of, madame ; pray 
let mo hear of what I am accused." 

" Why, that in order to take the car- 
dinars life you had stationed soldiers in 
ambush along the road to Longchamps, 
to flre on him, as he passed in his coach 
on his way to dine with the President 
Maison." 

"Tlje simple-hearted cardinal! Im- 
agine, your highness," cries the duchess, 
" Signore Giulio, after having said his 
prayers, trotting along demurely in his 
red coach, a perfect angel — wanting only 
wings to fly away from a wicked world, 
innocent of eo much as on evil thought I 
We know you are a Frondeur^ duke, but 
you are also a barbarian to desire the life 
of such a saint," and the duchess laughs 
her merry laugh. 

"Perhaps, madame," says Beaufort, 
turning toward Mademoiselle de Haute- 
fort, "you will have the goodness to pro- 
ceed in the relation of my supposed 
crime ? " 

" I have neither the wit nor the high 
spirits of her Grace of Lorraine," replies 
she, " to jest. I assure you, duke, it is a 
very grave matter. You are in the ut- 
most danger. The cardinal has made 
her mtyesty believe that his life was only 
saved by the accidental arrival of the Duo 
d'Orl^ans — who is going to dine at the 
same party — on horseback, and who, as 
a violent shower of rain came on, dis- 
mounted and got into the cardinal's 
coach. His presence saved the cardinal, 
the guard could not Are upon his royal 
highness. Yon may imagine the agita«- 
tion of her mjyesty." 

" Capital, capital ! " exclaims the 
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^achess, clapping her hands, and still 
laaghing; ''admirably done. I never 
gave your highness credit for so much 
invention. What a pity the Duo d'Or- 
16ans did not start a little sooner," added 
she in a lower voice, " or that it rained I 
Signor Giulio would have been in heaven 
by this time." 

The Due de Beaufort sees that Made- 
moiselle de Hautefort looks both concerned 
and vexed at this levity. He had left his 
mother and sister, as ho entered, in tears. 
Was it possible all this might be true ? 

"I beseech you, duke, to leave the 
Louvre while you can," soys Mademoi- 
selle do Hautefort, very earnestly. 

*' But I am waiting here, madame, at 
the express command of her m^jesty, un- 
til Mazarin, with whom she is now en- 
gaged in the council-chamber, retires." 

" Are they alone ? " asks the duchess. 

" Yes, madame." 

** Then, duke, I do advise you at once 
to escape while you oan. If her majesty 
told you to remain, and she is now clos- 
eted with Mazarin, the sooner you pass 
the gates of Paris the better ; unless your 
highness particularly desire to air the 
best set of rooms in the Bastile; and 
even they are dull," she adds, with that 
invincible desire to laugh and make others 
laugh, at once her charm and her defect. 

Careless as is the Due de Beaufort, 
his confidence is shaken. He had token 
up his velvet cap to depart, when a knock 
Ss heard at the door. 

'* Come in," cried the duchess. 

It was Guitaut, captain of the queen^s 
li^narcls. He walks up to the duke, and 
lavs his hand on his shoulder : *' I com- 
mand your highness to follow me, in the 
name of the king and of the queen-re- 
gent." 

Even the duchess became serious. 

Beaufort eyes Gaitaut for some time 
in silence. " This is very strange, Gui- 
taut. There must be some mistake. I 
am here by her mt^esty's commands, 
awaiting a further audience." 

** I know nothing of that, your high- 
ness. My instructions are precise. You 
are under arrest." 



I Beaufort unbuckles his sword. He 
presents it to Guitaut. Then he turns to 
the duchess and Mademoiselle de Haute- 
fort, whoso countenances express the con- 
cern they both feel. " You are witness, 
ladies, that I, a prince of the blood, am 
arrested when, in obedience to her ma- 
jesty^s commands, I am awaiting the 
honor of a further audience. Pardieuj 
that sneaking varlet, Mazarin, shall pay 
for this. The coa^utor will revenge me. 
Lead on, Guitaut. Where is it to be? 
The Bastile ? " 

" I have orders to conduct your high- 
ness to the Castle of Vincennes," replies 
Guitaut, bowing. 

" To Vincennes I And by the queen's 
order I Ventre de ma vie I she is a trai- 
tress after all 1 " 



CHAPTER XLYH. 

MIDNIGHT TISIT0B8. 

The queen could no longer appear in 
the streets without insult. The mob 
laughed in her face, (Qid called her Ma- 
dame Anne, They saluted Mazarin with 
howls, as her Bon ami; some said Amant. 
The words sound much alike when shout- 
ed by a mob, and are not, indeed, always 
different in point of fact. Gondi, in tlio 
Parliament, uttered thrilling words about 
la belle France going to perdition between 
a Spanish regent and an Italian minister. 
No presidetLt was found to rebuke him. 
Indeed, when he demanded that the law 
respecting aliens holding offices of state, 
passed against Concini (Mar6chal d'An- 
cre) in the regency of Marie de Medici, 
should be amended to suit the present 
crisis, his words were received with such 
a fury of applause that the roof was very 
nearly brought down about his head. 
Yet, if any single member of that noisy 
Parliament had been asked what national 
misfortune he dreaded, what unpunished 
crime, what neglect, or what personal 
hardship he desired to redress, ho would 
have found it difficult to answer. It was 
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the fashion for every one to be discon- 
tented and to rebeL If citizens, to call 
themselves Frondeun ; if nobles, Impor- 
tanU. To object to every thing ; to har- 
ass the government, refuse to pay taxes 
and subsidies ; and to threaten to call in 
Spain on the most trivial pretences. And 
this because two duchesses had quar- 
relled, and certain hungry princes had 
lost the sinecures they craved for. Thus 
began the civil war of the Fronde, which 
lasted during the whole of the minority 
of Louis XIV. 

Mazarin, when he heard that the Par- 
liament, lashed on by Gondi, the coadjutor, 
seriously proposed to revive an obsolete 
law, which would connect his name with 
that of Concini, who had been shot down 
like a dog within the precincts of the 
Louvre, was alarmed. Not being a sol- 
dier like Richelieu, nor a patriot like Dc 
Retz, but only a soft-spoken Italian, with 
a slight frame — ^no unnecessaiy bones or 
muscles — ^long thin hands, and a sallow, 
womanish face, ho applied to the all- 
powerful Cond6 for help. Cond6 effect- 
ed a compromise with Gondi. So no 
more was heard of the obnoxious law 
at that particular time. But the Parlia- ; 
ment had, like a young lion, tasted blood 
in the way of power, liked it, and was 
not to be appeased. Spite of Cond{% se- 
ditious edicts and offensive measures, all 
suggested by the coadjutor, continued to 
be passed ; and Mazarin shut himself up 
within four walls, fearing for his very 
life. 

It is night and very dark ; only a few 
ill-trimmed lamps placed on pulleys 
across the street, and under the signs of 
the various shops, at long distances from 
each other, cast a dim and flickering 
light. The unpaved streets are muddy 
and full of holes ; a mob is collecting in 
the darkness between the Louvre, the 
Church of Saint-Germain TAuxerrois, 
and the garden of the Palais Royal. It 
thickens every moment; group lifter 
group of men and some women emerge 
from the gloom. They pour down from 
Saint-Jacques and from Saint-Antoine, 
from the quays and the heart of the old 



Roman city about Notre-Damo and the 
H6tel Dieu. They gather from all quar- 
ters. Before an hour has passed, a dense 
multitude, many thousands in number, 
are packed together. Those who stand 
under the dim lamps have a dogged, reso- 
lute look. All eyes are directed toward 
the Palais Royal, separated by a high 
wall from the street. The huge building 
rises up a gaunt mass before them. Not 
a light is to be seen at any of the win- 
dows ; not a sentinel is visible, they are 
withdrawn within the postern. Threats, 
and oaths and ribald jests pass from mouth 
to mouth loudly, and without fear ; sav- 
age cries and shouts of laughter ring 
along the silent streets. Anne of Aus- 
tria, with her two sons, is within the pal- 
ace. She is quite aware what is passing 
without. From an upper window, in a 
darkened room, she watches the citizens 
pressing closer and closer to the gates. 
From amid the tumult, groans and im- 
precations are now audible; the words 
reacli her ears. "Where is the little 
king ? " cries one. " We will see him ! " 
shrieks another. "You fool! he is not 
herc,^^ answers a third, a smith, as black 
as his forge, from the slums of Saint-An- 
toine. " Why not ? where should he bo 
but at home ? " another voice asks. " Wo 
will force tlie gates, and find him I " roart* 
a stumpy man with stentorian voice, 
shaking his fist, struggling to the front* 
"Find him! where will you find him? 
he is in Spain,'' shouts one at his elbow* 
"Curses on the Italian priest I" howl 
many voices in horrible chorus. This 
cry excites the entire multitude to frenzy ; 
it is taken up from all parts, and a volley 
of groans and curses for a time drowns 
all else. The crowd surges to and fro, 
like breakers on a rocky shore. Each 
moment it approaches nearer the palace, 
A tall spare man, an emissary of De Retz, 
who all along has taken an active part in 
inciting the people, seizes on the moment 
as propitious, and calls out in a loud 
voice, " Death to Mazarin 1 " Thousands 
re€cho, " Death to Mazarin I " With hid- 
eous gesticulations they throw^ their arma 
aloft; caps fly into the air; innumerable 
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hands are clapped in savage applause. 
^^ Death to Mazarin ! " passes down the 
lines of the long streets. It is heard at 
the crosswajs, and at every side-alley 
and opening, dying iiway in the far dis- 
tance into indistinct marmurs. 

The queen hears this death-cry, stand- 
ing at the darkened window, and trem- 
hles. Again the maddened people shout, 
*'Down with Mazarin I" and again, 
" Down with him 1 " is echoed from afar. 
" He has spirited away our little Louis 
into Spain to kill him I " " He has mur- 
dered the regent! " yells out the tall, 
spare man, forcing his way hither and 
thither. " Death to the traitor 1 " " To 
the gallows with all foreignersi" is the 
murderous response of the mob. 

Fresh cries now arise, led by the tall, 
spare man with the powerful . voice. 
*'Vivo Gondi, our noble bishop! We 
will have Gondi I the queen shall choose 
Gondi, our coadjutor ! " " Come forth 
and answer to us, Dame Anne I " shrieks 
a shrill woman^s voice, very near the pal- 
ace, daring a momentary lull. ^^Oorne 
forth, or we will break in and shoot you ! 
Where is our JRoi des Ualles f Where is 
Beaufort? Oome out to us, and speak 
like an honest woman! Let Beaufort 
free I Give up your lover, Mazarin!" 
bellows a fat beldame from the Halles. 
" Give up the hon ami, and we will roast 
him at the Gr^ve, and dance round the 
bonfire I " and hideous peals of laughter, 
yells, hisses, and imprecations, rise out of 
the night. Then, growing impatient, the 
whole mass, with one accord, vociferate, 
" We will see the king ! where is the 
king? Show us the little king, or we 
will set fire to the palace. The king! 
the king ! " 

A tremendous rush is made from be- 
hind ; those in front fall down, screaming 
that they are killed ; others trample up- 
on their bodies. The gates are forced ; 
the foremost find themselves within the 
court. Pushed on by the press from ben 
hind, they now stand under the colon- 
nade, then beneath the portico, on past 
the queen^s guards, who, commanded 
only to de<^3nd, not to attack, stand back 



with drawn swords in their hands, dark- 
ly eying the rioters. The lofty portals 
of the Palais Royal are wide open ; there 
are lights within the ample hall. Be- 
yond is the grand staircase, with gilded 
banisters. Finding no obstacle, they 
mount the stairs. On the first landing a 
woman stands, immovable. It is the 
queen. She is alone. She is pale, but 
betrays no fear. The rude intruders 
draw back, amazed at the vision of miges- 
ty and loveliness before them. Anne of 
Austria beckons to them to advance. 
She places her finger on her lip, com- 
manding silence. The rabble, before so 
noisy, are instantly hushed as by a cliarm. 
Signing to the foremost to follow her, 
she leads the way, through sumptuous 
chambers and vaulted galleries, to the 
king's sleeping-room. She approaches 
his little bed of gilt lattice-work, and, 
gently drawing aside the lace curtains, 
displays Louis XIV. in the sound and 
tranquil sleep of childhood. The citizen 
Frondeurs are satisfied. The mothers 
bless his baby face and rich auburn curls. 
The men contemplate the queen with 
awe. She stands beside the bed, survey- 
ing them with royal unconcern. When 
they have stared their full at the little 
king and at her, those who have already 
entered turn back. No others dare ap- 
proach. Ashamed and silent, they re- 
treat across the halls and sculptured gal- 
leries in a very different spirit to that in 
which they came. . . . 

Anno of Austria grows more and 
more devout. She spends long hours in 
her oratory, prostrate before an image 
of the Magdalene. She often retires to 
the Val de Grace, where she has built a 
splendid church, as a thank-offering for 
the birth of her sons. For days together 
she wears closely-fitting serge dresses, 
buttoned up to the throat, like a lay nun. 
She fasts, and chastises herself with a se- 
verity proper alike to a sinner or a saint. 

Yet there are whispers, and confi- 
dences, and anecdotes touching her in^ 
timacy with Cardinal Mazarin, not quite 
in accordance with such excessive aus" 
terity. 
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It is a liaison too public for intrigne, 
uneasy enough for marriage I 

The constant reproaches she addresses 
to her ladies in waiting for their lack of 
devotion tends rather to enrage than to 
edify these prettj sinners. Mademoiselle 
do Pons, with a smile and a toss of the 
head, draws Mademoiselle do lu Mothe 
into a comer, and repeats some hard 
words the queen has spoken to her. 
Mademoiselle de Hautefort, of a quick, 
impulsive temperament, is continually 
either in a passion or in tears. The 
Duchesse de Ghevrense is unusually grave, 
and more silent than she ever was before. 
The Duchesse de Noailles, lady of the 
bedchamber, her attendance at the Pa- 
lais Royal over, orders her coach, and, in 
company with the Duchesse de 8enn6cy, 
returns home to her h6tel in the Place 
Boyale, in a very bad humor. Here a 
party of ladies, ^^her nineteen bosom 
friends," are awaiting her arrival. They 
are all eager for gossip, and all pledged 
to a vow of eternal secrecy, a promise 
they will keep as long as the retailer of 
the scandal is speaking. Coffee has been 
handed round in delicate cups of Orient;J 
porcelain. Bonbons and cakes, served on 
trays of gold repotusS^ have been dis- 
cussed; the ladies lean back in their 
chairs, to listen with greater ease. Then 
the Duchesse de Noailles, addressing her- 
self particularly to Madame de Senn6cy 
and a certain Comtesse de Lude, remark- 
able for a til in, pinched face and a very 
red nose, begins. 



CHAPTER XLVm. 

THE TWO DU0HESSE8. 

"Mesdambs, you have asked me to 
give you some of details of what is pass- 
ing in the palace. I will do so, but do 
not imagine, for Heaven^s sake, that I 
wish to spread evil reports or to act la 
scandaleuBe, Far from it; as long as I 
remain in the queen^s service, whatever 
her conduct may be toward me, I shall 
bear it. I shall not dream of revenge." 



" Oh, dear no, not in the least," the 
ladies murmur; ^* nothing can be more 
proper." 

*' But, really, when I see such an af- 
fectation of devotion, that serge gown, 
and no ornaments except on state recep- 
tions; such severity, too, toward every 
one who dresses like the rest of the 
world — she told me the other day my 
dress was too decollete habit— can yon 
conceive ? — it is more than human nature 
can bear. It sets me remembering cer- 
tain stories well known to everybody 
within the palace, when her m<g6sty 
wore low dresses too, and was not qnits 
such a denote as she pretends to be now." 

The assembled ladies assent silently. 
The Duchesse de Noailles, who is excited 
and has spoken quickly, having stopped 
to take breath, the Duchesse de Senn6cy 
seizes the moment to break in : 

"You may do as you please, dear 
duchess, but for my part I am indignant 
with her mcgesty. She has no gratitude. 
I might have ruined her years ago, when 
my cousin, Louise de Lafayette, could 
turn the late King Louis XIII. round her 
finger; one word from her, and the 
queen would have been exiled ! I am in- 
dignant, I repeat — I am actually not al- 
lowed to choose my own confessor ! Iler 
migesty insists that I should select a 
Jesuit — a prot6g6 of Mazarin — a man, as 
I believe, not to be trusted. And the 
reason she gives is that *it is for the 
good of my soul I ' I can take care of 
my own soul, I suppose. I always con-> 
fess twice a year. What is it to her ma* 
jesty if I do not confess at all ? " 

All the ladies murmur acquiescence^ 
and the red-nosed countess, Madame de 
Lude, says, " It is an impertinence." 

" Every one must see," continues 
Madame de Senn^cy, speaking rapidly, 
for she observes that Madame de Noailles 
is eager to proceed, " the power Mazarin 
exercises over her. In her youth Riche- 
lieu loved her : now it is Mazarin. She 
is bom to ensnare the Sacred College — 
perhaps his holiness himself, if he crossed 
the Apennines — " 

" O duchess," exclaim ceveral voices^ 
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** how shocking ! ^' and some ladies hold 
up their fans before their faces. 

'* Gently, madame,^' says Madame de 
Noailles, interrupting ; ^^ I detest calumny. 
I only speak of the past — that cannot hurt 
her mtyesty." 

" I speak of the present," cries Ma- 
dame de Senn6cy with irritation. " There 
is quite enough to tnlk about in the pres- 
ent, without recalling the past. The 
partiality of the queen positively iiyures 
Mazarin. I believe that this is the prin- 
cipal reason of the great animosity against 
him among the citizens of Paris, who call 
themselves Frondeursy 

"But, my trds ehire^^^ answers Ma- 
dame de Noailles — the Mrs. Candor of 
that day, who, although quite as spiteful 
as her friend, had more discretion, and 
dreaded the mischief that might arise by- 
and-by if the tongues of all the assetu- 
bled ladies were let loose — " but, my trie 
cMre^ it is believed that her majesty is 
privately married to Mazarin; the car- 
dinal has never taken priest^s orders; 
the queen is a widow. Madame de Mot- 
teville is of this opinion ; enjin^ I believe 
it myself : else that sneaking, honey- 
mouthed Italian, whom we all knew as 
*Signor Giulio,' secretary to the great 
Bichelieu, would never dare to be so un- 
kind to the king and the little duke, or 
so arrogant to her migesty."' 

^^ Ciel! how contemptuously Maza- 
rin answers the queen sometimes — how 
meekly she bears it I " exclaims Madame 
de Senn6cy. "Beringhen tells me that 
he will not allow the king and his broth- 
er proper body-linen, and that the sheets 
of their beds are in holes." 

"-4A, Dieu! what a shamej" cry the 
ladies — " the King of Franco I " — ^and the 
red-nosed countess declares, that "the 
Parliament ought to know it." 

The idea alarms Madame de Noailles 
extremely. She does not want to lose 
her place at court, yet it is sweet to her 
to hear the queen abused, who had so 
sternly forbade her to appear again be- 
fore her in such low dresses. 

" Well, Mazarin is bad enough, mes- 
dames," cries Madame dc Senn^cy (not I 



to be quelled by the frowns and signs of 
her senior) ; " he is bad enougli — the 
blood-sucker — as that dear handsome 
Duo de Beaufort calls him ; but, for my 
part, I can tolerate him much better than 
those nieces of his, who come up one by 
one from Rome — Mancini and Martinozzi, 
or whatever he calls them, with their 
bold Italian looks and big eyes, devouring 
every man they see. How intolerable 
they are ! " 

"They are quite improper," puts in 
the red -nosed countess, " and very ugly." 

Some of the ladies say they do not 
think so. Others declare that they are 
sallow, bony, and ill-shaped. Madame 
de Senn6cy ends the discussion by declar- 
ing that one is deformed, and that the 
other limps — a statement utterly untrue, 
but which is received as gospel. Ma- 
dame do Noailles declares that she is 
sure the queen would never allow such 
creatures to be about the court if sho 
could help it. It is most dangerous for 
his sacred migesty to be educated with 
them. He might become attached to 
Olympia, for instance, the eldest unmar- 
ried one. 

A shudder passed through the assem- 
bled ladies at such a monstrous supposi- 
tion. The red-nosed countess opines that 
the princes of the blood should have such 
hussies imprisoned in the Bastile, and 
fed on bread-and- water. 

" Ah, ladies," cries Madame de Noail- 
les, in her shrill voice, "how little you 
know of the intrigues of a court. Ma- 
zarin fully intends to marry his saucy 
niece, Olympia, to the king. The queen 
cannot help it ; she is in his power; sho 
is his wife." 

" It is to be hoped so," mutters Ma- 
dame de Senn6cy; and the red-nosed 
countess shakes her head, and by this 
significant gesture indorses her doubt of 
the fact. 

"I wish you would listen to me," says 
the Duchesse de Nouilles, peevishly. " I 
was alluding to some curious old stories 
connected with the queen ; but, perhaps, 
ladies, you know them already," and she 
looks inquiringly around. 
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*' Very imperfectlT," lisps a thin de- 
moiselle, of uncertain age, who had been 
disappointed of the situation of maid-of- 
honor. And the red-nosed countess set- 
tles herself in her chair, drinks another 
cup of coffee, and begs Madame de Noail- 
les to proceed. Madame de Senn^cy also 
joins in the same request. Another ladv, 
a hanger-on of the Duchesse de Noailles, 
who had not yet spoken, says, ** It is well 
known that Madame la Duchesse relates 
every thiug in such a piquanto manner." 
Thus encouraged, the duchess begins : 

" I desire to speak of the past. The 
past cannot injure her majesty. I am 
without prejudice, and incapable of mal- 
ice." The Duchesse de Senn6cy laughs 
behind her fan. " I have listened to all 
Madame de Senn^cy has said with deep 
concern ; " and she crosses her hands, and 
looks up at the ceiling with mock solem- 
nity. " I am lady of the bedchamber to 
the queen — a position involving certain 
duties, certain reserves. God forbid I 
should forget them 1 " Madame de Sen- 
n6cy stares at her with amazement, won- 
dering what is coming next. *' Her ma- 
jesty WAS so cautious formerly — so cau- 
tious, I say — nothing more — it is not 
likely she should commit herself now. 
I do not, therefore, agree with Madame 
do Sennecy in her opinion that she is 
privately married to Mazarin.'*' 

"Then she ought to be," the red- 
nosed countess savs sententiouslv. 

"Remember she had Madame de 
Chevreuse to help her formerly," thrusts 
in Madame de Sennecy, sharply. 

" With your permission, ladies, I will 
begin my narrative. But, if you interrupt 
me, I cannot do so," and Madame de 
Noailles draws herself up with an of- 
fended air. " A thousand pardons ! " 
every one exclaims. Not a sound is 
heard. The duchess, somewhat pacified, 
surveys her audience. "I presume, la- 
dies, we all adore the miracle wrought in 
the person of his present miyesty for the 
continuance of the royal line ; I say, in 
tlie person of our present m^esty, Louis 
XIV., a miracle which was brought about 
by the intercession of that saint, your 



cousin, Mademoiselle Louis de Lafay* 
ette ; " she turns toward Madame de Sen- 
necy, who bows. " It was Mademoiselle 
de Lafayette who persuaded the king to 
visit the queen at the Lpuvre. A miracle 
— eh, my dear friends ? " and a malicioua 
smile plays about her mouth, and she 
casts up her eyes and pauses; "awon- 
derftd miracle after twenty-two years of 
sterility, and the king, too, almost in hia 
grave ! " 

" Quite so," replies the Duchesse do 
Senn6cy ; " incredible 1 " AH the ladiea 
laugh. The red-nosed countess declares 
she never had believed it ; which was ex- 
actly what Madame de Noailles intended, 
though she would not have said so for the 
world I 

"Well, after this truly miraculous 
event, and when their m^esties were aa 
much alienated as ever — ^for the queen 
never forgave the insult the king put 
upon her at the Val de Grilce, in sum- 
moning lior before the council, and mak- 
ing the chancellor search her papers — 
their majesties being, I repeat, as much 
alienated as ever, the Beau Buckingham 
came to court.^ But, mesdames, this is a 
long story ; yon will be fatigued." 

"Ko, no — not in the least," answer 
all the ladies speaking at once* " Go on, 
dochess, pray go on; tell us about the 
Beau Buckingham. Did he not let pearls 
fall from his dress, and when they were 
picked up refuse to take them back ? '* 
asks the Duchesse de Sennecy. 

"Exactly," replies Madame do Noail- 
les. " Buckingham was a grand seigneur." 

" Pray go on, madame." 

"Well, mesdames, an embassy came 
from Charles I. of England — poor man, 
he had his head cut off afterward — ^liow 
perfidious those English are I — to ask the 
hand of our Princess Henrietta Maria — 
daughter of Marie de Medici and Henry 
IV. — in marriage. The Beau Bucking- 
ham was the ambassador chosen, and 
such a one was never seen before; so 
magnificent, so handsome, so liberal. His 

> Geori^e YUliers, Dnke of Buckingham, fiirorlto 
or James I^ and of his son, Cbarlea I., assassinated by 
Felton, 162?*. 
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dress, his manners, his cortege, all were 
perfect. He seemed like a prince out of 
a fairy tale, just arrived from the moon, 
who spoke nothing but diamonds and 
rubies, and at whose feet flowers sprung 
up. AH the ladies lost their hearts to 
him, the husbands shut themselves up in 
a rage, and the lovers hanged themselves 
in sheer despair ! 

" He soon saw how matters stood with 
the poor queen. She dared scarcely open 
her mouth, and looked so terrified in the 
presence of her husbani and Cardinal Ri- 
chelieu, that, what with her beauty and her 
evident sufferings, she might have touched 
a heart of stone. Now, the Beau Buck- 
ingham was far from having a heart of 
stone where the ladies were concerned. 
So, U Toild amoureux, the Beau Bucking- 
ham ! Indeed, from the first moment he 
came to court he saw only the queen. 
To her all his looks, all his attentions, 
were directed — nnd such looks, such de- 
votion I Bon Dieu^ how well I remem- 
ber him in a justaucorps of white satin 
embroidered with gold, leaning against 
a pillar gazing at the queen, who evi- 
dently was aware of his glances. His 
long beautiful hair streamed over his 
shoulders in rich chestnut curls, his no- 
ble face beamed with expression ; in one 
hand was a cavalier^s hat covered with 
snowy plumes, the other was placed on 
his heart. 

" The queen was sensible to his hom- 
age. Poor queen I she really was very ill 
used ; it must have been delightful to bo 
loved at last. Indeed, it was quite evi- 
dent to me, as well as to the whole court, 
that Buckingham's feeling was returned. 
Sometimes she gazed also, nor did her looks 
want fire. But, mesdames, I hope you 
do not misunderstand me,'* and the duch- 
ess glances deprecatingly round the circle ; 
" I assure you I am not censorious ; I am 
only relating facts, undoubted facts, which 
happened long ago, in order to convince 
you all that Madame de Senn6cy is mis- 
taken, and that even when young her ma- 
jesty was eminently cautious. She is so 
still. Believe me, she is not married to 
Mazarin." 



" Pray proceed, dear duchess," cries 
Madame de Senn6cy ; " never mind Maza- 
rin; your story is most interesting." 

" We want to hear the dmoHment^^'' 
say aU the ladies, and the red-nosed 
countess opines that " it is easy to under* 
stand what that will be." 

^^ Her mcyesty used to delight in dan- 
cing. Now she often danced with Buck- 
ingham. This was only etiquette, as he 
represented Charles I. of England at tho 
court of France. Her m^jesty was al- 
ways very cautions, I assure you, very 
cautious. Buckingham did all ho could 
to retard tho negotiation of marriage, and 
Richelieu, who knew tho queen well, and 
had watched her closely, having, I sup- 
pose, discovered her secret, did every 
thing, on tho contrary, to hasten his de- 
parture. 

" There was a story about some dia- 
monds — an aigret, I believe. I never 
quite understood it, ladies, but of course 
Madame de Chevreuse did — some dia- 
monds that the king had given to the 
queen, and which she gave to Bucking- 
ham, who was imprudent enough to wear 
them in public. This nearly caused her 
ruin, for she was surrounded by enemies 
and spies. The cardinal got wind of it, 
and informed the king, and his majesty 
called on the queen to wear these dia- 
monds on a certain day, and, but for the 
exertioofl of certain musketeers of tho 
queen's guard, by name Athos, Portlios, 
and Aramis, who journeyed night and day 
to fetch them from Englnnd — at least, so 
goes the tale — Anne of Austria would 
have been imprisoned, or perhaps be- 
headed, d la mode Anglaise^ particularly 
as tho cardinal preferred that mode of 
execution. You remember that charming 
Monsieur le Grand, who had his head cut 
off? " says Madame de Noailles, appealing 
to the red-nosed countess. 

" Ah ! I should think so ; the husband 
of Marion del'Orme, tho Marquis de Cinq- 
Mars, a sad profligate and coxcomb, who 
richly deserved his fate." 

" At last Buckingham was to go," con- 
tinues the duchess; '*ho could spin out 
1 his time no longer. All the court accom- 
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panied bim to Amiens. Madame de Che- 
vreuse was with the queen, who did all 
she could to conceal her grief, for, believe 
me, she is very cautious. Ah 1 her ma- 
jesty knows what it is to be in love 
though, spite of caution and serge gown, 
and her petit air devot. She ought to be 
more charitable, and let her ladies dress 
as they please — eh, mesdames?" and the 
duchess looks round, and sees every eye 
fixed eagerly upon her ; the red-nosed 
countess, with a visible sneer on her face, 
and Madame de Senn^cy, full of gratified 
spite, smiling sarcastically. ^' Madame de 
Chevreuse did, ladies, hint to me that the 
long evening spent at Amiens was not 
passed — ^Imm! — well not passed all in 
public. For a single moment her majesty 
did, extraordinary to say, forget her usual 
caution, and you know, ladies, a moment 
may do much." 

All the ladies laugh behind their fans, 
and the red-nosed countess gives it as her 
decided opinion that ^* the qneen is not 
married to Mazarin," for which the 
Duchesse de Seim6cy warmly applauds 
her excellent judgment, and adds, ^^ she 
had always said so." 

" There was a fSte at Amiens," con- 
tinues Madame de Noailles, her eyes spar- 
kling with malice, ^^ a shady garden, and 
a moo A not too bright — a lover's moon, 
we will say — ^revealing much, not all. It 
is certain that, by the management of 
Madame do Chevreuse, the queen and 
Buckingha^i had a charming little dpart 
during the Jete in a grove at the end of 
the gardens, near the city-walls. There 
was a cry, and Putange, who was in 
waiting, but — instructed by Madame de 
Chevreuse — standing apart, though with- 
in call, hearing the queen's voice, rushed 
forward and found her nearly fainting, and 
Buckingham on his knees before her." 

*' Bagatelle / " breaks in Madame de 
Senn6cy, " what a romantic story I " 

^^ Certain it is, Buckingham sailed from 
France that same night. Madame de 
Chevreuse had too much on her own 
hands {en fait cPamour) to know more 
than what Putange told her. Bucking- 
ham sailed, the queen returned ill to 



Paris, and was nursed by the Duchesse 
de Chevreuse. Some say that Bucking- 
ham returned again privately. At all 
events, the queen, as long as Eichelieu 
and Louis XIII. lived, led a ndserable life. 
Mesdames," and the Duchesse de Noailles 
gives a triumphant glance round the cir- 
cle, " I have proved, I think, that her 
majesty is seldom incautious," and the 
duchess smiles a bitter smile, and again 
looks round for approval and acquies* 
cence. 

Just as the ladies had all risen with 
great animation to give their various opin* 
ions and to thank the duchess, the rattle 
of a heavy coach is heard below. In a 
few moments the door is flung open, and 
Madame la Duchesse de Chevreuse is an- 
nounced. 



CHAPTER XLIX, 
"put not thy trust m pbinoes." 

Madame de Noailles rises to receive 
the Duchesse de Chevreuse, and kisses 
her with effusion, but is startled at the 
sight of her blanched face and despondent 
air. She is plainly dressed in a dark 
travelling costume, bows to the Duchesse 
de Senn^cy and to the other ladies, and 
sinks down on a couch. 

"Good Heavens I what is the mat* 
ter ? " asks Madame de Noailles, with in* 
tense curiosity, taking her by the hand ; 
" you are strangely altered since I left 
the palace a few hours since." 

The Duchesse de Chevreuse glances at 
the circle of ladies, the " nineteen bosom* 
friends," whose eyes are riveted upon her 
as if to read her thoughts. The red- 
nosed countess in particular lias advanced 
close to her, in order not to lose a sylla- 
ble ; her mouth is wide open, to assbt her 
ears in listening. 

" I have come on private business of 
some importance to myself, dear duch- 
ess," says Madame de Chevreuse, speak- 
ing under her breath. " I did not know 
that you received this evening. It is un-' 
fortunajg." 



"PUT NOT THY TRUST IN PRINCES/' 
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Madame de Noailles, who is dying to 
hear what she has to say, looks at her 
gaests with an unmistakable expression. 
The Dachesse de Senn^oy rises at 
once. 

" Allow me to wish yon good- evening, 
my dear friend,'' says she, and departs. 
The red-nosed countess is forced to rise 
and follow her example, how much 
against her will it is plain to see; the 
other ladies retire with her. 

Madame de Noailles and the Duchesse 
de Ohevreuse are now alone. Madame 
de Ghevreuse heaves a profound sigh ; a 
tear rolls down her cheek, out of which 
the dimples are faded. Her thin lips are 
white, and she shivers. 

*^Tell me, duchess, what misfortune 
has happened ? '' asks Madame de Noail- 
les, taking her hand. 

" A misfortune, yes, for I love her — ^I 
love her dearly. I have devoted my life 
to serve her ; without me she would not 
now be Regent of France." 

Madame de Ghevreuse speaks in broken 
sentences ; her looks are wild ; her mind 
seems to wander ; her large, prominent 
eyes are fixed on vacancy. 

" Duchess, for God's sake rouse your- 
self I What has happened? Is it the 
queen ? " And Madame de Noailles 
wrings the hand of her friend to rouse 
her. 

" Yes — it is the qneen," replies Ma- 
dame de Ghevreuse, slowly, becoming 
more conscious, and gazing at her. ^^ Her 
migesty has dismissed me. I am on my 
way to Tours — exiled." 

*^ Gracious Heaven I " exclaims Madame 
de Noailles ; " what ingratitude ! " 

" Duchess, I thank you for your sym- 
pathy ; but, I beseech you, say not one 
word against my beloved mistress. When 
I entered this room it seemed to me that 
sorrow had made me mad — ^my brain was 
on fire. . I am better now, and calmer. 
My royal mistress may live to want me, 
as she has so often done before. She may 
recall me. At court — in exile — absent or 
present, I am her humble and devoted 
slave." 

'^ She will want no one as long as she 



has Mazarin," says the duchess, with a 
sneer. 

^* So I fear," returns Madame de Ghe- 
vreuse. 

** But what has happened since I left 
the palace ? " again eagerly asks Madame 
de Noailles. 

"I will tell you. I have never been 
the same to her majesty since the old 
days, when I was banished, after the Val 
de Gr4ce, by Richelieu. She received mo 
well after I returned, when she was re- 
gent ; but I have loved her too devotedly 
not to feel the difference. While, on my 
side, the long years that I had spent 
flying over Europe, to escape the machi- 
nations of the cardinal, had only made 
me more devoted to her, the queen — who 
formerly trusted me with every thought 
— had grown serious, reserved, and as^ 
cetio. I am pious enough myself" — and 
a gleam of fun passes into her weary 
face, and causes her eyes to sparkle — " I 
never eat meat in Lent, and nlways con- 
fess at Easter. But her mcgesty has be- 
come a bigot. She was always reproving 
me, too, for those little agaeeries (vanities 
she caUed them) which no one lives with- 
out. * My age,' she said, * forbade them.' 
Now, I only own to forty, duchess ; that 
is not an age to go into a convent, and 
to think of nothing but my soul. Why 
should I not eiy oy myself a little yet ? " 
And her large eyes find their way to a 
mirror opposite, and dwell on it with 
evident complacency. 

"But the queen reproaches every- 
body," returns Madame de Noailles. 
"Conceive — she reprimanded me for 
wearing a dress too deeollete,^^ 

Madame de Ghevreuse smiles faintly ; 
for it was indeed true that, the older Ma- 
dame dp Noailles grew, the lower her 
dresses were cut. 

"People who hated me made the 
queen believe," continues Madame do 
Ghevreuse, "that I wanted to govern 
her — to use her patronage. If it were 
so, I should have done it long ago. It 
was the Prinoesse de Gond6 who told the 
queen so ; she hates me. When I assured 
her majesty that it was false, she seemed 
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to believe me. Then came the affair of 
Madame de Montbazon and the letters 
found in her room, one of which she said 
was written by the Duchesse de Longue- 
viUe, the daughter of my enemy, the 
Frincesse de Cond6. How could I help 
what my step-mother said? — she is a 
spoilt beauty, and very injudicious — ^but 
her majesty blamed mc, nevertheless. I 
implored her to forgive my step-mother ; 
and for this purpose I offered her majesty 
yesterday a collation in those fine gar- 
dens, kept by Regnard, beyond the chest- 
nut avenue of the Tuileries — ^you know 
these gardens, duchess ? ^' 

"I do," replies Madame de Noailles. 

"Her mtgesty had often wished to 
go there. I asked my step-mother to 
be present, in the full belief that the 
qneen^s kind heart would relent when 
she saw her, and that she would restore 
. her to favor, Alas I I was mistaken. I 
do not know the queen now, she is so 
changed. She came accompanied by the 
Princesse de Con(16. No sooner had she 
set eyes on Madame de Montbazon, who 
was conversing with me, than the queen 
gave me a furious glance, called the 
Princesse de Cond6 to her side, and bade 
her command the attendance of her 
pages ; then, without another word, her 
mtyesty turned her back on me, entered 
her coach, and departed." 

" Heavens I " exclaims Madame de 
Noailles, turning up her eyes, " no' one 
is safe, unless they are allies of Cardinal 
Mazarin." 

"An hour afterward" — and the Du- 
chesse de Chcvreuse raises her handker- 
chief to her eyes — "I received an order 
to quit Paris for Tours, Alas! I have 
not deserved it ! " 

"It is the cardinal," cries Madame de 
Noailles. "He will drive out all her old 
fnends ; they are inconvenient — " 

While she speaks the door opens, and 
Mademoiselle de Hautcfort enters the sa- 
loon, unannounced. She is bathed in 
tears ; her eyes are swollen with exces- 
sive weeping; she cannot repress her 
sobs. The two ladies rise and endeavor 
to soothe her ; but her passionate sorrow 



is not to be appeased. For some time 
she cannot utter a word, Madame de 
Chevreuse hung over her affectionately. 

"Dearest friend," she says, kissing 
her, " I guess what has happened. You 
are exiled ; so am I. Come with me into 
Touraine ; let us comfort each other until 
better days." 

" Oh, speak not to me of better days," 
sobs Mademoiselle de Hautefort. "They 
can never come to me. My dear, dear 
mistress, you have broken my heart ! " 
and she bursts into a fresh passion of 
tears. 

The Duchesse do Chevreuse sits down 
beside her and chafes her hand. Madame 
de Noailles, who sees in the departure of 
these two ladies a chance of greater pro- 
motion and increased confidence for her- 
self, forms her countenance into an ex- 
pression of concern she does not in the 
least feel. 

"My dear friend," says Madame de 
Chevreuse, endeavoring to calm the 
agony of grief which shook the whole 
frame of Mademoiselle de Hautefort, " let 
us share our sorrow." 

"The queen must think herself rich 
in friends, to cast away such devoted 
servants," observes Madame de Noailles, 
sententiously, contemplating the group 
through her eye-glass. "Do speak, 
Mademoiselle de Hautefort." 

She had gradually become more col- 
lected, and her violent sobs had ceased ; 
but now and then her bosom heaves, as 
bitter recollections of the past float 
through her mind. 

"Speak," whispers the Duchesse de 
Chevreuse in her softest voice, "it will 
relieve you. In what manner did our 
royal mistress dismiss you? " 

"Late last evening," answers Made- 
moiselle de Hautefort, in a tremulous 
voice, stopping every now and then to 
sigh, and to wipe the tears that streamed 
from her eyes, " Mademoiselle de Motte- 
ville and I were assisting the queen at her 
coucher, and as is our habit we were 
conversing familiarly with her. The 
queen was undressed, and just preparing 
to get into bed. She had only her last 
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prayer to say, for she lives on prayer, 
like a true saint." Madame de Noailles 
draws down the comers of her mouth 
and scarcely endeavors to hide her deri- 
sion. Even the Duchesse de Ohe^Teuse 
smiles. "Mademoiselle do Motteville 
and her sister the Comptesse do Jars» and 
Mademoiselle de Beaumont, had just left 
the anteroom, whence they had heen 
speaking with the queen. I was on my 
knees before her taking off her shoes, 
when I remembered that a gentleman, 
who attends upon the ladies in waiting, 
called Nfido, a Breton — you know him, 
duchess?" Madame de Chevreuse an- 
swered that she did. "Had asked me to 
obtain a better appointment for him." 
Mademoiselle de Ilautefort pauses. The 
scene seems to rise before her, and a 
fresh fit of violent sobbing prevents her 
from speaking. " Alas ! " she exclaims 
at last, "why — why did I presume to 
trouble her m^gesty for such a trifle ? A 
stranger to me too! I have lost what 
was dearer to me than life — herself. She 
refused me," continues Mademoiselle de 
Ilautefort, " I was nettled. Oh, duchess," 
«ays she, turning to Madame de Che- 
vreuse, " how often have you home my 
hasty temper ! How I reproach myself 
now \ That temper has ruined — undone 
me I" 

"What would Monsieur le MarSchal 
de Schomberg say if he heard your self- 
reproaches? " asks Madame do Noailles, 
slyly. 

"Do not name him to me," cries 
Mademoiselle de Ilautefort, impatiently. 
" Schomberg is nothing to me in compar- 
ison with the queen. Had I remained 
with her, I could never, never have mar- 
ried ! " 

" Well, you will now," and the duch- 
ess laughs. " But what happened ? Do 
go on." 

"Alas! I lost my temper. I was 
irritated at her m^esty refusing me so 
«mall a favor. I told her she had forgot- 
ten the claims of her old friends, who 
had suffered so much in her service." 

"That was wrong, ungenerous," in- 
terposes Madame de Chevreuse. "A 



favor ceases to be a favor, if it be made a 
subject of reproach; besides — " 

" Ah ! I know it too well ! " and 
Mademoiselle de Hautefort almost groans 
with anguish; "and it is that which 
breaks my heart; it is my own fault. 
The queen, in one moment, became more 
excited than I had ever seen her. Her 
face turned crimson, she threw herself 
on her bed, commanded me to close the 
curtains, and to retire. I disobeyed her. 
I could not help it. I cast myself on the 
ground within the ruelle of her bed. I 
clasped my hands. I told her I called 
God to witness of my love, my devo- 
tion to her, I implored her to recall 
the past, to remember his m^'esty Louis 
XIII." 

"Ah! you were very wrong," ex- 
claims Madame de Chevreuse; "most 
impolitic, most undutiful. You have a 
good heart, mademoiselle, but you are 
too impulsive." 

" It is true," answers Mademoiselle de 
Ilautefort, humbly. "Her majesty grew 
more and more displeased, she said that 
she must have me know she would allow 
no one about her who did not love and 
respect her; then she went on to say 
that I had made observations upon her 
valued servant. Cardinal Mazarin, which 
were very displeasing to her. I replied 
too hastily that it was my care for her 
honor that had made me do so; that 
reports were circulating injurious to her, 
and that I longed to see the departure of 
a minister whose presence compromised 
her." 

" What imprudence 1 " cries Madame 
de Chevreuse, lifting up her hands. 
" How could you dare to say this ? " 

"It is quite true, however," rejoins 
Madame de Noailles, " and it was the 
part of a true friend to tell her." 

" Would to God I had been silent ! " 
continues Mademoiselle de Hautefort ; " no 
sooner were the words out of my mouth 
than the quepn sternly ordered me to ex- 
tinguish the lights and to withdraw. I rose 
from my knees more dead than alive, and 
departed. When I awoke this morning 
I received an order commanding me not 
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to approach within forty miles of the 
court. Oh, it is dreadixil ! " 

*'Come with me into Touraine, my 
carriage waits below. We will stop at 
your lodgings in order to give your peo- 
ple time to pack. Come, dear friend, we 
have lived side by side among the splen- 
dors of a court, we have suffered perHe- 
cution for the same mistress, we love her 
devotedly, spite of all injuries. Let us 
now comfort each other in exile." 

Mademoiselle de Hautefort casts her- 
self into the arras of the duchess. 

"You will not keep her long," ob- 
serves Madame do Noailles with a smile ; 
" we shall soon see her back at court, as 
Madame la Mar^ohale de 8chomberg, 
more blooming than ever." 

"No, no," sobs Mademoiselle de 
Hautefort. "Never I" 

"Adieu, madame," says the Dnchesse 
de Chevreuse, saluting Madame de Noa- 
illes, and taking Mademoiselle de Haute- 
fort by the hand. "Excuse our abrupt 
departure, but the sooner we quit Paris 
the better. My friend and I would de- 
sire in all things to obey her majesty's 
pleasure. Let us hope to meet in happier 
days. Ma cTUre^'*'* adds she, more gayly, 
addressing the maid-of- honor, " we shall 
not die of ennui at my ch&teau." 

Mademoiselle de Hautefort only replies 
with sobs. The idea of departing over- 
came her. 

"Some gentlemen of our acquaintance 
will attend us." 

" How like the duchess I She cannot 
exist without lovers," mutters Madame de 
Noailles, to herself. Meanwhile she at- 
tended the two ladies to the head of the 
staircase, with great apparent affection, 
kissing them on both cheeks. She 
watched their departure from a window 
and waved her hand to them, affectiug to 
weep, 

" What a relief they are gone 1 " she 
exclaims, taking out her watch. "Jt/a 
foi^ how long they have stayed I It is 
time for me to dress for the queen^s cir- 
cle. Now they are gone, there is no one 
in my way at court. I am sure of favor — 
perhaps of confidence. Her mtgesty 



must unbosom herself to some one ; why 
not to me ? In half an hour I must be at 
the palace," and she rang and ordered 
her coach. 

The Duchesse de Chevreuse was never 
again called to the side of Anne of Aus- 
tria. Her hatred of Cardinal Mazarin 
forbade it. She became one of the prin- 
cipal leaders of that "Ladies' Battle," 
the Fronde. 

Nor was Mademoiselle de Hautefort 
ever forgiven her bluntness on the 
queen's very equivocal behavior. A» 
Mar^chale de Schomberg, however, she 
reappeared at court, but found Anne of 
Austria lost to her forever. 

Tiie Duchesse de Noailles wore dress- 
es cut in accordance with her majesty's 
taste. Although she never became the 
qneen's confidante, for many years she 
held a high station at court. 



CHAPTER L. 

OHABLES STITABT. 

LoiTiSE DE MoNTPEXsiEB — Only daugh- 
ter of Gaston, Due d'0rl6ans, second son 
of Henry IV. and of Marie de Bourbon- 
Montpensier — was, as has been said, the 
greatest heiress in Europe. Her girlhood 
was passed with Anne of Austria. When 
Louis XIV. was bom, the queen called 
her mafille. When mademoiselle romped 
with the boy-king, she addressed him as 
mon mart. 

In spite of the long nose of the Bour- 
bons, la Grande Mademouelle^ £s she 
was called, was fairly good-looking. She 
was tall and shapely, with regular feat- 
ures, a good skin, finely-cut blue eyes, 
pencilled eyebrows, a large, though well- 
formed mouth, and good teeth. Flowing- 
ringlets of light hair framed her face, and 
fell over her rounded shoulders. She 
had, moreover, an unmistakable air of 
command. 

Her character may be best described 
in negatives. She was not a heroine, al- 
though circumstances made her appear 
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one. She understood politics, bat had 
little capacity for a raler. She had no 
fortitude, although possessing a certain 
elevation of character that lifted her 
above commonplace. She was selfish 
and cold-hearted, yet capable of warm 
feelings. She was ostentatious in the use 
of her great wealth, but not charitable. 
She was blinded by conceit, yet was not 
wanting in shrewdness and judgment. 
She was haughty, yet loved to conde- 
scend to the populace. She was exceed- 
ingly ridiculous, yet affected extreme 
dignity. Whatever advantages she pos- 
sessed were but too well known to her- 
self Of her faults — and they were many 
— she was entirely ignorant. Placed be- 
tween two parties, the queen and the 
Fronde, she was courted by both, and be- 
came headstrong and ambitious in conse- 
quence. Although she ardently desired 
to marry her cousin Louis XIV., she 
went out of her way to offend, nay, even 
to outrage him. Yet unconscious of all 
her follies, to the day of her death she 
firmly believed she was by wealth, posi- 
tion, and genius, raised upon a pedestal 
which aU Europe contemplated with ad- 
miring curiosity. Every crowned bache- 
lor within the civilized world, according 
to her, sought her hand in marriage. 

After the defeat at Worcester, Charles 
Stuart escaped to the Continent. His 
mother had already fled to France, Poor 
Henrietta Maria (wrinkled and prema- 
turely old, with tear-furrowed cheeks, 
and dull, hollow eyes, her fragrant curls, 
so often painted by A^andyke, grown 
gray, her royal carriage bowed by the 
weight of adversity) lived with her 
young daughter Henrietta, afterward 
Duchesse d'0rl6ans, sister-in-law of Louis 
XIV., at the Louvre, in right of her birth 
as a fille de France, For a time this 
Queen of Shadows, the relic of a defunct 
monarchy, bore the spldndor of her for- 
mer state. But, one by one, her ladies 
in waiting, grooms of the chamber, maids- 
of- honor, footmen, chamberlains, and 
pages, disappeared. At last she grew 
too poor even to procure sufficient fuel 

to keep out the winter cold. Though liv- 
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ing in a palace, she was glad, with the 
young princess, her daughter, to lie in 
bed for the sake of warmth. 

Mademoiselle patronized this afflicted 
relative, and frequently visited her. But 
she does not appear to have ministered 
to her necessities. Henrietta was re- 
signed, even humble, to the exalted prin- 
cess, her niece ; and dwelt often on the 
personal charms of her eldest son, Chai-les 
Stuart. 

She painted him with a brush dipped 
in the roseate colors of a mother's fancy. 
He was, she said, brave, gallant, hand- 
some, witty, accomplished. Ho had 
splendid black hair, a rich complexion, 
as of one much exposed to battles and an 
adventurous life, and the bearing of a 
Paladin. He would be certain to crush 
his enemies, and sit upon his father's 
throne, she told her niece. But the wily 
heiress, while she listened to the eager 
gossip of the broken-hearted queen, was 
preoccupied by a matrimonial intrigue 
carried on by a certain Abb6 do la Ri- 
viere, to make her Empress of Germany. 

"I perfectly understood my aunt's 
drift," she says; "but I liked the emper- 
or better." 

When Charles Stuart, having escaped 
almost by a miracle from England, ar- 
rived at Fontainebleau, where the court 
was staying, he was presented to made- 
moiselle by his mother. Charles saluted 
her as a cousin and a friehd — saluted her 
in dumt show, however, for he could 
speak no French. The exiled queen, 
therefore (already grasping in anticipa- 
tion the revenues of the principalities, 
dukedoms, forests, and castles, of her 
wealthy niece), set herself to act inter- 
preter. 

Charles Stuart had a melting eye and 
a manly presence. He dallied with his 
cousin, sat beside her when she playerl, 
led her to her coach, held the flambeau 
while she adjusted her dress, was again 
found at her door — ^having run on in 
front — ^to assist her to descend, and gen- 
erally ogled, languished, gazed, and 
sighed, to the very utmost of his power. 
But a dumb lover is dull, and love-mak- 
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ing by proxy never answers. La Orande 
Mademoiselle^ already in imagination in- 
vested with the diadem of an empress, 
did not fancy a prince who was only an 
exile, and who could not even plead his 
own cause. She looked on him as a bore 
— ^indeed, worse than a bore, an object 
of pity. 

The Queen of England tried hard to 
melt her heart. She even coaxed her; with 
her own hands she decked her soft hair 
with jewels for her mtgesty's ballet. She 
flattered her into a belief that she was as 
beautiful as Venus. She declared that 
Charles Stuart's heart was breaking, that 
his health suffered, that he would die. 
No motlier ever served a son better than 
did this poor distracted lady. But there 
was her son, with his swarthy, hard face, 
as strong and hale as an oak sapling, hiB 
wanton black eye wandering over the 
belles of the French court — a living 
contradiction to all she said I At last, 
Charles Stuart, who cared less for the 
well-filled purse and boundless dominions 
of his cousin than his mother, who knew 
what it was to be pinched with cold and 
hunger, grew impatient, and insisted on 
an answer. He sent Lord St. Germains 
to mademoiselle to say that he was so 
passionately in love with her, he could 
no longer bear suspense. Mademoiselle 
replied with the discretion of a maiden, 
and the judgment of an heiress, conscious 
that she was dealing with a royal fortune- 
hunter : 

" The Prince of Wales did her great 
honor, but, as she understood that he 
required much pecuniary assistance to 
recover the crown of England, his birth- 
right, she feared she might find herself 
overwhelmed with expenses incompati- 
ble with the wants of a person of her 
exalted rank. That she must, in conse- 
quence, make sacrifices and adopt resolu- 
tions difficult to contemplate. That she 
might risk the loss of her entire pos- 
sessions on the chance of Charles's re- 
conquering his kingdom ; and that, hav- 
ing been educated in splendor as one of 
the greatest princesses in the world, the 
prospect alarmed her.'' 



Yet there must have been some charm 
about the hard-featured, stalwart youth 
that attracted her; she would not say, 
"No." In order to throw down a bait, 
she liintcd that she desired him to change 
his religion. 

" Impossible, madam e," was the reply 
of Lord St. Germains. " A king of Eng- 
land cannot change his religion. He 
would exclude himself forever from the 
throne I " 

Again, however, Charles was permit- 
ted to approach her, and to make a last 
attempt. She relished a little mild flir- 
tation with an exiled king, although she 
vastly preferred marriage with an em- 
peror. Nevertheless, she curled her hair 
in honor of the occasion, a thing not 
usual with her. 

" Ah, look at her I " said the queen- 
regent, when she appeared in the even- 
ing ; *^ it is easy to see she is expecting a 
lover. See ! — how she is decked out 1 " 

Mademoiselle blushed, but was too dis- 
creet to commit herself by a single word. 

When Charles Stuart entered the 
queen's saloon he looked provokingly 
well. His mother, nervously alive to 
every trifle, felt this. A man with such 
a constitution was not adapted to play 
the part of a despairing lover. When 
questioned by the queen about his affairs 
in England, he replied that he knew 
nothing. Mademoiselle instantly formed 
a bad opinion of him. She turned to her 
lady in waiting, Madame de Fiesque, and 
whispered : 

"He is too much of a Bourbon for 
me. Quite engrossed by trifles" (the 
race has not changed). "He can talk 
about dogs and horses and the chase to 
her mijesty, but he has nothing to say 
about the revolution in England." 

Later in the evening, at the royal 
table, mademoiselle was shocked at 
Charles's coarse appetite. He despised 
ortolans and Italian pastry, and threw 
himself upon a joint of beef. Not satis- 
fied with that, he ended by a shoulder of 
mutton. ** A despairing lover ought not 
to have such a monstrous appetite, or he 
should satisfy the cravings of hunger 
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beforehand/' thought mademoiselle. IIo 
stared fixedly at her, with his big black 
43ye8 shaded by heavy eyebrows, even 
while he was shovelling huge pieces of 
meat down his throat, but he never 
spoke. Truly this was not a fashion of 
pushing his suit with a fastidious prin- 
cess who desired to be an empress 1 

Mademoiselle yawned, looked at him 
under her eyelids, shrugged her shapely 
shoulders, aud called her lady in waiting 
to her side to amuse her. Thus passed 
the precious moments which w.ere to de- 
cide the momentous question — would she, 
or would she not ? 

At length, having gorged in a prodi- 
gious manner, Charles Stuart rose. He 
made mademoi.««elle a formal bow, and 
opened his mouth to speak for the first 
time. '*! hope," he said, in very bad 
French, "my Lord St. Germains has ex- 
plained to your highness the sentiments 
with which you have inspired me. I am, 
madame, your very humble servant." 

Mademoiselle rose to her feet, made 
him a formal courtesy, and replied, " Sir, 
I am your very humble servant." 

So ended this wooing : but poor Hen- 
rietta Maria, figuratively rending her 
clothes and sprinkling ashes on her head 
at such a conclusion, could not let ma- 
demoiselle ofi* without one Parthian shot. 
"I see," said she, "my son is too poor 
and too unfortunate for you, my niece. 
It is quite possible, however, that a king 
of eighteen may be better worth having 
than an elderly emperor with four chil- 
dren." This little ebullition of spite is 
pardonable in an unfortunate queen whose 
heart was broken. Let it not lie heavy 
on her memory I 

Meanwhile, the struggle between the 
queen-regent and her ministers on one 
side, and the Parliament and Gondi on 
the other, had become more and more 
envenomed. At length the queen-regent, 
under advice of Mazarin, resolved, by a 
coupd'etaty to restore the roynl authority. 

It IS Twelfth-night. Anne of Austria 
is spending the evening in her closet, 
watching the king and his brother, the 
Due d'Aiyou — both dressed in character 



— struggle on the floor over the remains 
of the oake from which they had dug the 
"bean" and the "ring." Louis XIV. 
is a handsome boy, docile yet spirited; 
Philip of Anjou is puny, peevish, and 
cowardly. 

Anne of Austria leans against the 
back of a chair, and watches the two 
boys. Her ladies watch her. There is a 
strange rumor that her miyesty is to leave 
Paris that very night. To look into her 
placid face, such an idea seems absurd. 
By -and -by, Mazarin and some of the 
princes of the blood come in to ask her 
pleasure for the morrow. They do not 
remain, as there is a supper at the Mar6- 
chal de Grammont's in honor of the day. 
When they are gone, the queen turns to 
Madame de la Tr6motiille. 

" I shall go to-morrow to the Val de 
GrAce. Give orders that every thing may 
be ready for me. Call Beringhen ; it is 
time for his nifgesty and the duke to go 
to bed." 

The king at once comes forward to 
bid his mother good-night. The duke 
begins to cry. 

" What is it, my son ? " says the 
queen. 

" I want, madame, to go with you to 
the Val de Grdce to-morrow — do let 
me ! " and he kneels and kisses her 
hand. 

"If I go, my son, I promise to take 
you. — Now, good-night, Philip," and she 
raises him in her arms, and kisses him ; 
" do not keep his miyesty waiting." 

She retires early. Those ladies who 
do not sleep nt the Palais Eoyal leave, 
and the gates are closed. 

At three o^clock in the morning. Ma- 
demoiselle de Montpensier, at the palace 
of the Luxembourg, is awakened by a 
violent knocking. She rouses her women, 
and orders them to see who is there. It 
is a messenger from the queen. 

"Let him enter," says mademoiselle, 
speaking from her bed. It is well to say 
that mademoiselle was entirely concealed 
by heavy curtains, and that the bed stood 
in a deep alcove. 

"The captain of the queen's guard 
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awaits your highncss's pleasure/' calls 
out Monsieur do Oomminges, from the 
door. 

" What has brought yon here at this 
timo of night, Comrainges ? ■' asks Ma- 
demoiselle from her bed. 

'' Your highness, the court is leaving 
Paris secretly. Her majesty commands 
vour attendance. Here is a letter which 
will explain the queen's wishes." 

" Monsieur de Comminges,'' replies 
mademoiselle — who at that time had 
not conceived the possibility of being 
one of the d la mode leaders of the 
Fronde and pointing the guns of the Bas- 
tile against her cousin the king — putting 
the letter under her pillow, "the com- 
mands of her miyesty are sufficient for 
me. I need no letter to enforce them. 
Retire, Monsieur le Capitaine, into the 
anteroom. I will rise instantly, and ac- 
company you. But tell me, Monsieur 
do Oomminges" — calling after him — 
** where are wo to go to ? " 

"To Saint - Germain en Lave, vour 
liighness." 

In a short time mademoiselle is read v. 
Without waiting for her women, or what 
she calls her " equipage " (which she de- 
sired to have sent after her), she goes 
out into the night, accompanied by Mon- 
sieur do Comminges, whose coach waits 
without. It was pitch dark, but, with 
the help of a flambeau, they traverse the 
unpaved and ill-lit streets, and reach the 
garden entrance of the Palais Royal with- 
out accident. There they find another 
coach drawn up under some trees. With- 
in sits Anne of Austria ; the two princes 
are each in a corner — Louis XIV. verv 
sleepy and cross, the Due d' Anjou crying. 
Mademoiselle is instantly transferred into 
the royal coach. 

" Are you frightened, my cousin ? " 
asks the queen, speaking out of the dark- 
ness to mademoiselle, 

"Not in the least, madame," is her 
reply. " I will follow your majesty any- 
where, and she takes her place opposite 
to her in the coach. 

It is a long and weary drive to Saint- 
Germain. When they arrive it is break- 



fast-time. But the qneen commands ev- 
ery creature, including her children, into 
the chapel to hear mass. As soon as 
they had time to look round, they find 
the palace (a dreary, gaunt edifice at all 
times) cold and wretched beyond descrip- 
tion in a dark January morning. Tlio 
rooms are entirely empty — Mazarin hav- 
ing made no provision for the queen's ar- 
rival, out of fear, perhaps, that her flight 
might become known. . There are nei- 
ther beds, furniture, nor linen. There is 
not a servant or attendant of any kind 
but such as have accompanied them. 
When it is night the queen lies down to 
rest on a little camp bedstead. The king 
and his brother faro no better. Made- 
moiselle is accommodated with a straw 
mattress in a magnificent saloon on the 
third floor. There were plenty of inir- 
rors and much gilding, and the windows 
were loftv, and commanded an extonsivo 
view, but there is not a single pane of 
glass in one of them! No one has a 
change of linen. What was worn by 
night was washed by day. The qneen 
laughs at every thing. She says : " It is 
an escapade which will last three days 
at the verv utmost; when the citizens 
find that the court has left the Palais 
Royal, they will speedily come to their 



senses. 
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CHAPTER LI. 

THE ladies' war. 

When the citizens of Paris found that 
the court had left the Palais Royal, in- 
stead of coming to their senses, they 
were furious. The coadjutor, who had 
broken with the regent, ruled supreme. 
He skilfully availed himself of the crisis, 
and caused the Parliament to pass the act 
against aliens. This measure outlawed 
Mazarin as an enemy of the king and of 
the state, a conspirator, a perjurer, and a 
thief; confiscated his possessions, and en- 
joined all faithful subjects to shoot him 
without trial. 

Civil war breaks out. The troops of 



THE LADIES* WAR. 
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tho qiioen - regent were but feebly at- 
tacked. It was the hearts of hfer gener- 
als that were vigorously assailed by the 
hi(Jy commandants of the Fronde, whose 
artillery was blandishments and entice- 
ments. 

Every soul in Paris armed himself, 
and took the field in whatever costume 
he usually wore. The nobles led the 
way in feathered hats, satin doublets, silk 
stockings, and high-heeled boots, No 
one knew what they were fighting for. 
The cry was, " Vitc la Fronde ! " '* Mart 
d Mazarin ! "* 

The Duchesse do Longueville, sup- 
ported by her brother, the great Condd, 
took possession of the executive govern- 
ment at the IlOtel de Ville. She was 
quickly joined by the Duchesses de Che- 
vreuse and De Montbazon. The Due de 
Beaufort was set at liberty. But, as it 
was quite a ''ladies' wnr," he acted only 
as a subordinate. The duchesses distrib- 
uted all the military posts and honors 
among themselves — they created them- 
selves generals, lieutenants, and colonels, 
all so many Bellonas of revolt. War was 
waged on quite a new principle : Mar6- 
<jhal d'llocquincourt, defending Peronne 
for the queen - regent, assured the Du- 
■ohesse de Montbazon, who invested it for 
the Fronde, that ** Peronne was at the 
service of the fairest of the fair." 

Not so la Grande Mademoiselle, She 
ranged herjelf on the popular side against 
the court, and commanded at the Bastile. 
She fought in good earnest, and pointed tho 
well-loaded guns of that fortress against 
her king and cousin, who with his army 
lay encamped without the walls of Paris. 

Louis retreated precipitately to Saint- 
Denis. 

We are in the IlOtel do Ville, within 
the apartment of one of the very pret- 
tiest aides-de-camp attached to the Du- 
(•hesse de Longueville. This fair lady. Ma- 
demoiselle de Rosny, has just finished a 
most elaborate toilet, and, having ar- 
ranged the innumerable little curls 
(then so much in vogue) round her face, 
and fastened the proper quantity of rib- 
bon in her dark locks, takes a last fond 



look in the glass, and then seat« herself 
in tho happiest possible state of expecta- 
tion. Now, there is a certain all-con- 
quering beau — Monsieur d'Aumale by 
name — who has more than half achieved 
the conquest of her heart ; and she has a 
kind of presentiment that the morning 
will not pass Avithout a visit from this 
pearl of cavaliers. Nor is she mistaken : 
a soft knock at the door announces 
the approach of some one. How her 
heart beats] It must be M, d'Aumale, 
so she says ^^ Entrez ! '''^ in a trembling 
voice, and D'Aumale stands before her. 

" Mademoiselle de Rosny," ho ex- 
claims, *' I am in the utmost haste — I am 
come to beg you to be present at the 
most singular spectacle you ever beheld." 

'* What may it be ? ' replies she, rath- 
er chagrined that, instead of a tender 
love-scene, such as she anticipated, M. 
d'Aumale seems so preoccupied. 

'' It is a review, mademoiselle, ordered 
by tho council; but, ha! ha! such a 
review ! Morbleu, you will never guess 
of whom — the oddest idea! It is no 
other than a review of priests, monks, 
and Seminarists, sword in hand, and 
ready to charge tho enemy. It is tho 
strangest idea of defence that ever was 
conceived ; but, as we have lady-generals, 
and the Grande Mademoiselle for chief, 
we are now to hhvQ an army of priests 
for them to command. These recruits 
are actually now all assembling on tho 
bridge near Notre-Dame. You must be 
quick." 

'' Was ever any thing so ridiculous! " 
and Mademoiselle do Kosny laughs. 
'* But I shall be terrified at their awk- 
wardness; they will be sure to fire too 
low and hit us," 

** Oh, but you must come. I will be 
your guard ; I pledge myself that you 
shall return uniiyured," and D'Aumale 
gives the lady a tender glance. " Be- 
sides, to reassure you, I believe that these 
monk-warriors are not even to be trusted 
with matches; the arquebuses and can- 
non are as empty and as innocent as 
when in the arsenal ; so there is nothing 
to fear. If you will come, I will conduct 
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you in my new coach — tlio very model 
of elegance — 1 will answer for it there is 
not such another in all Paris." 

'' That will be delightful ! " cries the 
lady. "I do admire, those new coaches 
so much ; if it were not for this abomina- 
ble war, I suppose they would become 
universal. Well, Monsieur d'Aumale, I 
am ready! let us see these monks; it 
will be a good story with which to enter- 
tain Madame la Duchesso de Longueville 
this evening at her reception. How the 
Due de Beaufort will laugh ! " 

In high glee Mademoiselle do Rosny 
departed, accompanied by her admirer, 
her pleasure not a little heightened by 
the idea of appearing in a coach, then by 
no means common in Paris, and reserved 
generally for royalty, or for grand occa- 
sions, or state processions — heavy lum- 
bering vehicles, such as figure in the old 
prints of that period, with a sloping roof 
like a house, and drawn by Flemish 
horses of huge dimensions. On arriving 
near the bridge, they stop under the 
shadow of the cathedral, and there behold 
the most extraordinary spectacle. All 
the young monks in Paris are crowded 
near Notre-Dame, with the exception of 
the Benedictines and some other orders, 
who refused to take any part in this 
mummery. At least fifteen hundred 
ecclesiastics, drawn up in excellent order, 
are executing the various manoeuvres of 
march, halt, right-about face, etc., with 
tolerable precision. The greater number 
have fastened up their black robes, and 
invested their lower limbs with most un- 
canonical garments. The reverend fa- 
thers, with their hoods hanging over their 
shoulders, are booted and spurred, many 
wear helmets and cuirasses, and all carry 
such halberts, lances, swords, and buck- 
lers, as they had been able to lay hands 
on. Others grasp a crucifix in one hand, 
and in the other a pistol, a scythe, an old 
dagger or a knife, with which each in- 
tends to perform prodigies of valor 
against the enemies of the Fronde. As 
they advance and retreat on the dusty 
soil in lines and columns, they present 
the appearance of an immense flight of 



crows hovering over a field of newly-cut 
wheat. 

To this martial array is added the 
clamor of drums, trumpets, and warlike 
instruments, accompanied with no end of 
benedictions, Orcmus^ and chanted psalms. 
At the head of the troops is a bishop, 
metamorphosed into a commandant. 
He moves very slowly, by reason of his 
corpulence and the weight of the armor 
he wears, and looks like a dilapidated St. 
George, minus the dragon. Then come 
Carthusians, Begging Friars, Capuchins, 
and Seminarists, each different order 
commanded by their abbot or prior, ad- 
vancing gravely in the orthodox goose- 
step. Cries of " Down with the regent I '* 
" Death to Mazarin ! " ''A has the Ital- 
ian beggar!" "Long live the Union!" 
" Vive la duchessef " " Vive la Fronde I " 
add to the clamor of the martial music. 
Mademoiselle de Rosu}*^ is fain to hold 
her ears, notwithstanding all the sweet 
things her companion is whispering. 
The mob of Paris en masse is assembled, 
to witness this extraordinary review, and 
to rejoice in the unexpected aid contrib- 
uted by the Church in the general emer- 
gency. Nor is M. d'Aumale's the only, 
coach on the Quai Notre-Dame that day ; 
many other possessors of such vehicles 
have been attracted bv the scene. The 
legate is among the number. The crowd 
is immense, the applause enthusiastic. 

" del ! " calls out Mademoiselle do 
Rosny, on a sudden. "Look — do look I 
Monsieur d'Aumale, you have deceived 
me, I am sure. They are going to fire ! '^ 

" No, no." replies D'Aumale, " believe 
me, you are mistaken. * Give the monk 
his rosarv, the soldier his sword,' savs- 
the motto. Messieurs les moines will not 
venture to burn their hands in attempt- 
ing to handle fire-arms." 

" But I tell you," cries the lady, " they 
are going to fire ! Good Heavens, tlio 
guns are all turned this way! O 
D'Aumale, we shall be murdered. Help ! 
help! I implore yon! " And she catches 
hold of him, and begins to scream after 
the most approved fashion preparatory 
to a fit of hysterics. 
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D'Aiimale looks out of the window. 
"In the name of Heaven, beware — be- 
ware! ^' he shouts to the priests. But in 
the confusion liis voice is inaudible. The 
ecclesiastical artillerymen, awkward and 
inexperienced, have already lighted the 
matches, and the cannon, which were 
loaded, explode right and left in the 
crowd. A fearful cry arises from the 
lejjate's coach. 

" Thank Heaven, D'Aumale, we have 
escaped — this time at least, ^^ gasps Made- 
moiselle de Rosny in a low voice, for she 
is now calmed by excessive fear. 

" Yes, but I fancy some one has been 
seriously wounded. I will alight and 
see," says D' Aumale, unfastening the door. 

A dense crowd surrounds the coach 
belonging to the legate. The secretary 
of his eminence had been shot dead by a 
bullet through the chest, the legate's con- 
fessor is wounded in the head, and his 
two valets also much injured. Never 
Avas there such confusion. M. d'Aumale 
hastens back to secure the safe retreat of 
the fair De Rosny. They are soon disen- 
gaged from the crowd, and rolling back 
over the muddy ground to the H6tel-de- 
Ville. Here we must bid them farewell, 
assuming that mademoiselle soon secured 
the possession of the much-admired coach 
by a speedy marriage with its handsome 
owner. 



CHAPTER LII. 

MAZASIN PLAYED OUT. 

The marriage-bells peal merrily for 
the august espousals of Louis XIV. with 
the Infanta Maria Theresa, daughter of 
the King of Spain. The troubles of the 
Fronde are over. Gondi, the coadjutor, 
now Cardinal de Retz, is imprisoned. 
Cardinal Mazarin has cemented a peace 
between France and Spain. He has tri- 
umphed. 

iMazarin left Paris with a great retinue 
of coaches, litters, and mules, attended 
by bishops, secretaries, lawyers, and 
priests, to meet the Spanish ambassador, 
Don Luis da Haro, on the frontier, there 



to arrange the preliminaries of the treaty 
and the marriage. Don Luis had already 
arrived, attended with equal splendor. 
A whole month was lost in the all-im- 
portant question of precedence. Should 
Mazarin call on Da Haro, or Da Haro 
"drop in" on Mazarin? This momen- 
tous point was never settled. Mazarin, 
the wily Italian — II Signor Fuquino, as 
the Prince de Conde calls him — took to 
his bed, hoping that the anxiety felt for 
his health by Da Haro would induce him 
to pocket his Castilian dignity and make 
the first advance. But Da Haro was not 
to be caught, and obstinately shut hhn- 
self up, ate, drank, and made merry with 
the most dogged patience, and the most 
entire want of sympathy. So it ended 
in this wisa — no visit was made at all. 
The great . plenipotentiaries met, quite 
unofficially, on tlio Island of Pheasants, 
in the middle of the river Bidassoa, 
dividing Franco and Spain. There the 
real business was very soon dispatched. 
In process of time the king and the in- 
fanta were married. 

The infanta was very small, fair, and 
plump. There was an utter absence of 
expression in her freshly - complexioned 
face; her eyes were large and gentle, 
but said absolutely nothing of any soul 
within. Her mouth was large, her teeth 
were irregular. Her dress horrified the 
French ladies. It was unanimously voted 
tawdry, ill-made, and unbecoming. As 
to the ladies in attendance on her, it was 
not possible to find words to paint their 
grotesqueness. They were black-skinned, 
scraggy, and awkward. They had hideous 
lace, and wore enormous farthingales. 
One of them, the *' governess of the in- 
fanta," is gibbeted in the pap:es of history 
as '\i monster." She unhappily wore 
what are designated as " Jxirrels " under 
her dress. Such was the first efibct of 
crinoline on the ladies of the French 
nation. 

The Duchesse de NoaiUes was ap- 
pointed lady of the bedchamber to the 
new queen. She was recommended to 
this office by the queen-dowager, Anno 
of Austria, her aunt. 
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Cardinal Mazarin has now reached 
the summit of power, lie has imprisoned 
his rival, Cardinal de Ketz, and has tran- 
quillized a great nation. lie has even 
received the solemn thanks of the once 
turhulent Parliament. Ho has equalled, 
if not exceeded, the renown of Richelieu. 
After the sounding of those marriage- 
bells ho returns to Paris, to repose upon 
his laurels. See him! the artistic ego- 
tist, who all his life has fed on the 
choicest grapes from his neighbor's vine, 
and sipped tlie most fragrant honey from 
flowers not his own. See him within 
his magnificent palace, the outward and 
visible evidencje of the enormous wealth 
which he no longer fears to display, 
Louis XIV. looks on him as a father. 
Anne of Austria trembles when he 
frowns. ^Vll France is subservient to his 
rule. The walls of his chamber are lined 
with artistic plunder — pictures set in 
gorgeous frames of Florentine carving; 
statues, mirrors, and glittering chande- 
liers; tables and consoles, bearing orna- 
ments of inestimable value, in marble, 
bronze, porcelain, pottery, enamel, and 
gems. Richest hangings of tapestry, and 
brocaded satin and velvet, more costly 
than the gold which suiTOunds them, 
shade the intrusive sunshine, and tone 
all down to that delicious half-light so 
dear to the artistic sense. Every thin^ 
has been arranged by the hand of a mas- 
ter ; and there he sits, this master, dying. 
The seeds of disease, sown on the frontier 
where he was detained by Da Haro, have 
developed into a mortal malady. 

He has just risen from his bed. lie 
sits in a chair on wheels, in which he is 
rolled from frescoed gallery to marble 
vestibule ; from corridors of pictures to 
precious libraries ; from dainty retiring- 
rooms to painted pavilions, from guard- 
room to saloon — those superb saloons 
where he received the court. 

He even penetrates to the stables, and 
surveys his priceless stud; he ventures 
into the magnificent gardens which sur- 
round his palace, to feast his eyes on all 
his vast possessions. Returning again, 
greatly fatigued, to the picture-gallery. 



he bids his attendants pause. He rests, 
absorbed in thought, under a Holy Fam- 
ily, by Raphael, a work beyond price, 
now in the Louvre. Here he desires his 
attendants to leave him ; his secretary, 
who is never beyond call, he commands 
to wait his pleasure in the anteroom, be- 
hind the thicK. silken hangings that veil 
the door. Inadvertently this door is left 
fyar, and the secretary, curious to know 
what his master is doing, looks through 
a chink in the curtain, and watches him. 
The cardinal, when he has glanced round 
carefully — to be sure he is alone — ^lays 
hold of a crutch placed ready to his 
hand, and with the utmost difficulty 
struggles to his feet, for the}^ are swollen, 
and almost useless from gout. After 
many eff'orts ho disengages himself from 
the chair, and reaches the ground, then, 
balancing himself upon the .crutch and 
any object near at hand, he moves a few 
steps, stopping for lack of breath. (The 
secretary doubts if he should not rush in 
before he falls, so uncertain and tottering 
are Mazarin's movements; but ho for- 
bears, fearful of angering the cardinal, 
whom suffering has made irritable.) 

Mazarin sighs deeply as he limps on 
from picture to picture, and surveys his 
favorite works. 

"I feel better," he says, speaking 
aloud. " If I could only get my breath, 
I should recover. Diamine! I shall — 1 
will recover. I cannot leave my pictures — 
such a collection '* — and he turns round 
with difficulty and surveys the galleries 
— '' not yet complete — to pass into other 
hands. No, no — it cannot be; I feel 
stronger already. I — alone in my gallery 
— without those spies always about me 
to see my weakness — I can breathe." 
And he draws a long breath. The long 
breath ends in a groan. "That divine 
Raffaelio ! " and again he sighs, and turns 
to the gem of his collection, a Nativity. 
" Raffaelio is my religion. Credo in Raf- 
faelio ! What aninia ! That exquisite 
Virgin ! and the Christ nestling in her 
arms I I wonder who sat for that vir- 
gin ? She must have been a perfect 
creature! I salute her di ctiare. That 
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picture camo to me from the Kiag of 
Spain — a bribe. Who cares? I never 
refuse a present. The iting knows mj 
taste. He sent me word there were 
m'any more to coine if I concluded a 
peace. I did conclude a peace; I took 
that picture and others ; but, Sangue di 
Dio, I was faithful to France. Ah, 
ha! I was too sharp for him— a dull 
king! That torso there, dug up at Por- 
tici — what stalwart limbs! Avhat grand 
proportions! How finely the shadows 
fall upon the thigh from that passing 
<5loud. Ahi ! my foot ! " (and he shakes 
on his cratches so violently that the sec- 
retary's head and shoulders are inside the 
room, only the cardinal does not sec 
hun). " I am bettor now," falters Maza- 
rin, " much better ; " then taking a few 
steps onward, he pauses before a Titian. 
"Venus, my goddess! — Lau9 Veneri. 
Oh, the w^armtli of the flesh-tints, the 
turn of that head and neck — divmo ! I 
gave a great price for that picture ; but, 
Cospetto / it was not my own money," 
and he laughs feebly. " It will sell for 
•double ! That Paolo Veronese and that 
Tintoretto yonder came from the sale of 
Charles I. of England, after his execution 
— those English ruffians ! AVhat supple 
forms, what classic features! — like my 
native Romans in the imperial city, 
where the very beggars think themselves 
-equal to kings ; and so they are, per Dio. 
Glorious Italy ! Ah, cielo ! " and he 
<Teep3 on to a favorite landscape by 
Caracci, lit, as it were, by the living sun- 
.shine of the south. " Ah, that sun — I 
feel it — wonderful ! wonderful ! — a gem 
of the eclectic school of Bologna, given 
to mo by the archbishop. Poor man, he 
was not, like me, satisfied with art — ha, 
ha! " — his laugh ends in a severe fit of 
coughing. " He liked Nature. He could 
not stand inquiry. — I helped him. Oh, 
my foot ! " (And he totters so helpless- 
ly that the secretary, watching him with 
curious eyes, again nearly rushes in; for, 
if Mazarin dies, his salary ceases.) He- 
covering, however, he steadies himself 
4gainst the pedestal of a marble group, 
Just arrived from Rome, " Leda and the 



Swan." He drags himself with difficulty 
into the recess where it is placed, shift- 
ing his position in order to catch the 
precise light in which to view the round- 
ed limbs of the figure. "What grace, 
what abandon, in that female form ! — ^a 
trifle leste for the gallery of a prelate — 
presente<l, too, by a lady — a woman of 
taste, above prejudices. No one has seen 
it. I must invito the court — the queen- 
mother will be scandalized. '*Ha,haI 
the queen -mother I " and he feebly winks, 
his laugh bringing on another fit of con- 
vulsive coughing. (The secretary is on 
the threshold.) " I must not dio before 
I have disposed of my pictures," Mazarin 
mutters, breathing again ; ** I cannot bear 
to die ! — ^now, too, that I have triumphed 
over all my enemies." The cardinal sighs 
heavily, shakes his head, and casts a long- 
ing glance round the painted walls. lie 
tries to move onward ; but his strength 
fails him, suddenly his hands are cramped, 
the crutch falls on the floor, ho groans, 
sinks into a chair, and faintly calls for 
assistance. 

The secretary is with him in an in- 
stant, and summons the attendants. 
Weary, and utterly exhausted, they lay 
him on his bed, where he sighs and 
groans, as much from anguish of mind 
as from bodily pain. He feels that noth- 
ing can amuse or delight him more, nei- 
ther singing men nor singing women, the 
wonders of art nor the flattery of courts. 
Henceforth to him the world must 
ever more be mute ; the flowers in the 
gardens ho has created shall no longer 
fling their scented blossoms at his feet ; 
to him the birds are dumb in the groves 
he has planted, the fruits cease to be lus- 
cious, and the sun is already darkened by 
the shadow of death. His face turns of 
an ashy hue, and he feebly calls for his 
physician. 

One of the many attendants that hov- 
er about his bed, each one hoping to be 
remembered in that will of his, of which 
all Paris has heard, flies to fetch him. 
He appears in the pei*son of Gu6naud, the 
court doctor of that day. 

Mazarin has revived a little. He is 
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propped up on pillows, to relieve hid 
breathing, which, by reason of the op- 
pression on his chest, is labored and difK- [ 
cult. At the sight of Guenaud he trem- 
bles; his teeth chatter. lie has sum- 
moned the leech, and now he dares not 
hear what he has to say. Mazarin, with 
his sensuous Italian temperament, clings 
wildly to life. He shrinks from the dark 
horrors of the grave — he who adores 
sunshine, warmth, open air, and beauty. 

"Well, Guenaud — well. You are in 
haste to come to me." 

*'Your eminence sent for me," re- 
plies the physician, gravely, bowing to 
the ground ; then he contemplates the 
cardinal witli that all-seeing eye for ob- 
vious symptoms and for remote details 
that makes the glance of a doctor so aw- 
ful to the sick. 

"I — I am better, Guenaud — much 
better, now; I had fatigued myself among 
my pictures. But I did much, Gu^*naud 
— I did too much. I oven crawled to my 
stables — to my garden. I am gaining 
strength. To-morrow — " 

3Iazarin stops ; a severe fit of cough- 
ing almost suffocates him. Again the 
ashy hue — gray as the shadows of de- 
parting day when the sun has set — over- 
casts his features. Gudnaud does not re- 
ply, but still contemplates his patient at- 
tentively. The cardinal looks up; a hec- 
tic color flushes his cheeks. 

"Come,'' says he, "speak; be hon- 
est with me. I am better ? " Guenaud 
bows. 

" I trust so," replies he. 

" Sanguc di Dw ! '' — and the cardinal 
grows crimson, and clinclics his thin fin- 
gers with nervous agony — " speak. Your 
silence agitates me. What have you to 
tell me? How long have I to live? 
Shall I recover ? " 

Guenaud shakes his head. Mazarin's 
face again becomes suddenly deadly ])ale. 
He leans back on his ])]llows, and sniffs a 
strong essence in a filigree bottle lying 
by his side. "Gu6naud," says he, "I 
dread death, but I am no coward. I am 
prepared for the worst." 

*'I rejoice to hear it," answers the 



physician, solemnly, feeling his pulse. 
** You will have need of all your forti- 
tude." 

" Is it so ? Well, then, let me hear mv 
fate." 

"Your eminence cannot live long. 
Nothing can save you." 

A strange look of determination 
comes into the cardinal's eyes as Gue- 
naud speaks. Mazarin was, as he said, 
no coward; but the flesh was weaker 
than the spirit, and shrank from suffer- 
ing and disease. Now that be has heard 
the truth, he bears it better than would 
appear possible in one so slight, nervous, 
and attenuated. 

"I cannot flatter your eminence,"" 
continues Guenaud, " your disease is in- 
curable ; but I admit that remedies may 
prolong your life, though they cannot 
preserve it. Remedies, ably adminis- 
tered, can do much, even in fatal cases." 

" I respect your frankness, doctor," 
says the cardinal, calmly. "Speak out; 
how long can I last? " 

" Your eminence may hope to live for 
two months, perhaps, by following the 
rules I shall prescribe." 

" WeU, well — two months! Ah, it is 
a short time" — and a nervous spasm 
passes over his face, and his hands- . 
twitch convulsively. "I do not die of 
old age ; I have sacrificed my life to- 
France and to the king. I never got over 
that negotiation at the Pyrenees. Well^ 
well — ^so best. At least, I know my fate» 
This interval must be consecrated to the 
care of my soul. Two months 1 I shall 
do my best. All my brother prelates 
will assist me — " 

" To live, your eminence ? " 

" No, no, Gu6naud " — and the shadow 
of i\ smile passes over his thin white lips-* 
— " no, no, not to live, but to die ; to die 
for the sidce of the abbeys, bishoprics, 
and canon ries, my death will leave va- 
cant. In two months one may have a 
world of indulgences ; that is something. 
The holy father will rejoice at having 
my patronage ; he is sure to give me a 
helping liand, and plenty of indulgences- 
I stand well with the pope, Gndnaud. 
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But — but my pictures, my statues — a col- 
lection I have been making all my life, at 
such a vast expense. Who knows, Gu6- 
nnnd? you may bo mistaken," he add- 
ed, brightening up, his mercurial nature 
rushing back into its accustomed channel 
at the recollection of what had been the 
passion of his life. " Who knows, I may 
get better ! " and his eye turns sharply 
upon the physician, with a sparkle of its 
accustomed fire; "eh, Gu6naud — who 
knows?" Gu^uaud bows, but is silent. 
'* You may be mistaken. Kon importa^ 
I must think of my soul. It is indeed a 
great trial — a sore trial — a man of my 
age, too, with so many years to live ! and 
such a collection ! You know my collec- 
tion, Gu^naud ? " 

"Yes, your eminence," answers ho, 
bowing. 

"The finest in Europe," sighs Maza- 
rin, "and not yet finished; fresh works 
coniing in daily. A great trial — but I 
must think of my soul. Go now, Gu6- 
naud ; come again to-morrow. Per- 
haps — who knows ? — you may see 
some change, some improvement — ^who 
knows ? " 

Gu^naud shakes his head silently, and 
withdraws. 

Meanwhile the queen-mother, Anne 
of Austria, informed of Mazarin's des- 
perate condition, hastens to visit him. 
She is attended by her gossiping ladies, 
eager to catch every word, and — amid 
nods and winks, and sighs of affected 
sympathy — to comment on her sorrowful 
expression. 

Her majesty is pale and sad; tears 
gather in her eyes as she advances tow- 
ard the bed on which Mazarin lies, and 
she asks with a timid yet tender voice 
after his healtli. He replies that he is 
very ill, and repeats to her what Gu6- 
naud had told him. If I were to add 
that he displayed to the queen and her 
ladies one of his bare legs, to afford ocu- 
lar demonstration of his reduced condi- 
tion, I fear I should be accused of imitat- 
ing the mnnvaise langue of Madame de 
Noailles. But he really did so, to the 
great grief of Anne of Austria, and to 



the utter discomfiture and horror of her 
less sympathizing ladies in waiting, who 
rapidly retreat into the recesses of the 
windows, or behind the draperies of the 
apartment, to escape so unpleasant a 
spectacle. 

"Look! " exclaims Mazarin, thrusting 
forward his leg — "look, madame, at the 
deplorable condition to which I am re- 
duced by my incessant anxiety for the 
welfare of France! And to leave my 
pictures, too — my statues. Ah, madame, 
it is a bitter trial ! " 

Soon after this extraordinary inter- 
view, and when all the world believed 
Mazarin to be dead or dying, the cun- 
ning Italian, determined once more ta 
take in the whole court, and deceitful in 
his death as he had been in his life, gave 
orders that his convalescence should be 
announced. He caused himself to bo 
painted white and red, dressed in his ec- 
clesiastical robes, and placed in a sedan- 
chair with all the glasses down. In this 
disguise he was wheeled along the broad 
terraces of his garden, taking care to bo 
well observed by the vast crowd collected 
by the news of his recovery. For a mo- 
ment he presented the appearance of 
health and vigor. But the effort he had 
forced himself to make, in order to en- 
act this ghastly comedy, was too much 
for his remaining strength. He swooned 
in his sedan-chiur, and was brought back 
and placed on his bed, never to rise 
again. Thus died, as he had lived. Car- 
dinal Mazarin, a dissembler and a hypo- 
crite: but a great minister. Not cruel 
or blood-thirsty, like Richelieu, yet equal- 
ly unscrupulous, Mazarin gained the end 
he had in view by patience, cunning, and 
intrigue. At his death he left France, 
already exhausted by the wars of the 
Fronde, completely subdued ; and in such 
a state of abject submission to the gov- 
ernment, as paved the way to the extrav- 
agance and oppression of Louis XIV.^s. 
reign. 
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CHAPTER LIII. 

LOUISE DE LA VALLI&BE. 

Tjie young king, Louis XIV., was ac- 
tive, vigorous, and graceful. He excelled 
in outward accoinplislimcnts, in riding, 
dancing, and fencing; but intellectually 
lie was both idle and ignorant. His edu- 
cation bad been purposely neglected by 
Cardinal Mazarin ; and he was so fully 
aware of it that lie carefully avoided dis- 
playing his ignorance by a too facile or 
rapid address. Even in youth he was 
grave and ceremonious ; in later years be 
became pompous and overbearing. On 
the other hand, the refinement of his 
mother's nature was reproduced in the 
ison of her love. He was brought up by 
her side in a circle as elegant and refined 
as the Hotel de liambouillet in its palm- 
iest days. He never forgot the lesson he 
then learned, that the outward proprie- 
ties of life must be studiously observed, 
whatever freedoms may be permitted in 
private. He desired all his life to be con- 
sidered pious, just, and moral. He failed 
in each, for his passions were strong and 
his teni])er was imperious. The vicissi- 
tudes gf his early life during the civil wars 
of the Fronde, when he was often obliged 
to fly at a monient^s notice from place to 
place, gave him, however, a power of as- 
suming calmness and dignity under all 
circumstances which he could never have 
acquired in less eventful times. 

Above all sovereigns Louis understood 
the art of reigning, of appearing to be a 
great king when he was really but a shal- 
low, vain, irresolute man, extraordinarily 
accessible to flattery. Yet that a son of 
Louis XIII. should say with truth, " Vetat 
c^est moi^"^ and dare to drive out the na- 
tional Parliament solemnly assembled in 
the legislative chamber, whip in hand^ is 
one of the most striking anomalies in his- 
tory. 

In 'person Louis resembled his father. 
He was dark, broad-shonldered, and rather 
short, with regular features and a promi- 
nent nose. But he had all the fire of his 



mother^s Spanish eyes, and withal the 
grandest manners and the 'most royal 
presence ever seen. From a boy he was 
an ardent admirer of the fair, and con- 
tinued to be secretly ruled, all his life, 
by female infiueuce. Indeed, his long 
reign may be divided into three periods, 
corresponding with the characteristics of 
the three women who successively pos- 
sessed all the love he could spare from 
himself. He was gentle, humane, and 
domestic with La Vallidre; arrogant, 
heartless, and warlike, with De Montes- 
pan ; selfish, bigoted, and cruel, with Do 
Maintenon. 

His boyish philandering with the hand- 
some nieces of Cardinal Mazarin has been 
already noticed. What subtle plans de- 
veloped themselves in the brain of that un- 
scrupulous schemer never can be known ; 
but he could not have arranged matters 
better to place one of his nieces on the 
throne of France. IsTor to his Italian 
notions would this have been extraordi- 
nary, ^lazarin would have argued that 
a Mancini was as well born as a Medici, 
whose arms were a pill-box, and that 
Martinozzi was as ancient a name as 
Bourbon. 

Anne of Austria looked on with dis- 
pleasure. Mazarin wore an impertur- 
bable front, a sphinx-look, ready to an- 
swer cither way, as circumstances might 
prompt. By the time that Maria Man- 
cini came from Rome, Louis's passions 
were thoroughly roused. The young lion 
had tasted blood, and found it pleasant 
to his palate. Maria was far less beau- 
tiful than her sisters — indeed, that bitter- 
tongued chronicler, Bnssy Rabutin, calls 
her "ugly, fat, and short, with the air 
of a soubrette; " but she had the temper 
of an angel, and seemed to the boyisli 
Louis a soft, plaintive, clinging creature, 
who appealed to his pity. In reality she 
had a force of character ten times greater 
than his own, and the courage of a 
heroine. 

In Maria Mancini, Mazarin made his 
great move in the matrimonial game. 
Lonis gave signs of a serious attachment. 
Anne of Austria set a watch upon him. 
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It was needful. Louis had a temperament 
of fire, Maria was born under an Italian 
sky. Notwithstanding the watch set, 
Louis found opportunity to promise mar- 
riage to Maria. He repeated this promise 
with protestations and oaths, but, cautious 
even in his youth, he did not, like his 
grandfather, Henry IV., commit it to 
writing. 

Mazarin, informed by his niece of 
what had passed, opined that the time to 
speak had come. He ventured to sound 
tlio queen - mother. He spoke of the 
charms of genuine attachment, the hap- 
piness of domestic life on a throne ; he 
hinted at the queen's own unhappy ca- 
reer, sacrificed as she had been to a po- 
litical alliance. He enlarged on the an- 
tiquity of the Latin races, especially those 
of Rome and Sicily, "all of tliem," he 
said, "once reigning houses, and pov- 
erty," he added, '*did not make blue 
blood red.'' 

The queen, however subservient to 
the cardinal on all other matters, flared 
out — "If ever my son condescends to 
marry your niece," cried she, "I will 
disown him. I will place myself, with 
his brother, Philip of Orleans, at the 
head of the nation, and fight against him 
and you. Cardinal Mazarin ! " 

The cardinal had many consolations ; 
he was fain to yield. Maria was sent to 
rt convent. Poor Maria — to go to Brouago 
instead of sitting on a throne ! It was 
very hard. Louis was in despair. When 
they met to say adieu, he wept. 

"What, sire! " she exclaimed; "you 
love rao— you weep — and we part? " and 
she turned her liquid eyes upon him with 
a look of passionate entreaty. 

Perhaps the tears in the king's eyes 
blinded him, or he did not hear her ; at 
all events, he heeded neither her look 
nor her innuendo, and she went. 

Then those marriage - bells sounded 
from over the frontier of which wo have 
spoken. The king espoused the Infanta 
of Spain, and Maria Mancini became La 
Principessa Colonna, and lived at Naples. 

• • • • • a 

The court is at Saint- Germain. Louis 



I XIV. was bom there, and, until Versailles 
and Marly were built, he made it his prin- 
cipal residence. In one of tlie principal 
saloons, on the first floor, lying midway 
between the turreted angles of the fa- 
cade, looking over the plain toward Paris, 
Louis XIII. ended his miserable existence, 
his private band playing a "De Profun- 
dis," of his own composition, during his 
death - throes. His morbid nature — re- 
produced in his descendant, Louis XV., 
who said he loved "the scent of newly- 
made graves " — made him await the ap- 
I)roach of death with a sort of grim curi- 
osity. As he lay on his bed, opposite 
the windows, his dim eyes resting on the 
wide expanse that stretched out below, 
he called Laporto to him. He was so 
near his end that ho articulated with dif- 
ficulty. "Remember, my good Laporte," 
he gasped, "that place below there where 
the road turns under that rise " — and ho 
raised his bony finger, and pointed to a 
particular spot, on the road to Saint- 
Denis, along which his funeral procession 
must pass to reach the tombs of his an- 
cestors — "that place there. It has been 
newly mended, Laporte. It is rough, 
and will shake me. Let the driver go 
gently over the stones. Be sure to tell 
him I said so." 

This was not like his son, Louis XIV., 
who came to detest Saint-Germain be- 
cause this very cathedral of Saint-Denis, 
where he must be buried, was visible on 
the horizon line. Such an object did not 
suit a monarch who desired to be thought 
immortal. 

The court is at Saint-Germain. It is 
a cool, delicious evening, after a day of 
unusual heat. The summer evenings are 
always charming at Saint-Germain, by 
reason of the bowery freshness of the 
adjacent forest, from which cool breezes 
come rippling through the air, that fan 
the heated atmosphere. The sombre 
chtitean is now a mass of deep shadow, 
save where the setting sun lights up 
some detail of its outline — an arched 
window, a rich cornice, a pillared por- 
tico, or a pointed tower, which stand out 
against the western sky with fugitive 
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brightness. The parterre blazea with 
summer flowers, the perfume of which 
creeps upward in the rising dewd of 
evening. The formal gravel-walks are 
bordered by statues and orange - trees, 
and the splashing of many fountains stirs 
the air. A flock of peacocks strut on 
the greensward, their long tails catching 
the last rays of the sunset. The summer 
birds make delicate music among the 
shrubberies; and the giant elms, in the 
outer park, divided from the garden by 
an open iron railing, bow their rounded 
heads to the breeze. 

When the sun has set, a merry party, 
consisting of four of the maids-of-honor, 
leave the ch&teau by a. side-door. They 
run swiftly along the terrace — frighten- 
ing the peacocks, ' who drop their tails 
and fly screeching into the trees — and 
ensconce themselves in a trellised arbor, 
garlanded with honeysuckles and roses, 
hid in a thicket of flowery shrubs skirt- 
ing one side of the parterre. Once there, 
their tongues are let loose like so many 
cherry-clappers. 

It was so nearly dark that the maids- 
of-honor did not notice the king as they 
scudded along the garden, who, attended 
by the mischief-loving Comte de Lauzun, 
had also stolen out to ei\joy the evening. 
Lonis watched them as they ran, and 
then, hearing their voices in such eager 
talk, was seized with intense desire to 
know who they were, and what they 
were saying. He dare not speak, for 
they would hear him, and perhaps recog- 
nize his voice. Signing to his confidant 
Lauzun to follow him, he softly ap- 
proached the arbor in which the four 
girls are hid. 

He finds that they are all talking about 
a fancy ball given the night before by Ma- 
dame Henrietta, Duchesse d'0rl6ans, his 
brother's wife ; and particularly about a 
ballet in which he himself had danced. 
The king and Lauzun, favored by the in- 
creasing darkness of the night, and well 
intrenched behind the shrubs, lose not a 
syllable. 

The question is, Which dancer was 
the handsomest and the most graceful? 



Each pretty lady has, of course, her own 
predilection. One declares for the Mar- 
quis d'Alen^on, another will not hear of 
any comparison with M. de Yardcs, a 
third stoutly maintains that the Comte 
de Guiche was by far the handsomest 
man there and everywhere else (an opin- 
ion which, par parenthise, madame her- 
self takes every opportunity of showing 
she indorses, displaying, moreover, this 
opinion somewhat too openly, notwith- 
standing her designs on the heart of the 
king himself, whom she fancies, and oth- 
ers declare, is, or has been, her admirer). 
The fourth damsel is silent. Called upon 
to give her opinion, she speaks, and in 
the sweetest and gentlest of voices she 
thus expresses herself: 

^' I cannot imagine how any one could 
have been even noticed when the king 
was present. He is quite fascinating.^' 

^* Ah, then, mademoiselle, you declare 
for the king. What will madame say to 
you ? " 

** No, it is not the king nor the crown 
he wears that I admire ; it is not his rank 
that makes him so charming : on the con- 
trary, to me it is rather a defect, for if he 
were not the king I should positively 
dread him. His position is my best safe- 
guard. However — " And La Valli^re 
drops her head on her bosom and falls 
into a deep reverie. 

On hearing these words the king is 
strangely afl^ected, he whispers to Lauzun 
not to mention their adventure ; they re- 
tire silently As they came, and reenter 
the ch&teau. The king is in a dilemma. 
If he could only discover who this fair 
damsel is who prefers him to all others 
with such naivete— who admires him for 
himself alone, and not for his rank — a 
preference as flattering as it is rarely the 
lot of a monai'ch to discover 1 All he 
knows is that it must be one of the 
maids-of-honor attached to the service of 
Madame Henrietta, his sister-in-law, and 
he cannot sleep all night, he is so haunt- 
ed with the melting tones of her voice, 
and so anxious to discover to whom it 
belongs. 

In the morning, as soon as etiquette 
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allowed of his appearing, Louis hurries 
off to the toilet of madame, whom he 
finds seated before a mirror of the rarest 
DVesdcn china, looped up with lace and 
ribbons, her face and shoulders covered 
with her long hair. 

"Your mfiyesty honors mo with an 
early visit," says she, coloring with pleas- 
ure as he enters. ** What plans have you 
arranged for the hunt to-day ? When are 
we to start ? " 

Louis, with his usual politeness — 
shown, be it recorded to his credit, tow- 
ard any woman, whatever might be her 
degree — gallantly replies that it is for 
her to command and for him to obey. 
But there the conversation drops, and 
the duchess observes that he is absent 
and preoccupied. This both chagrins 
and disappoints her. Piqued at his want 
of empressementy she turns from him 
abruptly and begins conversing with the 
Oomte de Guiche, who, witli ill-disguised 
uneasiness, had stood aloof, watching her 
warm reception of his miyesty. 

Henrietta, the royal daughter of the 
Stuarts and the Bourbons, without being 
positively handsome, has the air of a 
great princess. The freshness of her 
complexion is, however, all that is Eng- 
lish about her. Her forehead, high and 
broad, but too much developed for beau- 
ty, gives a certain grandeur to her ex- 
I>ression ; her eyes are sparkling, but 
placed too near together. Still, her face 
is intelligent and lively. She is tall, slim, 
and very graceful. Around her long 
neck, on which her small head is admi- 
rably set, IS bound a single string of fine 
Orient pearls, and a mantle and train of 
turquoise /ai^Ze fall back from a flounced 
petticoat of yellow satin. 

While Madame Henrietta talks with 
the Comte de Guiche, Louis is at liberty 
to use his eyes as he chooses, and he 
hastily surveys the group of lovely girls 
that stand behind the princesses chair. 
One, placed a little apart from the rest, 
rivets his attention. Her pale and some- 
what melancholy countenance imparts 
an indescribable air of interest to her 
appearance, and the graceful tournure 



of her head and nook adds to h^r 
charms. 

" Can this bo she ? " he asks himself. 
He hopes — ho fears (he was young then, 
Louis, and not the hlase dehauche he af- 
terward became) — ho actually trembles 
with emotion, suspense, and impatience. 
But, determined to ascertain the truth, 
and regardless of the furious glances cast 
at him by madamc — who evidently nei- 
ther likes nor understands his wandering 
looks, directed evidently to her ladies, 
and his total want of empressement tow- 
ard herself — he approaches the fair group 
and begins conversing with them, certain 
that, if that same soft voice is heard that 
had never ceased to echo in his ears, ho 
shall at once recognize it. He speaks to 
Mademoiselle de Saint-Aignan, but his 
eyes are fixed on the pale face of La Val- 
li^re, for she it was whom he so much 
admired. La VaUi^re casts down her 
eyes and blushes. 

The king advances toward her and ad- 
dresses her. He awaits her reply with 
indescribable anxiety. She trembles, 
grows still more pale, then blushes crim- 
son, and finally answers in a voice trem- 
ulous with timidity, but it was the voice ! 
He has found her. This, then, is the un- 
known, and she loves him ; her own lips 
confessed it. Delightful ! He leaves the 
apartments of madamc abruptly, in speech- 
less ecstasy. 

From that day he sees, he lives only 
for La Vallidre. Ever in the apartments 
of his sister-in-law, it was evident even to 
her that he did not come to seek her, and 
her rage knew no bounds. She had hith- 
erto had ample reason to believe that the 
attachment the king felt for her somewhat 
exceeded that of a brother. With the spite- 
ful penetration of a jealous woman, she 
now discovers how often the eyes of Louis 
are fixed with admiration on the timid, 
downcast La ValliSre. She is not, there- 
fore, long in guessing the object of his 
preference, and the cause of his frequent 
visits to her apartments. From this mo- 
ment she hates poor Louise, and deter- 
mines, if possible, to ruin her. 

The king, on his part, unconscious of 
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the storm he was raising about La Val- 
lifere, is eQchaDt9(l not only with herself, 
but with all ho has heard of her char- 
acter. She is beloved by every one ; her 
goodness, sweetness, -and sincerity, are 
universally acknowledged, and the ac- 
count of her various good qualities tends 
to enhance her merit. 

When the court returns to Saint-Ger- 
main (now, can one fancy romance with- 
in those dingy walls? — but so it was), 
Louis is desperately, head and ears over, 
in love. A party of pleasure is* arranged 
to take place in the forest under a tent 
formed of boughs, tapestry, and flowers. 
The ladies invited to this sylvan retreat 
are habited as shepherdesses and peasants. 
They form charming groups, like Sevres 
china. On their arrival the most delicious 
music is heard from the recesses of the 
leafy woods, which, as it plays at inter-* 
vals, now here, now there, among the 
trees, is tlie signal for the appearance of 
various groups of satyrs, fauns, and dry- 
ads, who, after dancing grotesque figure- 
dances, and singing verses in honor of 
the king, disappear, to bo quickly replaced 
by another troupe, who present flowers, 
and also sing and dance as no dryads or 
fauns had ever dreamed of in classic bow- 
ers, but in a style quite peculiar to the age 
and taste of le Orand MonarquCy wlio 
iiked even Nature itself to appear as arti- 
ficial and formal as he was himself. This 
agreeable fete has lasted all day, and the 
company is about to return, when — con- 
ceive the alarm — a violent storm comes 
on, thunder rolls, the sky is suddenly 
overcast, and a heavy rain, enough to 
drench the whole court to the skin, de- 
scends with remorseless violence. How 
every one scuds hither and thither I The 
thickest trees are eagerly seized on as a 
slight protection against the storm. Oth- 
ers hide tliemselves in the bushes, some 
penetrate deeper into the cover of the 
copse-wood. Spite of the rain, and the 
destruction of the dresses, the ladies come 
to vote it rather an agreeable incident, on 
the whole, when they find their favorite 
cavaliers beside them, placed, perchance, 
somewhat nearer than would have been 



camme il faut in the court-circle. For, 
although the ladies might really at first 
have been a little terrified, the gentlemen 
are certainly not likely to be troubled 
with any nervousness on account of a 
thunder - storm, and preserve suflScient 
sang-froid each to select his lady-love in 
order to protect her from the weather. 
Thus it chanced that Madame Henrietta 
finds herselfunder the care of theComte 
de Guiche; the fair Mancini, once be- 
loved by the king, now Comtesse de Sois- 
sons, is under the protection of her dear 
De Vardes; and Mademoiselle d'Orleans 
— la Grande Mademoiselle — ^is complete^ 
ly happy, and forgets the thundtr, rain, 
and, more wonderful still, her own dig- 
nity, at finding herself escorted by Lau- 
zun ! 

The king, nowise behind his court iers^ 
in gallantry, at once ofiers his escort and 
his arm to support La Vallidre, who, nat- 
urally timid, is really frightened, and 
clings to him with a confidence that en- 
chants him. All the world knows she is 
a little lame, a defect \vhich was said in 
her to be almost a grace. On the present 
occasion she does not perhaps regret that 
this infirmity prevents her escaping as 
quickly as the rest, and thus prolongs the 
precious moments alone with the king. 
Louis places her under a tree, where they 
are both protected from the rain and 
shrouded by the tliick boughs which lurng 
low and fringe the grass. 

The king seizes on this happy oppor- 
tunity to declare his passion, and to ac- 
quaint La Valli^re "with the love she ha^ 
inspired him ever since that evening when 
ho had overheard her. Poor Louise! 
who had never dared to imagine that her 
love was returned, wellnigh faints as 
the king proceeds. Her heart beats so 
violently it is almost audible. She is 
actually on the point of rushing from 
under the tree, w'hen the king, laying 
hold of her hand, retains her. 

** What ' " cries he, " do you fear me 
more than the storm ? What have I done 
to alarm you ? you whom I love, whom I 
adore ! Why do you hate me? Speak, I 
implore you, Louise." 
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" O sire I do not say hate. I revere 
you — I love you — as my king, but — " 

"Sweet girl, I breathe again. But 
why only love me as your sovereign — I, 
who cherish your every look, who seek 
only to be your servant — your slave ? '' 

Saying this, Louis falls on his knees 
before her; he seizes her hands, which 
he covers with kisses ; he swears he will 
never rise until she has promised to love 
him, and to pardon the terror his declara- 
tion has caused her. 

Mademoiselle de la Yalli^re cannot 
control her emotion. She implores him 
to rise. 

*'You are my king," she says, "the 
husband of the queen. My royal master, 
I am your faithfnl subject. Can I say 
more ? " 

, " Yes, dearest, promise me your love. 
Give me your heart ; that is the posses- 
sion I desire," murmurs Louis. 

Pressed by the king to grant him some 
mark of her favor, La Valliere becomes so 
confused she cannot reply. Louis grows 
more and more pressing, interpreting her 
emotion as favorable to his suit. In the 
midst of the tenderest entreaties the 
thunder again bursts forth, and poor 
Lonise, overcome at once by fear, love, 
and remorse, swoons away. The king 
uatarally receives the precious burden in 
his arms. He seeks hastily to rejoin the 
other fugitives and his attendants, in order 
to obtain assistance. Ever and anon he 
stops in the openings of the forest to ad- 
mire her as she lies calm and lovely in 
repose, her long eyelashes sweeping her 
delicate cheeks, her half-closed lips re- 
vealing the prettiest and whitest teeth. I 
leave my readers to imagine if Louis did 
not imprint a few kisses on the fainting 
beauty he bears so carefully in his arms, 
and if now and then he did not press her 
beloved form closer to his breast. If in 
this he did take advantage of the situa- 
tion chance had afforded him, he must be 
forgiven; he was young, and he was 
deeply in love. 

Words cannot describe the surprise 
felt by La Valliere on recovering to find 

herself alone, borne along in the king^s 
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arms, in the midst of a lonely forest. His- 
tory does not, however, record that she 
died of terror, or that she even screamed ; 
but perhaps, and indeed doubtless, slie 
would have done so had not the respect- 
ful behavior of the king reassured her. 

The moment she opens her sweet blue 
eyes ho stops, places her on the ground, 
and supports her in the tenderest man- 
ner. Ho assures lier that, being then 
near the edge of the forest, and not far 
distant from the ch&teau, they are sure to 
meet some of his attendants. Louise 
blushes, then grows pale, then blushes 
again, as the recollection of all the king 
had said to her while under the shade of 
the greenwood gradually returns to her 
remembrance. She reads the confirma- 
tion of it in his eyes. Those eyes are 
fixed on her with passionate ardor. Dis- 
engaging herself from his arms, she 
thanks him, in a faltering voice, for his 
care a thousand times — ^for his condescen- 
sion. She is so sorry. It was so foolish 
to faint ; but the thunder — ^his mtgesty's 
goodness to her — . Here she pauses ab- 
ruptly ; her conscience tells her she ought 
at once to reject his suit ; her lips cannot 
form the words. 

Wliile she is speaking, a group of 
horsemen are Tisible in the distance at 
the end of one of those long woodland- 
glades which divide the forest. On hear- 
ing the voice of the king, who calls to 
them, they gallop rapidly toward them. 
The king and La Yallidre reach the cha- 
teau shortly after the other ladies, none 
of whom, as it appeared, had been in 
haste to return. 

From this moment La YalliSre's fate 
is sealed. Long she had loved and ad- 
mired the king in secret;* but, until she 
learned how warmly he returned this 
feeling, she was scarcely aware how 
completely he had enthralled her. The 
ecstasy this certainty gave her first fully 
revealed to her the real danger of her 
situation. Poor Louise ! Is it wonder- 
ful that, as the scene of this first and 
passionate declaration, she should love 
the old ch&teau of Saint-Germain more 
than any other spot in the world ?~tliat, 
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when suffering, the air restored her? wben 
unhappy (and she lived to be so misera- 
ble), tlie ^ight of the forest, of the ter- 
race, revived her by tender reminiscences 
of the past? 

When the secret of Louis's attachment 
to La Valli^re transpired (which, after 
the scene in the forest, was very speed- 
ily), nothing could exceed the indignation 
of the whole circle, who each conceived 
that they had some especial cause of com- 
plaint. 

Louis's old love, the Comtesse de 
Soissons (Mancini), with the thirst for 
practical revenge, bred in her hot Italian 
blood, held council with De Vardes and 
De Guiche, how to crush her, whom she 
istyled **the common enemy." A letter 
was planned and written by her in Span- 
ish, addressed to the queen, purporting 
to come from the King of Spain. This 
letter detailed every particular of her 
husband's liaison with La Vallidre. The 
bad spelling and foreign idioms, however, 
betrayed it to be a forgery. 

The letter was placed on the queen's 
bed by the Comtesse de Soissons herself. 
Instead of falling into the queen's hands, 
as was intended, it was found by De Mo- 
iena, Maria Theresa's Spanish nurse. She 
carried it straight to the king. He traced 
it to Madame de Soissons. She was ban- 
ished. 

Madame Henrietta d'0rl6ans was more 
noisy and abusive than any one. Her 
vanity was hurt. Her feelings were out- 
raged at the notion that the king, here- 
tofore her admirer, should forsake her 
openly for one of her own women I It 
was too insulting. 

" What ? " cried she, in her rage, 
" prefer an ugly limping filUtte to me^ 
the daughter of a king ? I am as supe- 
rior in beauty to that little minx as I am 
in birth I Dieuf quHl manque de goUt 
et de delieatesse ! " Without even taking 
leave of Louis, she shut herself up at 
Saint-Cloud, where she made the very 
walls ring with her complaints. 

The poor, quiet little queen, the only 
really injured person, wept and mourned 
in private. She was far too much afraid 



of that living Jupiter Tonans, her hus- 
band, to venture on cmy personal re- 
proaches. She consoled herself by 
soundly abusing La Valli^re in epithets 
much more expressive than polite. 

In this abuse she was joined by Anne 
of Austria, who, in her present austere 
frame of mind, was the last person in 
Franco to spare La Valli^re. 

An explanation was decidedly needful. 



CHAPTER LIV. 

THE CONVENT OF OHAILLOT. 

Mademoiselle de la YALutnE is 
summoned to the presence of the queen- 
mother. She is sitting in the Gray 
Chamber, adjacent to her oratory. Louise 
is aware that Anne of Austria never 
gives audiences in the Gray Chamber 
except on the most serious occasions. 
\ The queen-mother wears a daric dress, 
in cut and shape like the robe of a nun ; 
her gray hair is gathered into a head- 
dress of white lace, and she carries a 
rosary at her side. She looks old and 
sad; her stately form is bent; her face 
is thin, her features are drawn, and 
wrinkles obscure her once brilliant eyes. 

The Duchesse d'0rl6ans is seated by 
her side. Louise enters. She dares not 
advance beyond the door. Standing tEere 
she makes deep obeisances to the queen- 
mother and to Madame Henrietta. She 
blushes scarlet, then turns pale. Her head 
drops on her bosom ; as she stands before 
them she feels more dead than alive. 

"I see you are there, Mademoiselle 
de laValli^re," says the queen, frown- 
ing. "I wish to speak to you in the 
presence of your late mistress, Madame 
Henrietta de France, my daughter-in- 
law. You are aware why we have sent 
for you? " 

" No, madame,'' answers the maid-of- 
honor, faintly, "but I humbly await your 
orders." 

"What affected humility!" excMms 
Madame Henrietta, with a sneer. " You 
act uncommonly well, petiteP 
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"All the better if she be humble, 
"my daughter," rejoins the queen-mother, 
speaking of La Valli^re as if she were 
not present — "all the better. It is some 
step toward repentance that she is con- 
scious of her crime. It will save us the 
trouble of insisting on it. — Pray to God, 
mademoiselle, to pardon you ; you have 
no hope but in Heaven." And she casts 
SL stem glance at her. 

The tears gather in La Vallidre's soft 
blue eyes. They course each other down 
her pallid cheeks, and fall, spotting her 
pale-blue dress. Her head, covered with 
a profusion of short fair curls, is still bent 
down. She looks like a delicate flower 
bowed before a cruel tempest. 

" What are y6u going to do with those 
fine diamond bracelets the king presented 
to you the other day out of the queen's 
lottery ? " asks Madame Henrietta, taunt- 
ingly, interrupting the queen. 

Anne of Austria makes a sign to her 
to be silent. Poor Louise for an instant 
turns her eyes imploringly upon her. 
Madame grows pale with spite as she 
remembers those superb diamond brace- 
lets that the king drew as a prize from 
the lottery — which she had fully expected 
he would present to herself— were given 
by him to La Valli^re. She is so wroth 
she cannot leave Louise alone ; again she 
attacks her. "Your vanity is insuffer- 
able, mademoiselle. Do you imagine,. 
petite sottey that any one cares for you ? 
Mademoiselle do Pons is the belle of the 
court. His miyesty says so." 

At this malicious stab Louise shud- 
xlers. 

"My daughter," interposes the queen- 
mother, "do not agitate yourself. I un- 
derstand your annoyance at having intro- 
duced such a person as Mademoiselle de 
la Vallidre at court. Let me address her. 
She is unworthy of your notice. — You 
"understand, of course, mademoiselle, that 
you are dismissed," she says, turning 
toward her and speaking imperiously. 

"But your majesty" — and La Val- 
li^re's streaming eyes are again lifted 
upward for an instant — "what, oh what 
"have I done ? " 



" Ask yourself, mademoiselle. Unless 
there are to be two queens of France, 
you must go. You cannot wish me, the 
mother of his majesty, to enter into de- 
tails on a subject so painful to my feel- 
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" No, I should think not," breaks in 
Madame Henrietta, " unless you have no 
sense of decency. A little unworthy 
chit like you to dare to trouble royal 
princesses; you are as impertinent as 
you are disreputable." 

At these cruel words La V&lli^re stag- 
gers backward, and almost falls. Then 
she again turns her swollen eyes toward 
the royal ladies with absolute terror. 

Ah, Heaven I she thinks, if the king 
did but know her agony, her sufferings I 
Ah, if he were but here to speak for her I 
But not a word passes her lips. 

Madame Henrietta's eyes fix them- 
selves on her with a look of triumph. 
She becomes absolutely radiant at the 
sight of the humiliation of her whom she 
calls " her rival." 

"You know our pleasure, mademoi- 
selle," says Anne of Austria, rising from 
her arm - chair. " You will retu^ 
whence you came — Touraine, I believe. 
You will be conducted by Madame do 
Choisy ; but, indeed, you need no escort; 
you have nothing to fear no?^," and the 
queen- mother casts a look of withering 
contempt on the wretched girl more of- 
fensive even than her bitter words. 

Louise shrinks backward. She would 
fain escape. 

" Do not forget, mademoiselle, before 
you go, to thank Madame Henrietta de 
France for all her goodness to you," says 
the queen, arresting her with a motion 
— " goodness, indeed, you have so ill re- 
quited." 

" No, no I " cries Henrietta ; " I want 
no thanks. I only want to be rid of her. 
Let her go, my mother ; I ask no more." 

The two princesses rise together. 
They both deliberately turn their backs 
upon La Vallidre, and leave the room. 
For some moments she stands as if turned 
into stone. Then she gives a wild scream, 
raises her small hands, and clutches the 
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delicate curls that hang about licr face, 
and rushes from " the Gray Chamber." 

"Dishonored — banished! Ah, God! 
what will become of me? " she cries dis- 
tractedly, when she has locked herself in 
her own room. '*Ah! what will my 
mother say when she knows all? Holy 
Virgin, I am lost ! " 

She paces up and down the floor — she 
sobs, she moans. Every thing about her 
reminds her of the king. She handles 
the presents he has given her ; she takes 
out his letters ; she kisses them ; she 
presses them to her bosom. She tries to 
collect her thoughts, but the murmur of 
the night wind, sweeping over the trees 
in the ac^accnt forest and whistling round 
the angles of the palace, catches her ear. 
To her excited imagination it wails lam- 
entations over her fate. As she listens, 
she seems to hear her mother's voice re- 
proaching her. Now, as the blast rises 
higlier and higher, it is her father, who 
curses her in the tempest that sweeps by. 
Trembling in every limb, she rises and 
dashes the glittering bawbles she still 
holds in her hands to the ground. Her 
head reels, her reason totters, imtil fresh 
sobs and frest torrents of tears come to 
her relief. Suddenly the same idea, in 
the same place, rushes into her mind as 
had struck Louise de Lafayette, yet under 
widely different circumstances. Louise 
de Lafayette, a creature so pure, so an- 
gelic, as to start back dismayed from the 
faintest whisper of a too ardent love — 
she, Louise do la Valliere, held up to 
public contumely, dismissed the court! 
She must fly ; she must never bo heard 
of more. She can never return home. 
A convent must hide her. " God alone 
and the blessed saints are left to me ! " 
she cries; *' wretch that I am, let me 
seek them where they may be found." 

As soon as the gray morning comes 
creeping into her room, lighting up her 
white face and crushed figure, as she 
leans back in the chair where she has sat 
immovable all the live-long night, she 
rises, and puts together a little bundle 
of necessaries. She covers herself with 
a cloak, and, softly opening her door, 



makes her way down the nearest flight 
of stairs. No one sees her, for the day 
is only dawning. She glides swiftly out 
of the palace, passes the gate, where the 
sentinel is sleeping at his post, and finds 
herself in the street of the little town 
of Saint-Germain. Her heart beats so 
quickly, and her steps are so rapid, that 
she is soon obliged to stop for want of 
breath. Not knowing where to go, she 
leans against the corner of a house. She 
strains her eyes up and down the street 
in every direction, but sees no one of 
whom she can ask her way. At last, at 
the bottom of the grande rue^ a country- 
woman appears, carrying a basket on her 
arm, on her way to market. Louise flies 
toward her. The woman stares at her. 
La Yallidre's lips move, but she has no 
breath to speak. 

" God speed you, pretty lady. Where 
are you going so early ? " asks the peasant. 

" Ma honne,^^ at last answers La Val- 
liere, when she has recovered her breath, 
" can you tell me the way to Chaillot if 
I want to go to the convent." 

Now, Chaillot was a convent founded 
by Henrietta Maria, Queen of England, 
situated between Saint-Germain and Par- 
is, no vestige of which now remains. . 

** Surely, helle dame, I can tell you. 
Come with me, I am going that way," 
and the woman stares at her again. 
"Why are you out so early? Are you 
from the palace ? " 

" No, no ? " gasps La Vallidre, terri- 
fied to death lest the woman^s suspicions 
should be aroused, and that she would 
refuse to let her follow her, " I am not 
from the palace. Ask me nothing. I 
can only tell you that a great misfortune 
has happened to me, and that I am going 
to consult the Superior of Saint-Marie, at 
Chaillot, who is my friend." 

The peasant asks no more questions, 
and La Valliere, who clings to her side^ 
arrives in due time under the walls of 
Chaillot. 

" There, mademoiselle, is the church 
of the Sisters of Saint-Marie. God speed 
you ! " 

Louise rings the bell, and asks the 
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portress to be pennitted to speak with 
the superior. 

" She is in retreat, madam e, and can- 
not be disturbed," the portress replies. 

" In the name of God, my sister, tell 
her that a person in great affliction craves 
her help.'' 

The portress does not immediately an- 
swer, but leads her into a hall within, at 
one end of which is the latticed grille 
which divides the professed nuns from 
the lay-sisters. 

An hour passes, and no one appears. 
La Vallifere, fatigued by the unaccustomed 
exercise, almost distracted, gazes wist- 
fully at the bare walls that surround her. 
This, then, is to bo the living tomb of 
her youth, her love. This grim refuge or 
the grave. She turns to the strong door, 
bound with iron bars, by which she en- 
tered, and shudders. She watches the 
handle; no one comes, not a breath 
breaks the silence. It seems to her that 
God and man have alike forsaken her — a 
creature so vile, so unworthy. Her repent- 
ance has come too late. Heaven's mercy- 
gates are closed I A wild, unreasoning 
terror seizes her — her brain beats as with 
iron hammers — she grows cold and faint 
— a mist gathers before her eyes — a dead- 
ly sickness creeps over her — she falls 
senseless on the stone floor. 

When she opens her eyes, she is lying 
upon a clean bed, shaded by snowy cur- 
tains, in a little whitewashed cell ; two 
dark-robed Carmelite sisters are bend- 
ing over her. 

It was not long before the king heard 
that La Valli^re had fled. Not daring to 
make too public inquiries, he seat for the 
superintendent of police, La Regnie. 

" Find Mademoiselle de la Vallifere," 
he says, " dead or alive ; find her instantly 
— instantly, I say, or I dismiss you from 
my service ! " 

This was not diflScult; the trembling 
steps of the. fugitive were soon traced. 
La Regnie returns, and informs his royal 
master that La Valli^re is within the 
Convent of Chaillot. Louis does not lose 
a moment in following her. He appears 
At the convent-gate, accompanied by his 



confidant, Lauzun, and demands admit- 
tance. Some of the older nuns, scandal- 
ized at the idea of a man entering the 
cloister, refuse to unlock the gate; but 
the mother-superior, wiser in her genera- 
tion, herself descends, and key in hand 
undoes the fastenings, and salutes his 
mtgesty with the utmost deference. 

Meanwhile, La Valji^re, somewhat re- 
covered from her swoon, sits alone be- 
side a narrow window wliich overlooks 
the convent-garden. She feels dull and 
oppressed ; her eyes are dazed ; her head 
is heavy. 

The perfect silence around her, the 
homely little cell looking into a peaceful 
garden, full of herbs and vegetables for 
the service of the convent, in one comer 
a grove of cypress-trees, which overtops 
the high walls that encircle it, is all so 
new and strange to her that she seems 
to have passed into another world. She 
remembers but indistinctly all that has 
happened ; she has almost forgotten how 
she came there. A pensive melancholy 
paralyzes her senses. She is very weak 
and helpless ; her brain is still confused. 
It is all very strange. She cannot collect 
her thoughts ; but over all the mists of 
memory, plain and distinct, rise a face 
and form dear to her beyond life. 

Suddenly a sound of approaching foot- 
steps awakens the echoes of the long cor- 
ridor leading to her cell. As well as 
steps there is a confused hum of many 
persons talking. At first she listens 
vaguely ; then, as the sounds approach 
nearer, she springs to her feet. A sound 
has struck upon her ear— a sound sweeter 
than music. It is the king's voice ! The 
door is flung open, and Louis — ^liis hand- 
some face flushed with excitement, his 
eyes beaming with tenderness — stands 
before her. 

"Come," he says softly, whispering 
into her ear, and pressing her cold hand 
within both his own, "come, my beloved, 
you have nothing in common with this 
dreary place. I am here to carry you 
away. Fear no one ; I will protect you 
— I will glory in protecting you. Rise, 
my Louise, and follow me." 
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The Carmelite sisters stand peeping in 
at the door. The superior alone has fol- 
lowed his majesty into the cell. Some 
moments pass before Lonise commands 
her voice to speak ; at last, in a scarcely 
audible whisper, and trembling all over, 
she says : 

"Sire — ^," then, not daring to meet 
the king^s impassioned glance, she pauses : 
" sire," she repeats, "I did not come here 
of my own accord. I was obliged to 
leave. My remaining at Saint-Germain 
offended hermcgesty and other great per- 
sonages " — she stops again, overcome by 
the recollection of the scene with the 
queen and the Duchesse d'0rl6ans — 
"personages, sire, whom I dai'e not — I 
could not offend." Her soft face is suf- 
fused with a blush of anguish ; she hangs 
down her head. " I was sent away, sire ; 
it was not mj*^ wish to go — indeed it was 
not my wish 1 " she adds, in a voice so 
low and tremulous that Louis could 
not have heard what she said had he 
not bent down his ear close to her white 
lips. 

" Then you shall return, dearest, for 
mine. I am master, and my will is law. 
I care nothing for * august personages ; ' 
they shall learn to obey me — the sooner 
the better." 

" But, sire, I cannot bo the cause of 
strife. The queen-mother and madame 
have dismissed me ; and they were right," 
she added, in a very faint voice. " I dare 
not offend them by my presence, after — " 
she stops, and can say no more. 

" Think of the future, Louise, not of 
the past ; it is gone," and Louis takes her 
trembling hands in his. "A future lies 
before you full of joy. Leave the queen- 
mother to me, Louise. Come — come with 
me," and with gentle violence he tries to 
raise her from her chair. " Follow me, 
and fear nothing." 

" Oh, sire," whispers Louise, the color 
again leaving her cheeks, " do not tempt 
me from my vocation." 

" Do not talk to me of your vocation," 
retnms Louis, roughly; "what is your 
vocation to me ? Can you part from me 
so lightly ? " he adds, more gently. 



"Alas, sire, I dare not return to 
court ; evefy look would condemn rael " 

" Condemn you ! Believe me, I will 
place you so high that no one shall 
dare to condemn you. Am I not the 
master? " 

" Oh, suffer me to lay my sins upon 
the altar! Do not seek to prevent it," 
sighs La Yalli^re, clasping her hands. 
"But, remember, sire, oh, remember^ 
that in my heart you can have no rival 
but Heaven." She speaks with passion, 
but she dares not look up at him; had 
she done so, she would have quailed be- 
fore the expression of his eyes; they 
devour her. 

All this is said very low, in order not 
to be overheard by the superior, w^ho,. 
although she has retired as far as the 
door- way, is still present. 

" Louise, you do not love me. You 
have never loved me," whispers Louis, 
and he turns away. He is deeply offend- 
ed ; her resistance to his commands en- 
rages him. 

"Ah, Heaven!" La Valli^re sighs^ 
and turns her blue eyes, swimming with 
tears, toward him, "would to God it 
were so ! " She speaks in so subdued a 
tone— she is so crushed, so fragile — that 
the king^s compassion is suddenly ex- 
cited ; he looks steadfastly into her face ; 
he trembles lest she may die under this 
trial. Again he takes her hand, raises 
her from her chair, and draws her tow- 
ard the door. 

" If you love me, Louise, follow me. 
I cannot live without you I " ho adds, al- 
most fiercely, " Fear nothing. Her ma- 
jesty shall receive you. The queen- 
mother and madame" — at their names 
La Vallidre quivers all over — " shall of- 
fend you no longer. Leave this horrible 
cell, my Louise. Come, and let me en- 
shrine you in a temple worthy of your 
beauty, your goodness, and of my love," 
he adds, in a fervid whisper, which makes 
her heart beat with r(iptore. " Come! '' 

Louise returns to Saint-Germain. She 
is created Duchesse de la Valli^re, and 
is appointed lady of the bedchamber to 
Queen Maria Theresa. 
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CHAPTER LV. 

FOUQUET, 8UPBBmTBNDET7T OP FINANCE. 

Nicholas Fouqubt, Marquis de Belle- 
Isle and Vicomte de M^lnn et Vaux,* 
held the post of Saperintendent of Fi- 
nance under the regency of Anne of 
Austria. He was continued in this im- 
portant office after the accession of Louis 
XrV. Fouquet was insinuating, specious, 
hjpocritioal, and sensual; a munificent 
patron to those ahont him, and an adorer 
of the beautiful in art and Nature. He 
was, moreover, one of those courtly- 
financiers so constantly met with before 
the Revolution, who, however the coun- 
try starved, always found funds '^ for the 
service of his miyesty." 

In course of time Louis grew alarmed 
at Fouquet's reckless expenditure; his 
personal magnificence was boundless, but 
there was not a sotis of state money 
in reserve. Colbert was consulted by 
the king. Colbert was jealous of Fou- 
quet^s position ; he examined his ac- 
counts, and found them incorrect. The 
king courteously pointed out the errors 
to Fouquet, who persisted in the perfect 
accuracy of his figures. Louis, convinced 
of the superintendent's dishonesty, re- 
solved to dismiss him on the first oppor- 
tunity. 

But this falsification of accounts was 
his least cause of offence to his sovereign. 
Fouquet had presumed to imitate the 
Olympian tastes of the Grand Monarque, 
If Louis was a god, his superintendent 
was at least a deroi-god, and claimed a 
demi - god's privilege of * Moving the 
daughters of men." Unfortunately, too, 
he dared to raise his eyes to those par- 
ticular idols worshipped by the king. His 
disgrace was therefore certain. Some 
indistinct rumors of the danger that 
threatened him reached his ears; he was 
moved, but not alarmed. He racked his 

1 Yaox-Pnalln, near M6Itm, la atill a aaperb chA- 
tean. It was told by the son of the saperintendent to 
the llarfchal de YilUrs, who, in his tan, sold it to the 
Doo de Fnalin. 



fertile brain how best to recover favor, 
and he determined to give so magnificent 
ajete in honor of the king at his country- 
seat, Yaux, near M^lun, as should remove 
all suspicion of his loyalty. Such were 
the customs of the age. Having for 
years systematically robbed the Btate, 
Fouquet was to reinstate himself in favor 
by a still more public theft I 

Before Versailles arose on the sand- 
hills lying between Saint-Cyr and the 
wooded uplands of Saint-Cloud, Vaux 
was the most splendid palace in France. 
The architect was Le Vau, celebrated by 
Boileau. The corps de logis was surmount- 
ed by a dome supported by sixteen marble 
arches, resting on pillars ; two immense 
pavilions formed the wings. The gar- 
dens, designed by Le N6tre, were deco- 
rated with statues, and balustraded ter- 
races bordering canals, and water- works, 
in the Italian fashion — " surprises," as 
they were called. All was formal and 
symmetrical ; the very plants and shrubs 
were only permitted to grow to order. 
Nature was banished to the distant 
woods, which spread in verdant folds 
about the rising ground behind the ohft- 
teau, and decked the greensward of the 
park ere it reached the waters of the 
Seine, fiowing below. 

The jf^te was fixed for the 17th of 
August. It was a splendid day ; the sky 
was unclouded, and the golden sunshine 
lighted up the deepest recesses of the 
forest, when Louis started in the morn- 
ing from Fontainebleau, where the court 
was then staying. He was escorted by 
d'Artagnan and a regiment of musket- 
eers. 

There was a goodly company: the 
king drove La Vallidre and the Comtesse 
de Quiche in his caliche ; the queen- 
mother came in her coach ; other ladies 
were in litters, but the queen, who was 
in an interesting state of health, stayed 
at home. Fouquet stood ready, at the 
grand entrance of his palace. He re- 
ceived the king kneeling, and presented 
to him the keys of Vaux. Louis touched 
them with his fingers, raised Fouquet 
from the ground, and in a few gracious 
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words assured him of his favor and pro- 
tection; with what truth we shall see. 
The same ceremony was repeated hj 
Madame Fonquet to the queen-mother, 
with a like result. 

On entering the vestibule, even the 
Gallic Jupiter was amazed at the mag- 
nificence of all he saw. The suite of 
rooms was arranged in allegorical order, 
each named after a god or goddess ; the 
ceilings and walls painted to represent 
.their attributes and tlie events of their 
lives. The sun and moon, the planets 
and fixed stars, also formed an important 
feature in the decorations. The seasons 
added their attributes, and, together with 
the winds, lent themselves gracefully to 
the necessities of the general arrange- 
ments. His majesty was invited to re- 
pose in the billiard-room, dedicated to 
Hercules, who, by a happy invention, 
prefigured himself. From the billiard- 
room he entered the grand saloon, where 
the sun, in gorgeous colors of saffron, 
crimson, and scarlet, covered the entire 
ceiling. Louis smiled a smile of gratifi- 
cation; the sun was his acknowledged 
emblem. " Was it possible," he thought, 
" that Fouquet might be forgiven ? " The 
superintendent advanced. He bowed to 
the ground, and asked leave to explain 
the legend. 

" The sun,— the centre bf the universe, 
the creator of light, heat, and life — ^is 
your miyesty. Deprived of your gracious 
presence, we sink into darkness and death. 
That star beside tlio sun is myself, sire, 
receiving light from your mcgesty's be- 
nignant rays." 

Louis frowned, and bit his lip. It 
seemed to him that the star was too near 
the sun ; it disj)leased him. He changed 
his mind, and now decided that that too 
assertative star must be extinguished. 

From the saloon Louis passed into a 
retiring-room, dedicated to the Muses 
and the Virtues, all with open mouths, 
grouped round a figure of Fidelity, whose 
praises they sang. 

" Who is represented by Fidelity ? " 
asked Louis, turning to the Due de Saint- 
Aignan, in attendance on him. 



" I have just been told that Fidelity 
represents Fouquet himself, your m^es- 
ty." 

" What on earth can Fidelity have to 
do with a superintendent of finance ? " 
muttered Louis, shrugging his shoulders. 
" And that female figure conducting Fi- 
delity — who is that ? " 

" Prudence, I am told," replied Saint- 
Aignan. "Prudence; and the one on 
the other side is Reason." 

" Prudence, Reason, and Fidelity, 
guiding Fouquet. Ma/oi, it is not bad," 
and an ironical smile passed over the 
monarch's face. " But we have not done 
with the paintings yet. Who are the 
others ? " 

*' That figure, sire, in a golden-colored 
robe, is Clio, I am told, the Muse of His- 
tory. With one hand she assists Fidelity 
into heaven, with the other she records 
the annals of his life." 

" The annals of Jiis life," muttered the 
king (for Fouquet stood near at hand, to 
be summoned by his sovereign when 
wanted). "It will be well for him if 
history does not record his signal dis- 
grace. He may prove another Phaeton, 
this M. Fouquet, and fall from the stars 
into eternal darkness. Jupiter still grasps 
his thunders. Let us leave this room — it 
stifies me," said Louis, aloud. " What is 
the meaning of the device of the serpents 
I see everywhere? " again inquired Louis 
of the duke. 

" The serpents represent Colbert, the 
rival of Fouquet, sire. Fidelity, Reason, 
and Discretion, crush these serpents, as 
you see." 

" Really, these allegories are charm- 
ing, M. Fouquet," said Louis, with a cov- 
ert sneer, turning toward his host, and 
speaking in a loud voice, " but allegories 
are not always truthful." Fouquet bowed 
to the ground, and turned very pale. 

After having examined the interior 
of the chateau, and partaken of a sump- 
tuous refection, the king was invited to 
pass into the garden to see the illumina- 
tions. 

There the whole horizon was aglow. 
On three broad terraces, of the pnrest 
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white marble, which extended along the 
•entire facade of the building, rows of 
golden candelabra bore myriads of wax 
lights, and borders of gigantic orange- 
trees, in full blossom, shone with orbs of 
variegated light, that glittered on the 
dark surface of the polished leaves. Be- 
low, in a vast square, fashioned into a 
sunken parterre of flowers, arranged in 
various patterns, cunningly - concealed 
lamps of every hue were hidden among 
the leaves, their innumerable flamelets 
forming a carpet of living fire. Jets of 
flame leaped from tree to tree. Beyond 
the parterre, the broad canal-banks blazed 
and palpitated with fiery heat. The 
waters, of a ruddy hue, now reflecting 
the gorgeous scene, now riven into jets 
<Veau and fountains which blaze upward 
for an instant, throwing up clouds of 
rockets that sport like comets among the 
stars, to fall back in cascades of golden 
sparks. Beyond, in the woods, each no- 
ble forest-tree, in minutest detail of every 
branch and twig, stood out in relief 
against what appeared a vault of fire. 
Long vistas led far away among stalwart 
oaks and feathery limes, growing out of 
a sea of flames. All around there was 
nothing but fire — dazzling, overwhelming 
fire. Now it turned to green, then by 
some magic touch it changed to blue, 
then flashed into crimson; while /<??/a; de 
joie and cannon roared from concealed 
batteries, and shook the very air. Be- 
hind, the architectural lines of the cha- 
teau were marked by clusters of golden 
lamps. Every room shone brighter than 
at noon, and the central dome, with its 
graceful colonnade, blazed like a volcano. 
On the terrace, in front of the chateau, 
military bands clashed with joyous sym- 
phonies. When these ceased, soft music 
sounded from out the fiery woods, from 
violins and flutes, swelling in the cadences 
of some tender melody. The crowd be- 
low, changing with the metamorphose of 
the lights, formed a fitting foreground to 
this burning perspective. It was a scene 
of artificial life after Lancret, backed by 
a conflagration. Brocaded trains swept 
along the flne gravel of the walks. 



Wreaths of diamonds sparkled on volumi- 
nous wigs, which fell in heavy curls over 
neck and shoulders. Long white feath- 
ers, and finest Brussels lace, fringed and 
decked tumed-up hats of velvet. Glit- 
tering oflScers were side by side with 
comely pages, brighter than butterflies. 
Gold embroideries shone on delicately- 
colored velvets, satins, and watered-silks ; 
priceless jewels glittered on knee and 
shoe, on neck and arm, on waist and dra- 
pery ; torsades on hats, and sword-hilts 
flashed and multiplied the fiery marvels 
of the night. Even le Grand Mtmargue^ 
as he paused upon the terrace to observe 
the scene, deigned to express his admira- 
tion and surprise. But his praise was 
scant, his words cold, he spoke morosely, 
and his brows were knit. 

The more he investigated the mag- 
nificence of Yaux, the more he believed 
the accusations of Colbert. Fonquet heard 
the praise ; he did not observe the frown. 
He was radiant. Louis looked round, 
anxious to escape from the glare and the 
company, and to retire into some shady 
grove with La ValUdre. She was very 
beautiful that evening, and Louis re- 
proached himself for ever having caused 
her pain.. She wore a dress of white stufi^ 
worked with golden leaves ; a blue rib- 
bon, tied in a knot in front, encircled her 
small waist. Her light hair, untouched 
by powder, and sown with flowers and 
pearls, fell over her shoulders, and two 
enormous emeralds hung in her ears. 
Her arms were uncovered, but, to conceal 
their thinness, she wore above the elbow 
a broad circlet of gold set with opals. 
Iler gloves were of fine Brussels lace, 
showing the rosy skin beneath. Her 
graceful yet dignified manners, her tender 
blue eyes, breathing nothing but love and 
gentleness, her look of patient goodness, 
were never more charming than when 
seen among the painted and powdered 
belles of that intriguing court. It was 
impossible for Louis to have a word with 
her in private. Every feminine eye was 
bent upon him. All the ladies — ^young, 
old, fair and dark — pressed round him as 
he moved among the alleys and terraces 
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of the illaminated garden. He was the 
rose that attracted alike the hatterflies 
and the grahs — ^the sunshine and the 
shadow. Like royalty of all ages, Louis 
soon grew weary of this espionage, and 
called for the Due de Saint- Aignan. He 
was nowhere to be found. At last, after 
having walked up and down the three 
terraces, admired the great cascade and 
the grotto, afterward to be repeated at 
Saint-Cloud, he sought out the queen- 
mother, and found her seated on the ter- 
race, surveying the illumination at a dis- 
tance. Louis leaned over the marble bal- 
ustrade near her. 

"This is magnificent, my mother," 
said he ; " so magnificent that I believe 
every word Colbert has told me. Colbert 
showed me peculations on paper ; I see 
them here with my own eyes. Think of 
the millions he must have spent I Look 
at my palace of Saint-Germain — dilapi- 
dated, dismal; Fontainebleau still unfin- 
ished. It is shameful 1 Fonquet is a 
mushroom, who has nourished himself 
out of my revenues. I can crush him — I 
ioill crush him — destroy him I " and the 
king stamped his foot savagely on a pave- 
ment of colored marbles. 

"My son, do not speak so loudly," re- 
plied the queen. 

At this moment Saint- Aignan appeared 
ascending the steps from below. 

" Where have you been, duke ? " 
asked Louis, sharply. 

" A thousand pardons, your mcgesty. 
They searched for me in the wrong place. 
You will not, however, have reason to 
regret my absence," and he gave the king 
a look full of meaning, and signed to him 
to move farther off from all possibility of 
listeners. " Sire," continued he, "I have 
made a discovery." 

" A discovery I Where ? What have 
you found ? " and Louis drew closer to him. 

"Sire, I fear you have a rival," and 
Saint- Aignan glanced significantly at the 
Duchess de la Yalliere, who sat on a set- 
tee behind, not far from the queen- 
mother. 

"A rival I Ridiculous I You have 
been asleep and dreaming, duke." 



" No, sire ; on the &ith of a peer of 
France, no. Your mtyesty has a rival, I 
repeat." 

. " What do I care for rivals ? I have 
her heart," and Louis glanced tenderly 
at La Yallidre. 

" But is your mi^esty so certain ? " 

"Certain? Ask me if I live I" ex- 
claimed Louis, with warmth. " But teU 
me what yon mean. Speak, duke, and 
speak quickly, for we may be inter- 
rupted." 

"Well, sire, some fairy, who I sup- 
pose watches over your interests, told me 
to wander over the ch&teau and examine 
the more private chambers. Nfo one was 
by. Every one was in the garden with 
your majesty* to see the illuminations. 
At the end of a long gallery, in a distant 
part of the house, I came upon a boudoir 
— such a hijau of a room ! — evidently be- 
longing to Fouquet. On the walls hung 
the portraits of some of the fairest ladies 
of the. court. It is a hall of beauty. 
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sire. 

" Go on," said Louis, impatiently ; " I 
understand." 

"Among these beauties, sire, was — 
well — ^there was the lady you honor with 
your special attentions — ^Madame la Du- 
chesse " — and Saint-Aignan stopped, and 
again indicated La Valli^re, who, uncon- 
scious of what was going on, sat near, 
her delicate cheek resting on her, hand. 

" You need mention no names, Saint- 
Aignan. I tell you I understand," re- 
plied the king, with evident irritation* 
" And pray what does it matter if you 
did find the portrait of that lady there ? 
I see nothing in it at all remarkable. No 
hall of beauty would be complete without 
her likeness. Who were the other por- 
traits?" 

"Ah, sire, that is precisely the point 
I am coming to. They were all portraits 
of ladies who are or have been the ac- 
knowledged mistresses of Fouquet. If 
Madame la Duchesse de — " 

"I beg you again not to mention any 
names, duke," broke in the king, haugh- 
tily, a storm gathering on his brow. 

" If that lady, sire, had not resembled, 
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the others, why should she have heen 
there ? " 

To this somewhat daring question 
Louis did not vouchsafe a reply. His 
countenance darkened into an expression 
of silent rage. His eyes glittered as he 
passed his hand over them. WJien he 
spoke there was doubt, anxiety, as well 
as anger, in his voioe and manner. '^I 
am astonished, I confess,^' said he, speak- 
ing very deliberately. *^ I am quite at a 
loss to explain it. Her portrait is there, 
you say. It may be, Saint-Aignan. I 
cannot doubt your word, but — ^it is im- 
possible that — " He paused, and his eyes 
rested on her guileless face. 

" Sire, it is not for me to differ from 
your m^esty," rejoined Saint - Aignan, 
fearful lest he had iigured self in the 
king's opinion by his over - frankness ; 
''your superior intellect and far-seeing 
judgment will unfold to you mysteries 
impervious to my grosser comprehen- 
sion ; but I rex)eat, in the boudoir of M. 
Fouquet I saw the portrait of Madame 
la Duchesse — I beg your majesty's par- 
don — ^placed among those of ladies whose 
relations with him are more than equivo- 
cal." 

"I will speak to the lady myself. She 
is ignorant of this, I venture my life," 
said Louis, his eyes again fixing them- 
selves wistfully upon La Valli^re. "In 
the mean time, duke, I thank you for 
your zeal in my service. Now, remem- 
ber, until our return to Fontainebleau, 
silence — absolute silence — or I shall nev- 
er forgive you." Louis placed his finger 
on his lip— Saint-Aignan, glad to end so 
perilous an interview, bowed, and im- 
mediately fell back among the crowd of 
courtiers who hovered about the king. 

Louis's blood boiled within him. He 
liad controlled himself in the presence 
of Saint - Aignan, but it was with the 
greatest diflSculty he could any longer 
restrain his passion. He longed then 
and there to call in the musketeers, and 
arrest Fouquet on the spot. D'Artagnan 
and his followers were at hand ; it would 
have been the work of an instant. At a 
loss what to do, and feeling the necessity 



for some expression of the violent rage 
he felt, he approached his mother, Anne 
of Austria, who was leaning back in her 
chair, absorbed in a deep reverie. She 
was only present at that dazzling fete in 
body — her mind was far away. To her 
the pomps and vanities of the world 
were become a mockery and a toil ; she 
longed for the seclusion of the cloister. 

"It is all over," whispered the king, 
and his voice grated huskily in her ear ; 
"Fouquet will be arrested to-night." 

"What has he done?" asked Ajine 
of Austria. / 

" I have excellent reasons, my motlier ; 
besides, Fouquet may escape to Belle Isle 
— ^here I have him, I hold him I " and 
Louis, in his heat, shook his fist in his 
mother's face. 

" You are strangely moved, Louis. I 
do not know your reasons, but I advise 
you, for the sake of your own dignity, 
to choose a more suitable moment than 
during aj^te at which you are present in 
his own house." 

"Every time is good to catoh a trai- 
tor." 

"Yes; but, my son, there is such a 
thing as decorum. The superintendent 
has given you a superb ^te, which you 
have accepted. You are under his roof; 
you cannot arrest him while you are his 
guest. It is out of the question." 

" But, my mother, I have reasons of 
state." 

" Then they must wait, "WTiat would 
the court — what would France — say to 
such an act? Take care, my son, that 
those who may never know your justifi- 
cation do not condemn your act. Even 
you are not above public opinion." 

Louis did not reply, but the queen- 
mother perceived that her words had 
convinced him. 

The court returned to Fontainebleau in 
the same order as it came. 

A lettre de cachet^ dated the day after 
the^^^, consigned Fouquet to the fortress 
of Pignerol. Louise de la Valliere was 
enabled to soothe his mtgesty's indigna- 
tion, with regard to the portrait, by as- 
suring him that, if his indignation had 
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been aronsed, her feelings had been much 
more grossly outraged. 



CHAPTER LVI. 

DEATH AXD POISON. 

" AxNE, daughter of Philip IIL, King 
of Spain, and Margaret of Austria, his 
wife, married to Louis XIIL, King of 
France, surnamed the Just, mother of 
Louis XIV., surnamed Dieudonn^, and 
of Philip of France, Due d'0rl6ans, born 
September, 1601, died January, 1666." 

These words stood at the head of a 
will which was signed " approved, Louis." 
Anne of Austria lias stood before us, from 
her fifteenth year until now; first, the 
golden-haired girl, next the persecuted 
wife, then the stately regent, finally the 
devoted and conscientious mother. And 
now her time has come ; she is dying at 
the Louvre. Iler malady is a cancer in 
the breast, long concealed, now aggi'a- 
vated by the ignorance of quacks. Latterly 
it has become an open wound, the seat 
of intense suflfering. Iler daintily-nur- 
tured body and sensitive skin, which 
could not bear the touch of any but tlie 
finest and softest linen, the delicate hab- 
its of her daily life, her extreme refine- 
ment of mind and person (not common 
in those days even among princes), have 
come to tliis : " God punishes me in that 
body which I have too carefully tended," 
she said. But the queen's mind had long 
been weaned from the world, her once 
lofty spirit schooled to the uses of adver- 
sity, and she bears her protracted sufifer- 
ings with adii^irable meekness and res- 
ignation; Her face shrunken, drawn, 
and ashen, her frame bowed with intense 
pain rather thi^n the weight of years, 
have lost all trace of their singular 
beauty ; but the hands and arms are still 
white, plump, and shapely, and, to the 
last, her son Louis XIV. reverently kisses 
those taper fingers that had fondly en- 
twined themselves among his clustering 
curls from boy to man. As long as that 
silvery voice could make itself heard, it 



was as a peace-maker and as a friend. 
"When Maria Theresa, her niece, com- 
plained to her of the king^s too apparent 
liaison with La Yalli^re, the dying queen 
stroked her cheek, and comforted her, 
praying her to pardon the fire of youth- 
ful blood, and to remember that Louis, 
if erring, both loved and respected her ; 
and, she reminded her, "that she" (Ma- 
ria Theresa) " had at least a much hap- 
pier lot than her own." Overcome by 
suffering during the long watches of the 
night, when she could not sleep, she 
weeps ; as the tears roll down her wrin- 
kled cheeks, Mademoiselle de Beauvais 
wipes them away with her handkerchief. 

"I do not really weep, ma honne,^^ 
said the dying queen ; " these tears that 
I shed are forced from me by intense an- 
guish ; you know 1 never cry." The 
Archbishop d^Auch, seeing her condition, 
told her plainly that the doctor despaired 
of her life. 

" I thank God," she answered, " Do 
not lament," added she, turning to her 
ladies, whose sobs caught her ear ; " we 
must all die. I am still among you ; when 
I am gone, then grieve for me, not yet." 

Iler son, Philippe d^Orl^ans, sat con- 
stantly beside her bed. While he was 
present she never allowed herself to ut- 
ter a complaint, but, when he left her, 
she turned to Madame de Mottevillo and 
said: "I suflfer horribly. There is no 
single part of my whole body that is not 
rent with pain." Then, raising her eyes 
to heaven, she exclaimed: "Praised be 
God, it is his will, his will be done — I 
submit to it with all my heart — ^yes, 
with all my heart." Yet in this con- 
dition she took the liveliest interest in 
all that concerned her sons and the King 
of Spain, and caused every letter coming 
from Madrid to be read aloud to her. 
Two nights before her death she bade 
good-night to her children with a haste 
unusual with her. It was because she 
did not wish ttiem to witness sufierings 
she could no longer conceal. As soon as 
they were gone, she desired that the 
Litany of the Passion should be chanted 
throughout the weary hours of the night. 
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]^ow and then her groans interrupted the 
solemn office. When her women strove 
to mitigate her agony, she pushed them 
away, saying : 

" My vile body is given up to the justice 
of God. I care not what becomes of it." 

In the morning the king, of whom 
she was over devotedly fond, and who 
warmly returned her love, remained many 
hours with her. That afternoon she grew 
worse. Daring the night her son mon- 
sieur hid himself in the curtains of her 
bed, not to leave her, as she had earnest- 
ly desired he would do. The next morn- 
ing it was deemed advisable to administer 
extreme unction. The king and queen, 
Monsieur d^Orl^ans, madamo his wife, 
and Mademoiselle de Montpensier, were 
present. They went out to meet the 
Lord's body and to bear it to her. After 
she had communicated, a heavenly ex- 
pression spread over her countenance, 
her eyes shone with unnatural brilliancy, 
and the color returned to her cheeks. 

"Observe my dear mother," whis- 
pered the king, who was standing at the 
foot of her bed, to Mademoiselle de Bcan- 
vais, " I never saw her look more beau- 
tiful." Then she called her children 
round her, and solemnly blessed them. 
These four, her two sons and their wives, 
knelt by her bedside. They kissed her 
hands and shed tears of a common grief. 
The curtains were then closed, that the 
queen might take a little rest. When 
they were undrawn, the film of death had 

gathered on her eyes. 

• • • • • • 

Beautiful Saint -Cloud, enfolded in 
softly-undulating hills, its sheeny lawns 
and m^estic aventies descending to the 
Seine, whose clear waters dance and rip- 
ple below in the soft spring light — Saint- 
Cloud, with its dimpling uplands and 
lofty summits, on whose topmost verge 
stands what was once a Koman w*atch- 
tower, looking toward Lntetia, the ancient 
Paris, now a Grecian temple called the 
Lanteme de Diog^ne — Saint-Cloud, dense, 
leafy, forest-like ; yonder a deep glen, in 
which the morning shadows lie ; above, 
grassy meads of finest greensward, where 



the primrose and cowslip, the anemone 
and the foxglove, blossom under scat- 
tered groups of noble trees, gay with 
every shade of green ; oaks yellow with 
new leaves ; delicate beech and the soft 
foliage of the tufted elm — all rising out 
of a sea of paler-tinted copse wood. Mid- 
way on the iill-side, the ground suddenly 
falls ; and the woods melt into sculptured 
terraces, on which the spray of many 
fountains catches and reflects the mom. 
\ ing sun. These terraces are again broken 
I by a magnificent cascade, which dashes 
, downward, to bo presently engulfed by 
the overhanging trees before it falls into 
the river. 

It is early summer. The air is full of 
perfume. The scent of new-made hay 
and the odor of dew-laden flowers are 
wafted from the terraces toward the pal- 
ace lying in the lowest lap of the hills, 
shut in by hanging gardens, its pillared 
portico basking in the sunshine. 

From the days of Gondi, the Italian 
banker, the friend of Zametti, who was 
more than suspected of poisoning La 
Belle Gabrielle — for both Gondi and Za- 
metti had country-houses there — Saint- 
Cloud was a fair and pleasant place. 
Hither came Catherine de Medici to give 
great ^^ and banquets, and to visit 
such of her countrymen as lived near tiie 
palace, all of them skilful Italian Jews, 
dealing largely in money, with which 
they were ready to supply the royal cof- 
fers — on exorbitant interest, be it well 
understood — who received her with Ori- 
ental magnificence, and dressed out the 
heights, the terraces, and the gardens 
with silken flags and embroidered ban- 
ners, in the Italian style, to do her honor. 
Within this palace was struck down Hen- 
ry III., the last of Catherine's sons, the 
last prince of the royal house of Valois, 
by the hand of Jacques Clement, the Do- 
minican. Here Henri Quatre was pro- 
claimed king, and here, in due process of 
time, came to live the Due d'0rl6ans, 
brother of Louis XIV. — ^Philippe d'Or- 
14ans, once a peevish child, is now a soft, 
effeminate gentleman. In person ho is 
the replica of the king, only in faintei* 
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colors ; a water-color sketch of an original 
design in oils. He lives among his fa- 
vorites, whom the world stigmatizes as 
gamhlers and scoundrels, especially the 
Chevalier de Lorraine, who governs mon- 
sieur despotically. 

All the world (except her hushand) 
adores the brilliant Henrietta, Duchesse 
d'0rl6ans, his wife and cousin-german, 
who, with her mother, Henrietta Maria, 
suffered so much at the Louvre from pov- 
erty that they laid in bed for the sake of 
warmth. Now, her brother, Charles XL, 
sits on the throne of England, and she 
loves not to have the days of her adver- 
sity recalled. Henrietta d^ Orleans is not 
an absolute beauty. Like her mother, 
her features are irregular, and her mouth 
large, but her fresh English coloring tells 
well among the olive-complexioned ladies 
of the court. She is tall and eminently 
graceful. Her sunny smile, her ready 
wit, her joyous manners, win every heart 
she cares to gain. But, as we have seen, 
she can be both haughty and cruel. Once 
fihe had hoped to marry her elder cousin 
the king ; but the Mancini girls stepped 
in, and she was forced to content herself 
with his younger brother Philip, whom 
she despises and dislikes. 

Now matters have grown worse than 
ever between them, for the Duke of Mon- 
mouth — illegitimate son of Charles II. 
by Lucy Waters — ^has come to court, and 
does not conceal his admiration for his 
English relative, nor observe those pre- 
cise rules of etiquette needful at the 
French court. What makes matters 
worse is, that madame, exasperated by 
her husband, is defiant, and publicly en- 
courages his attentions. Monsieur, weak- 
headed and irritable, complains to every- 
hody. He says he shall leave the court, 
unless madame conducts herself better. 
Madame rejoins that he only persecutes 
her because she happens to be aunt to 
the Duke of Monmouth. To spite mon- 
sieur, she uses her influence with the 
king, and monsieur's favorite,, the Che- 
valier de Lorraine— who whispers these 
tales about her into her husband's ear 
— ^ifl packed off to the sea-girt fortress ^ 



of the ChAtean d'lf, near Marseilles. 
This aggravates monsieur, who treats 
madame worse than ever. They have 
fresh quarrels every day, during one of 
which monsieur calls madame a ^^vau- 
rienney Even when they ride together 
in the king's coach, monsieur must insult 
and taunt his wife. ^^ He believes in as- 
trology," he says, " and as his horoscope 
foretells he shall be the husband of manv 
wives, and madame looks ill, he hopes he 
shall soon have a change." At this rude 
speech madame weeps, but says nothing. 
All this is very bad, and creates such a 
scandal that Louis interferes ; he expos- 
tulates with his brother. 

The king, to give madame a little res- 
pite, appointed her at this time his am- 
bassadress into England, to treat with 
her brother, Charles II. In her suite she 
carried the beautiful Bretonne, Louise de 
la Querouaille, who became afterward so 
well known in England as the Duchess 
of Portsmouth. 

After a time madame returns from 
England, blooming in health and joyous 
in spirits. She cannot bring herself even 
to affect common concern for the death 
of her mother — poor broken-down Hen- 
rietta Maria — who has just died from tak- 
ing an overdose of opium. Monsieur re- 
fuses to meet his wife at Amiens, a public 
slight which nettled her exceedingly, es- 
pecially as the Chevalier de Lorraine has 
returned from banishment, and is again 
at Saint-Cloud. 

Madame is now twenty-six, and as 
strong and healthy as any young woman 
can be. Very early on a certain morn- 
ing, in the first days of June, a page rides 
out of the park-gates of Saint-Clond in 
furious haste. He bears a message of life 
and death to the king, who is at Saint- 
Germain. He spurs his steed along the 
paved roads which lead from palace to 
palace, along the heights. The word he 
carries is — that madame is dying. Never 
did messenger of evil cause such conster- 
nation. The king flies to Saint-Cloud ; 
he loved the sweet princess. He is fol- 
lowed by the queen, accompanied by la 
Grand Mademoiselle, When the royal 
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coach draws np under the grand portico, 
Valtot, the court doctor, is there to re- 
ceive them. He says the ilhiess of ma- 
dame is nothing but a violent attack of 
colic, and is of no consequence whatever. 
But this attack of colic had seized ma- 
dame so suddenly she could not bear to 
be carried to her own bed, but lay on a 
little couch in a recess of one of the re- 
ception-rooms. A very serious attack of 
colic, truly. When Maria Theresa enters, 
she finds madame in convulsions; her 
long hair streaming over her face and 
pillow, her limbs cramped, her body con- 
torted, her night-gown unfastened to re- 
lieve her breathing, her arms bare and 
hanging out of the sleeves, her face 
bearing every appearance of approaching 
death. 

" You see what 9 state I am in," she 
whispers to the queen, between the par- 
oxysms. "Save me, oh, save me — ^my 
sufferings are horrible ! " 

The queen kisses her hand. Every 
one was affected. The king leans over 
her with the utmost affection. 

"Surely," cries the king to Valtot, 
" you will not let her die without help? " 

Except the royal party, no one seems 
to care about her. Monsieur is quite in- 
different. He laughs and talks ^n the 
very room where she is lying. 

The end came soon. In a few hours, 
madame died in horrible agony. Her 
corpse immediately turned black. 

• a • • • 

Louis XIV. is in his private closet at 
Saint-Germain. He is in his robe de 
chambre, and he has been weeping; 
three extraordinary events for the king 
— not to hold his usual lever, to wear his 
robe de chambre, and to weep. 

A dreadful rumor has just reached 
him — the words poison and murder have 
passed from mouth to mouth about the 
court. At last he has heard them. 
What ! — his beloved sister-in-law, she 
who but two days before had danced 
with him in a ballet, dressed as Aurora; 
she — the pride of his court, the cynosure 
of all eyes — poisoned! Oh, horrible! 
By whom was this poison given? By 



his brother? Impossible. By one of 
his disgraceful favorites whom madame 
hated ? The Chevalier de Lorraine, per- 
haps ? Was he the murderer ? The king 
cannot brook suspense or delay. He 
sends privately for Morel, the mattre 
d'hotel of his brother. Morel comes 
trembling ; he guesses the reason of the 
summons. 

"Morel," says the king, in an un- 
steady voice, " I have sent for you to tell 
me the truth. Now, on pain of instant 
death, answer me. Who murdered my 
sister-in-law? Presume not to equivo- 
cate or to deceive me. Did the duchess 
die by poison ? " 

" She did, your mtyesty." 

Louis shudders. " By whose order 
was it administered ? " 

"By the order of the Chevalier de 
Lorraine," answers Morel. " Poison was 
put into a cup of chicor6e-wator, the 
duchess's usual beverage, by the hands 
of the Marquis d'Effiat. Before God, 
your majesty, I am innocent of all save 
the knowledge of this crime." 

Louis, seeing that Morel is about to 
cast himself on his knees before him, by 
a stem gesture forbade it. He then mo- 
tions him to proceed. 

"The duchess, sire, complained of 
thirst; soon after a cup of chicor6e- 
water — the cup of porcelain, which her 
highness always used — was presented ; 
she drank its contents to the last drop. 
Soon after she was seized with convul- 
sions. Your majesty knows the rest." 

There is a pause. "Tell me," asks 
Louis, speaking with a great effort, " tell 
me, had my brother — had the Duo d'Or- 
l^ans any part in this crime ? " 

" I believe not, sire," answers Morel, 
shaking from head to foot, for the king's 
looks are not reassuring. " They dared 
not trust him ; he would have betrayed 
them. But it was believed that the death 
of madame would not be — " 

"Answer as I desire you, sir. An- 
swer the questions I address to you, 
nothing more," interrupts the king, 
scowling at him, at the same time 
greatly relieved by hearing that his 
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brother was not an accomplice. "I 
have heard what I want to know. I am 
satisfied. I will spare your life, wretched 
man," and he turns from Morel with dis- 
gast, "because you have spoken the 
truth ; but you must leave France for- 
ever. Kemember, the honor of princes is 
in your hand, and that, wherever you fly, 
their vengeance can pursue you. There- 
fore, be silent, if you value your life." 

The king dared investigate no further; 
too foul a picture of his brother's life 
would have been revealed to public 
curiosity. The death of this charming 
though frivolous princess remained no- 
avenged, her murderers unpunished, and 
she was soon forgotten in the dissipation 
of a court where the sovereign set an 
example of the most heartless egotism. 

As for monsieur, nothing daunted by 
the suspicions attached to his name, and 
although believed by many to have been 
a direct accomplice in Henrietta's death, 
he determined to bring home a fresh 
wife to Saint-Cloud and the Palais Roy- 
al. This lie did in the person of a Ger- 
man princess (ever the refuge of unfortu- 
nate royalty in search of wives), a for- 
midable she -dragon rather, by name 
Charlotte de Bavi^re, a lady certainly 
well able to defend herself in case of 
need. What a contrast to the feminine, 
fascinating Ilenrietta I Charlotte's auto- 
biography remains to us, a lasting evi- 
dence of her coarseness of mind and of 
body. This is the opening page : 

"I am naturally rather melancholy. 
"When any thing annoys me, I have al- 
ways an inflammation in my left side, as 
if I had a dropsy. Lying in bed is not at 
all my habit. As soon as I wake I must 
get up. I seldom take breakfast. If I 
do, I only eat bread and butter. I nei- 
ther like chocolate, coffee, nor tea. For- 
eign drugs are my horror. I am entirely 
German in my habits, and relish nothing 
in the way of food but the cuisine of my 
own country. I can only eat soup made 
with milk, beer, or wine. As to bouillon, 
I detest it. If I cat any dish that con- 
tains it, I am ill directly, my body swells, 
and I am fearfully sick. Nothing but 



sansages and ham restore the tone of my 
stomach. I always wanted to be a boy," 
this extraordinary " princess " continues^ 
^'and, having heard that Maria Germmn 
became one by continually jumping, I 
used to take such fearful leaps, that it 
is a miracle I did not break my neck a 
thousand times." 

This was the mother of the Regent 
Orleans. 

Charlotte de Bavi^re was walking one 
evening alone in the dusk through the al- 
most interminable suite of rooms which 
encircled the four garden fronts of the 
Palais Royal. Many of these rooms had 
been constantly inhabited by her prede« 
cessor, Madame Henrietta. It was stormy 
weather, and the gathering clouds were 
rapidly darkening what little daylight 
was left. The wind moaned among the 
branches of the trees without; it whis- 
tled through the rooms within, swaying 
the rich curtains to and fro. The shat- 
ters were not yet closed. The duchess 
wandered on from room to room until 
she reached a remote apartment on the 
ground-floor, which had been much fre- 
quented by Madame Henrietta — ^a garden 
pavilion opening by large windows and a 
flight of steps to a parterre. At this 
window Charlotte stood watching the 
clouds passing over the moon which had 
just risen, as they were drifted rapidly 
onward, driven by the wind. How long 
she remained there she could not tell. 
All at once a slight sound behind her, 
like the rustling of drapery along the 
floor, caught her ear. She turned, and 
saw advancing from the door toward the 
spot where she stood a white figure, 
wearing the form of the late duchess, her 
predecessor, Henrietta of England. Sho 
knew her instantly from her portraits. 
What passed between these two — tht> 
dead and the living wife — never was 
told. Charlotte, all her life long, in- 
sisted on the perfect truth of this story, 
but would say nothing more. In time it 
came to be understood that some awful 
secret connected with the Orleans fam- 
ily, only to be known to the head of the 
house, was revealed by the phantom. 
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The Duchesse Louise de la Yallidre, 
after her return from Chaillot, lived 
much at the H6tel Biron, a residence at 
Versailles presented to her by the king. 
Her two children, the Comte de Ver- 
mandois and Mademoiselle de Blois, were 
with her. The Hotel Bil'on, a sumptuous 
abode, situated between " court and gar- 
den," lay in a hollow close to the yet un- 
finished palace of Versailles, on the same 
side as the reservoir. A^oining were 
the royal gardens, already planned and 
partially completed by Le N6tre. Tlieso 
gardens, with the formal groves and 
symmetrical thickets which enclose them, 
sloped downward from the grand terrace 
of the southern front, and overshadowed 
the h6tel, giving it a sequestered, not to 
say melancholy, aspect. On the other 
side, a wooded park stretched away in 
the direction of what was in tinie to be- 
come the i>ite of the two Trianons. The 
new palace of Versailles was as yet cov- 
ered with scaffolding; innumerable work- 
men labored night and day on the north 
and south wings. The carps de logis, of 
brick and stone, was alone completed, 
and, though greatly enlarged and beau- 
tified, still retained those suites of small 
rooms — Us petits appartemenU — portions 
of the original hunting-lodge which was 
so often visited by Louis XHI. in his hunt- 
ing expeditions. 

La VaUift-e lived a life of extreme re- 
tirement. She rarely appeared at conrt, 
except upon occasions of state, and re- 
ceived only such visits as etiquette ren- 
dered necessary. Save the king, her 
confessor, and a few intimate friends, she 
avoided every one. The splendor of the 
retreat assigned her by the king pained 
and humiliated her. She was but too 
conscious that, in permitting herself to 
bo dowered and ennobled by him, she 
was exposing herself to the charge of 
ambition, arrogance, and avarice — she, 
who only loved the man, and who shrank 
abashed from the sovereign ! 

14 



The very letters patent by which 
Louis created her Duchesse de la Vol- 
li^re infinitely wounded her. It was in- 
tolerable to her to be publicly addressed 
as ^'his singularly and entirely beloved 
Louise Fran^oise de la Vallidre, pos- 
sessed of his migesty^s special and par- 
ticular affection." Vainly had she en- 
deavored to combat his resolution thus 
to distinguish her ; vainly had she en- 
treated him to allow her to sink into 
obliviop, forgotten by all save himself. 
Louis had declared, and with truth, that 
after her flight to Oliaillot and her return 
to Saint- Germain, all mystery was impos- 
sible. He could not bear, he told her, to 
see her continually suffering affronts and 
mortifications in his own court, to which 
her sensitive nature specially exposed her, 
and from which even be could not screen 
her. 

Vainly did he invoke all his authority 
as a sovereign, all his devotion as a man, 
to raise the object of his love beyond the 
reach of calumny. Vainly did he sur- 
round her with all that the luxury of 
kings, the treasures of the state, and the 
refinements of love could devise, to rec- 
oncile her to her position. He could not 
stifle her conscience. Louise could not 
bring herself to leave him, but she sank 
under the consciousness of her sin. 

When, by a formal declaration of the 
Parliament, her children were legitima- 
tized and created princes of the blood 
royal, she was in absolute despair. Again 
she conjured the king never more to let 
her name be heard. But, selfish even to 
her, Louis conunanded that she should 
appear in the queen^s circle, and receive 
the congratulations of the court. A prey 
to anxiety and remorse, silent, yearn in 27, 
solitary, her health gave way. Her lovely 
figure lost its roundness, her violet eyes 
their lustre. She grew duU, oppressed, 
and tearful, and her lameness increased. 

The Oomtesse du Roule, formerly 
maid of-honor to Madame Henrietta d'Or- 
l^ans at the same time as La Valli^re, was 
one of the few friends she still received. 

They had not met for some time when 
Madame du Boule called on her. Ma* 
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dame da Roule found Loniso seated alone 
in a pavilion overlooking the palace of 
Versailles. She was so lost in thought 
that she did not hear her friend's footsteps. 
When she rose to receive her she looked 
more delicate and dejected than usual. 

*'Dear Louise," said the comtesse, 
after having saluted her, " how I grieve 
to see you so unhappy ! Can nothing be 
done to console you? Remember you 
are ruining your looks. Do you imagine 
that his majesty will care for you when 
you have made yourself wrinkled and 
ugly ? " 

" Alas, Celestine, I cannot help it ! I 
oueht not be here." and Louise kissed ber 
tenderly, and placed her on a seat beside 
her. *' This magnificent h6tel, these roy- 
al servants, my luxurious life — daily re- 
mind me of my degradation. While I 
was unknown and poor, lost among the 
crowd of a great court, I was mistress of, 
my own feelings. My heart was my own 
to bestow. Now " — and she placed her 
hand on lier heart as if she suffered — " a 
price seems put upon me. I cannot bear 
it ! Ah, why did I leave Ohaillot ? " and 
her head, covered with light baby-curls, 
sank upon her bosom ; and she heaved a 
deep sigh. 

" But, Louise, if you love the king," 
said the comtesse, laying her hand gently 
on that of La Valli^re, '' you must accept 
the inevitable position, else some one less 
scrupulous and more mercenary than 
yourself will certainly take it." 

" Ah, Celestine, that fear is ever pres- 
ent to me. It is agony to me; it keeps 
me hero. Do not imagine that I misun- 
derstand my position. I suffer because 
it is too painluUy evident. Yet I love the 
king too much to resign him. Love ! ah, 
more — I worship him ! " and she raised 
her head, and an inner light shone from 
her soft, gray eyes, that made them glow 
with passion. "Is he not my master — 
my sovereign ! " she continued ; " am I not 
bound to obey him ? Could I exist with- 
out him? Who else but Louis could have 
brought me back from Chaillot? Who 
else could have torn me from the altar 
to which my heart still clings ? Celestine, 



I know I shall return to that convent." — 
The comtesse smiled ij^credulously.— 
" But," continued La Valli^re, " when I 
see my faded face in the glass, and I 
know I am faded and changed" — Ma- 
dame du Roule shook her head depre- 
catingly — " I tremble — oh, I tremble lest 
I should lose him ] I know I ought to 
rejoice at his loss," added she, in a broken 
voice ; '* yet 1 cannot — I cannot I " and 
the tears streamed from her eyes, and she 
covered her face with her hands. 

" Have you perceived any difference in 
the behavior of his majesty of late?" 
asked Madame du Roule, when La Val- 
li^re became more composed. 

"Oh, what a question, Celestine I 
Such an idea never crossed my mind — 
changed now, at this time — could it be 
possible? When I spoke of losing him, I 
meant in the course of years — long, long 
years. Surely he would not change 
now ? " An agonized expression came 
into her face as she spoke, and she turned 
appealingly toward her friend for reas- 
surance against what presented itself to 
her as some horrible dream. 

"I only ask you this question for your 
good, dear Louise," answered the com- 
tesse, soothingly, imprinting a kiss on 
her pallid cheek. — La Valli^re threw her 
arms round her neck, and made no reply. 
— " I see you are incapable of judging for 
yourself. If I ask a painful question, it is 
to spare you, not to wound you. An- 
swer me honestly, Louise — is his miyesty 
changed ? " 

A shudder passed over the slender 
frame of La Valli^re. For a time she 
could not bring herself to reply; then 
hesitatingly she answered : " I have fan- 
cied — but, O Heavens I may it be only a 
fancy — that his mi^jesty finds his visits to 
me more dull than formerly. I am so 
depressed myself, that must be the rea- 
son," and she bent her eyes upon her 
friend, hoping that she would assent ; but 
Madame du Roule only listened -with 
grave attention. " He has sat," continned 
Ijouise, evidently forcing herself to a 
painful confession, "he has sat for half 
an hour at a time quite silent, a thing 
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unnsnal with him. Ho has remarked, 
too, repeatedly, on my altered looks ; he 
has often regretted my low spirits. He 
is most considerate, most tender ; but " — 
;ind she faltered more than ever — " I fear 
that I depress him ; and I have tried — " 
here her voice dropped, and her eyes 
fixed themselves upon a medallion por- 
trait of Louis that hung round her neck 
hy a chain of gold. She contemplated 
it earnestlv. 

" That is just what I feared, Louise," 
and the comtesse laid her hand softly on 
her shoulder to rouse her from the deep 
reverie into which she had fallen ; " that 
is precisely what I feared. If you cease 
to amuse the king, others will ; he will 
leave you." 

" Holy Virgin ! " cried Louise, starting 
from her chair and clasping her hands ; 
^' do not say so ; such an idea is death to 
me!" 

" Louise be calm ; reseat yourself, and 
listen to me. You rarely go to court; 
but you well know that his majesty is 
surrounded from morning till night with 
crowds of most fascinating, most un- 
scrupulous women. They follow him 
like his shadow ; ho cannot shako them 
off — even if he would. The poor queen, 
who is as stupid us an owl, sits in a cor- 
ner, sighs and sulks, or plays at cards, and 
loses thousands to pass away the time. 
But she says nothing, and has no influ- 
ence whatever over her husband. By-the- 
way, she is very jealous of you, Louise, 
and calls you * the lady with the diamond 
ear-rings.' " 

La Vflllit^re blushed, then sighed ; and 
again her dreamy eyes sought the medal- 
lion portrait of the king, which she still 
held within the palm of her hand. 

" Rouse yourself, Louise ; believe me, 
there is need," urged the comtesse. 
" When the king visits you next, throw 
off these gloomy vapors ; or, if you can- 
not, invite some friend to be present and 
assist you in entertaining him." 

The tears gathered in La Valli^re's 
eyes, and slowly coursed each other down 
her cheeks. 

" Alas ! has it come to this, then ? Do 



you indeed, Celestine, counsel mo to call 
on another to do that which was once 
my privilege? How he once loved my 
company I how he praised my gentleness 
and my timidity, which charmed him in- 
expressibly, he said, after the boldness 
of the ladies of the court." 

"All this is folly," said Mndame de 
Roule, iui patiently. " The king is robust, 
happy, and fond of pleasure. He de- 
lights in the society of women. You 
must, Louise, either return to Chaillot, 
as you say you desire to do (excuse my 
frankness, dear, it is for your good), or 
you must ohange. His majesty is neither 
a penitent, nor ill, nor sad. Do yon know 
any one you can invite here when he 
comes?" 

"No," replied La Vallidre, with a 
look of infinite distress upon her plain- 
tive face. "No one I could tfust. Be- 
sides, the king might resent it as a lib- 
erty. It is a matter needing tiie nicest 
judgment." 

"The person, whoever she is," said 
Madame du Roule, "must be sincerely 
attached to you, polished, agreeable, and 
sympathetic. She must be good-looking, 
and not too old either ; for the king loves 
youth and beauty. There is the new lady 
in wniting, the Jifarquise de Montespan. 
You have seen her. She is a mere girl, 
just come to court, and belongs to no 
clique. She is as witty as a Mort^mart 
ought to be, and gloriously handsome. 
Such eyes, dear Louise, such color! and 
there is plenty of fun, not to say malice, 
about her. I would not have her for an 
enemy ! "When she was presented to the 
queen there was the most extraordinary 
sensation at court — people stood on chairs 
to look at her." 

"But, dear Celestine, what a hag I 
shall look beside this fresh young beau- 
ty! " cried La Valli^re, in alarm. 

" You need have no fear of that. The 
king is, perhaps, the only man in the 
whole circle who does not admire her. 
You would be quite safe to invite her. 
She is full of Ixidinage, positively a child 
in her love of amusement; her lively 
sallies will help to pass the time. She 
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desires, too, greatly to be presented to 
you, and lias already conceived a roman- 
tic friendship for you." 

" Ah, Celestine, are you sure that this 
girl, this Mortem art — they are a danger- 
ous family — seeks me for myself alone? 
Are you sure that she has no deeper mo- 
tive for all these professions ? I confess 
I have my misgivings." 

"You are quite mistaken, Louise. 
She is a naive creature, clever, indeed, 
but guileless. You could not make a 
better choice. Take my advice, ask his 
migesty's permission to invite the mar- 
quise next time he comes. Believe me, 
he is perfectly indifferent to her. He 
will be grateful to you for the attention ; 
he will be amused. You will find him 
return to his first ardor, he will be as de- 
voted as at first. You will recover your 
spirits; you will return to court" (La 
Vallidro shook her head sadly), " and all 
will be well 1 " 



CHAPTER LVin. 

MADAME DE M0XTE8PAX. 

Athanase DE Mobt£mast, Marquise 
de Montespan, the most beautiful woman 
of her age, was, at this time, twenty-two 
years old. Slie was fair, but not so fair 
as La Vallidre. H^r features were fault- 
less, and there was an aureole of youth 
and freshness about her that made her 
irresistible. She affected to be careless, 
impulsive, even infantine; but she was 
in reality profoundly false, and could be 
insolent, cruel, and domineering ; a siren 
or a fury, as suited her humor or her pur- 
pose. There was no mercy in those vo- 
luptuous eyes that entranced while they 
deceived ; no truth in those coral lips 
that smiled only to betray. 

Ko sooner was she informed that the 
Duchesse de la Valli^re would receive her, 
than she flew to the H6tel Biron. Lou- 
ise was astounded at her extraordinary 
beauty. 

" How much I thank you, marquise, 
for your goodness in sparing a few hours 



from the gayeties of the court to visit s 
poor recluse like me." 

**0n the contrary, Madame la Du- 
chesse, it is I who am grateful ; " and the 
marquise kissed her on both cheeks. 
"Ever since I came to court I have 
longed to become acquainted with you. 
No words can express the love and re- 
spect I entertain for you." 

" Alas ! madame, I fear that you can- 
not know me. I deserve no respect," re- 
plied La Vallidre, sadly. "If you caa 
love me, I shall be satisfied." 

"Love you, dear duchess! t will 
devote my life to you, if you will permit 
me such an honor," cried Madame de 
Montespan, her eyes flashing with eager- 
ness. " Will you permit me to look on 
you as an old friend ? " 

" I shall consider it a privilege," re- 
plied La Valli^re. 

"I have so often talked about you 
with the Comtesse du Roule, that I feci 
already as though we were long acquaint- 
ed," continued Madame de Montespan; 
and she seized La Yalli^re^s small hand 
and pressed it. La Valli^re returned her 
caress more quietly. "Dear duchess," 
exclaimed De Montespan, impulsively, 
" I am so young, so inexperienced." 

"And so beautiful," added La Yal- 
lidre, smiling. 

" Well, I am told so, madame. Your 
counsel will be invaluable to me. I am 
yet but a novice at court." 

" I will be a mother to you," replied 
Louise, meekly. But, in her inmost 
heart, she asked herself, " Am I indeed 
so old, so changed, that she can accept 
this offer from me ? It seems but yester- 
day I was as young and as light-hearted 
as herself ! " 

" I know little of the court now," re- 
plied La Vallifere, speaking in a very sub- 
dued voice. " What I do know can be 
of little service to you. Heaven guard 
you from my experiences ! " and a deep 
sigh escaped her. 

" O Madame la Duchesse, wherever 
you are, tTiere is the court. Your modes- 
ty only adds to your merit. We all know 
you are the dispenser of all favor, all 
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power — that your word is law." This 
was spoken rapidly hj the marquise, 
who all the while kept her eyes on the 
duchess to study the effect of her flat- 
tery. 

*'God forbid," replied La Vallifere, 
coldly; and a look of displeasure con- 
tracted her brow for an instant. '* I pos- 
sess no power of that kind, madame. I 
would never permit myself to exercise 
any such influence over his majesty, I as- 
sure you." 

The crafty marquise saw she had 
made a mistake, and instantly set about 
repairing it. She sighed, affected an air 
of deep concern, and cast down her mag- 
nificent eyes. Then she timidly stretched 
out her hand to clasp that of LaValliere. 

"Will you teach me your patience, 
your resignation ? Will you teach me to 
bear sorrow ? " 

'^ Gracious Heavens I what can a creat- 
ure so young and brilliant know of sor- 
row ? " 

"Much. Alas! too much." The beau- 
tiful marquise raised her handkerchief to 
her eyes. " Monsieur de Montespan never 
loved me. It was a marriage arranged 
by my sister, Madame de Thiange. She 
sacrificed mo to family arraogements ; he 
to his love of play — ^lie is a desperate 
gambler. Worse still, he is a libertine." 
She paused, and tried to blush. " Can I, 
<lare I hope, Madame la Duchesse, to find 
a friend in you? Xay, more — a pro- 
tectress? May I be permitted to ask 
your counsel ? " 

"Beckon on me," cried LaValliere, 
who was deeply interested by this artful 
appeal. Madame de Montespan cared no 
more for her husband than he did for her. 
" Come to me whenever you need advice, 
whenever you want sympathy or pro- 
tection. Come to me freely — at all hours, 
at all times — ^this house is yours." 

" But, Madame la Duchesse, his ma- 
jesty may perhaps object to my presence 
here. I do not think he likes me. He 
has scarcely once addressed me during 
the few times I have been at court." 

" Ah, I will arrange that," answered 
La Yalli^re, her face all aglow with excite- 



ment. " I will manage that you shall be 
here when he comes. To see you, dear 
marquise, as I do now, must be to esteem 
snd respect you. His majesty's heart is 
so excellent, all his ideas so great, so 
noble I You shall help me to entertain 
him; you have such charming spirits, 
such a sunny smile." 

Madame de Montespan gave a little 
start. She could with dificulty conceal 
the delight this speech gave her. La Val- 
lidre hod so completely fallen into the ti:ap 
she had laid. Again she kissed her thin 
white hand, and pressed the long, delicate 
fingers that lay so confidingly in her 
own. 

" What an honor 1 " she exclaimed. 
" How happy I shall be to serve you in 
the smallest way in return for all your 
goodness I " 

"To serve me!'*'' repeated La Val- 
li^re, gazing at her vacantly. " Not to 
serve me — that is impossible. Ah, no 
one can serve me. My life is a long re- 
morse. I love — with my whole soul I 
love. That love is a crime. I can neither 
leave the king, nor can I bear to remain. 
God^s image rises up within me to shut 
out his dear form from my eyes. Alas, 
alas! I prefer him to God." La Valli^ro 
melted into tears. She sank back on her 
chair, lost to aU else but the agony of 
her own feelings. 

Madame de Montespan observed her 
with a look of sarcastic scrutiny. No 
shade of pity tempered her bold stare. 
Her eyes were hard as steel, her full lips 
were compressed. 

" How I admire your devotion to his 
mtgesty ! " she said, in the most insinuat- 
ing voice. "It is extraordinary." Her 
kind words singularly belied her cruel 
expression, but Louise, blinded by her 
tears, did not observe this. "What as- 
, tonishes me is that, feeling as you do, you 
can endure to remain here — so close to 
the palace, almost living in the court, so 
long. In such magnificence, too," and 
she gave a spiteful glance round the su- 
perbly-decorated saloon. "You must 
have extraordinary self-command," she 
added, artfully, " immense self-denial. I 
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suppose you soe his insjesty often, Ma- 
dame la Dachesse? " She asked tbis 
question with well-atfected indifference, 
tiling iier eyes steadily on poor La Val- 
lidre, who still lay back in her chair weep- 
ing. *^He is always at Versailles. It 
must be a great trial, and with your re- 
ligious convictions, too.^^ As she spoke 
she carefully noted the effect each word 
produced upon La Valliere. 

" Alasl " replied her victim, her cheeks 
now suffused with a burning blush, ^'I 
see him almost daily. Those hours are all 
that render life endurable." 

*' Do you really mean this, dear duch- 
ess ? " returned Madame de Montespan, 
feigning extreme surprise. "I should 
have imagined that the refinement of 
your nature would have rendered the in- 
dulgence of a guilty passion impossible." 

*' Ahl I see you despise me," groaned 
poor La Valliere, overcome by shame. **I 
cannot wonder. Young and pure as yon 
are, I must be to you an object of hor- 



ror. 
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" Madame la Duchesse, what a word ! 
On the contrary, I admire the sacrifice 
you make." 

" Alas I " interrupted La Valliere, " it 
is no sacrifice. I cannot tear myself from 
him because— because — " she stopped for 
a moment, then added, hastily, ^^ I fear to 
give him pain. It seems to mo I ought 
to bear any thing rather than hurt one 
whose love has raised mo so near himself. 
I have not the courage to wound him — 
perhaps to embitter his w^hole life. No, 
although conscience, duty, religion, com- 
mand it, I have not the courage." La 
Valliere turned aside and hid her face. 

Madame de Montespan fell into a deep 
muse. Again an expression of cool de- 
termination passed over her fair young 
face, and she gave La Valliere a glance in 
which malice, anger, and contempt, were 
mingled. La Vallifere, absorbed in her 
own sorrow, did not perceive it. 

" How I grieve for you, dear friend! " 
Madame de Montespan continued, speak- 
ing in her sweetest voice. " How I re- 
spect your scruples 1 Are you sure," added 
she, carefully noting the effect of her 



words, ** that the king would really suffer 
from your absence as keenly as you im- 
agine ? " 

" I have never dared broach the sub- 
ject," answered La Valliere, looking up. 
^^ My remorse I cannot hide. He knows 
I suffer ; he sees I am ill. But I would 
not for worlds openly acknowledge that I 
wish to forsake him." 

*^ Yet, dear duchess, this struggle will 
kill you. What a balm to your sensitive 
feelings the solitude of a convent would 
be I Among those holy sisters, in a life 
of prayer, you would find new life." 

•* I know it — I know I " cried La Val- 
lidre, passionately; **but how to leave 
him — how to go ? " 

" Perhaps, duchess, I may assist you,'* 
and Madame de Montespan bent, with 
well -simulated interest, over the slight 
form beside her, and gazed inquiringly 
into the trusting eyes that were turned 
so imploringly upon her. "I might be 
able to place this dilemma before his ma- 
jesty as your friend, dear duchess. A 
third party is often able to assist in a 
matter so delicate. If his majesty would, 
indeed, suffer as poignantly as you im- 
agine, your departure is out of the ques- 
tion. I could at least learn this from 
himself in your interest." 

Louise sprang to her feet, she threw 
her soft arms round Madame de Mon- 
tespan, and nestled her pale face on her 
bosom. 

" At last I have found a real friend I " 
she cried — " at last I have found one who 
understands me. But," and she looked 
up quickly into the other's face with a 
confidence that was moist touching, " you 
will say nothing to his ratgesty. Not a 
word. Be here when he next comes. I 
will ask his permission. You will then 
be able to judge for yourself — to counsel 
me. I would rather suffer torture — I 
would rather die than give him a mo- 
ment's pain — remember that," and La 
Vallifere put out her little hand and 
pressed that of Madame de Montespan, 
whose face was wreathed with smiles. 

" Do you think that his mtgesty will 
consent to my presence here ? " asked 
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Madame de Montespan, carefully conceal- 
ing her feelings of exaltation, for she 
foresaw what the reply must bo. 

** I will make him," cried La Vallidre. 
" I will teach you exactly how to please 
hira^ — what to say — never to contradict 
him — to watch the turn of his eye, as I 
do. The ice once broken, your tact, your 
winning manners, will make aU easy." 

Madame de Montcspan acquiesced. 
She strove to appear careless, but she 
knew that her fate was on the balance. 
If she met the king there, she was re- 
solved her rival should not long trouble 
her. 

'*Then you will tell me what I ought 
to do," continued La Vallifere. "I shall 
be forever grateful to you — you will rec- 
oncile me to myself! " 

a . • • • 

When next the king visited La Val- 
liSre, Madame de Montespan was pres- 
ent. She was as plainly dressed as was 
consistent with etiquette. At first she 
said little, sat apart, and only spoke 
when the king addressed her. But after- 
ward, gradually feeling her way, she 
threw in the most adroit flattery, agreed 
with all he said, yet appeared to defer in 
every thing to La Vallifere. Sometimes 
she amused him by her follies, and 
brought with l)^r a team of mice she 
had tamed and harnessed to a little car 
of filagree, to run upon a tal>le ; some- 
times she astonished both La Valli^re 
and the king by her acute observation, 
lier daring remarks, and pungent satire. 
The king's visits to the II6tel Biron be- 
came longer and more frequent. If Ma- 
dame de Montespan was not there, he 
asked for her, and expressed regret at 
her absence. The Comtesse du Roulo in- 
quired anxiously of La Vallifere if Ma- 
dame de Montespan was useful to her. 
Beports had reached her which made 
her uneasy. It was said that this beau- 
tiful young friend, whom she had so un- 
wittingly introduced to La Valli^re, had 
designs of her own upon the king ; and 
that she openly boasted that she would 
speedily supplant the duchess. 

Madame du Boule had also heard that 



Monsieur de Montespan had appeared at 
the queen's circle dressed entirely in 
black, and that, on being asked by the 
king for what relative he wore such 
deep mourning, he had replied : 

"For my wife, sire." 

La Valli^ro laughed at this story, and 
would not listen to a syllable against her 
new friend. 



CHAPTER LIX. 

BROKEN-nEAKTED. 

It was evening. The day had been 
intensely hot. Now, stormy clouds scud 
across the western skies, and the sun 
sets in a yellow haze, which lights up the 
surrounding woods. Groups of stately 
elms that tuft the park cast deep shadows 
upon the grass ; their huge branches sway 
to and fro in the rising wind, which moans 
among the thickets of laurels and lilacs 
separating the grounds of the Hdtel Biron 
from the royal gardens of Versailles. 

Louise La Yalli^re sat alone in a gor- 
geous boudoir lined with mirrors and 
gilding. She was engaged on some em- 
broidery. As she stooped over the frame 
on which her work was strained, her 
countenance bore that resigned and 
plaintive expression habitual to it. She 
was still graceful and pretty, and her 
simple attire gave her the appearance of 
a girl. 

As the failing light warned her that 
night was approaching, she put aside her 
work, seated herself beside an alcoved 
window which opened upon a terrace, 
and listened to the wind, each moment 
growing more boisterous among the 
neighboring forests that topped the hills 
toAvard Saint-Cloud. 

Suddenly the door opened, and Ma- 
dame de Montespan appeared. After 
saluting La Valli^rc, she seated herself 
in an easy-chair opposite to her. Her 
bearing was greatly changed. No longer 
subservient and flattering, she was now 
confident, familiar, and domineering. Her 
eyes wandered round the room with a 
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defiant expression. The very tone of her 
voice showed how much she assumed 
upon the consciousness of favor. She 
was more beautiful than ever ; many 
jewels adorned her neck and hair, which 
she Iiad never worn before. 

'* Louise," said she, with an air which, 
if intended to be gracious, was only pa- 
tronizing, ^^ I can only stay for an instant. 
How dismal you look ! what is the mat- 
ter ? " 

Louise shook her head despoudingly. 
" Nothing more.than usual." 

" The queen is just arrived from Saint- 
Germain ; I am in attendance. I escaped 
for a few minutes, accompanied by the 
Comte de Lauzun. Wo came through 
the gardens and the thicket by the pri- 
vate alley. You mus^ not ask mo to 
stay; her mtyesty may inquire for me. 
Lauzun is waiting outside on the terrace 
by the new fountain." 

^^Will he not come in?" asked La 
Vallidre. 

^^ No, he is in attendance on his ma- 
jesty, who is engaged at this moment 
with the architect. He may call for him 
at any moment." 

" Do you think I shall see his mfgesty 
this evening ? " asked La Valli^re, timid- 
ly, looking.up and meeting the haughty 
stare of the marquise. 

"I imagine not. It is late, and his 
majesty has said nothing of such an in- 
tention." 

"Yet he is so near," murmured 
Louise, sadly. 

"Monsieur de Lauzun tells me that 
the flotilla of boats is ordered for this 
evening. There is to be a water-party 
on the canal ; the shores are to hQ illu- 
minated. I trust it will not rain." 

"How I envy you — ^not the water- 
party, but that you will see the king! " 
and La Valli^re^s eyes glistened. 

"Adien, adieu, ma belief I can't 
keep Lauzun waiting," and Madame de 
Montespan rose and left the boudoir as 
hastily as she had entered it. 

Louise had also risen to attend her to 
the door. She did not reseat herself, but 
stood gazing wistfully after her. She 



anxiously bent her ear to catch every 
sound. Louis was close at hand; ho 
might still come. A thrill of joy shot 
through her at the thought. Once the 
sound of footsteps was audible, and & 
flush of delight overepread her face. The 
sound died away, and again the night 
wind, sighing without, alone broke the 
silence. Her heart sank within her. She 
rebuked herself, but in vain ; spite of re- 
morse, spite of self-conflicts, Louis was 
dearer to her than life. 

It was rapidly growing dusk ; only a 
little light still lingered in the room. A 
feeling of utter loneliness, a foreboding 
of coming misfortune, suddenly overcame 
her. The shadows of approaching night 
seemed to strike into her very soul. She 
started at her own footstep as slie crossed 
the parquet floor toward a taper which 
stood upon a marble table, covered with 
costly trifles given to her by the king. 
She stretched out her hand to light it. 
When she had done so, something spar- 
kled on the floor close to the chair on 
which Madame de Montespan had been 
seated. Louise stooped down to see what 
it was. She at once recognized some 
golden tablets which she had often no- 
ticed in the hands of Madame de Montes- 
pan. The diamonds, set in the rich gold 
chasing, and the initials, had caught the 
light. The snap w^as open. It was so 
dark that La Volliere held it close to the 
taper in order to close the spring. In 
doing so the tablets fell open — her eyes 
fixed themselves on the pages. An ex- 
pression of horror came into them as she 
gazed. Could it be, or was she dream- 
ing ? All the blood in her body rushed 
to her heart. She put down the light 
which she had held, and, with the tab- 
lets in her hand, sat down to collect her 
senses, for her head was dizzy. Gould it 
be ? Yes ; it was the handwriting of the 
king. How well she knew it — each stroke, 
every little turn of the pen, how she had 
studied it ! As she passed page after page 
through her quivering fingers, each bore 
the same well-known characters. She 
tried to read ; a film gathered over her 
eyes, yet she must read on. She pressed 
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lier hand npon her hrow ; her brain 
seemed on fire. At length a desperate 
resolution gave her power — she read. 
There were verses of passionate fond- 
ness, signed ^^Louis.^' The first dated 
three months back; the last only job- 
terday. 

She woald have wept, but the tears 
froze ere they reached her eyes. With a 
great efibrt she collected her scattered 
senses, and began to think. Madame de 
Montespan must have dropped these tab- 
lets on purpose. She saw it all. They 
fell from her hand upon tlie floor. Lying 
there she gazed at them in silence. Then 
ishe glanced round the room. It was now 
quite dark : the burning taper only served 
to deepen the gloom — ^Louise knew she 
was alone in the world ; the king loved 
another. 

With the composure of despair she 
took up a pen to address him before she 
fled, for fly she intuitively felt she must. 
She was not capable of reflection, but it 
came to her quite naturally as the only 
thing that remained for her to do, to fly ; 
and where could she go but to Chaillot, 
to the dear sisterhood ? 

"Yon have ceased to love me," she 
wrote ; " the proofs are in my hand, 
written by yourself. The last time we 
met you told me how dear I was to you ; 
let me never hear your beloved voice 
speak another language. I do not re- 
proach you; you have treated me as I 
deserved. But I still love you as when 
we first met among the woods of Fon- 
tainebleau. If ever you waste a thought , 
upon me, remember that death alone can 
quench that love." 

Alas for the weakness of human na- 
ture ! La Yalli^re, once within the walis 
of Chaillot, shut herself into the same 
, cell she had before occupied, and repent- 
ed that she had come. " I ought to have 
seen the king, and to have questioned 
him myself. Madame de Montespan may 
have purposely deceived me. That she 
must be false I know too w:ell. Who can 
tell if it is not all a device to rob me of 
Louis? I may myself be but a tool in 
her hands. If I had seen him, all might 



have been explained. He is my master ; 
1 had no right to leave him. Oh ! I wish 
I had not come I " 

Thus she reasoned. Her soul was not 
yet wholly given to God. Further trials 
await her. Breathlessly she waited for 
what might happen ; the creak of a door 
made her heart beat ; every footstep made 
her tremble. 

At the end of some hours the door 
opened, and the Prince de Cond6 was an- 
nounced. 

" What, alone ! Once he would have 
come himself," she murmured. 

Composing herself as best she could, 
she rose to meet him. The prince placed 
in her hands a letter from the king ; he 
desired her to return immediately to Ver- 
sailles with the bearer. 

La Yalli^re meekly bowed her head 
and obeyed. 

No sooner had La Vallidre returned 
to the H6tel Biron than the king arrived. 
He was ruddy with health; his eyes 
flashed with the vigor of life. His bear- 
ing was proud, yet dignifled. On his 
head was a hat trimmed with point-laco 
and jewels, from w]iich hung a fringe 
of white ostrich -feathers, which, mixing 
with the dark curls of his peruke, covered 
his shoulders. 

" Let us live our old life again," said 
he, uncovering, and taking her hands in 
his. " I hate explanations. Believe mo, 
your presence here, under all eircum- 
stances,^^ and ho accentuated these words, 
" is necessary to my happiness." 

^* But, sire, Madame de Montespan ? " 

Louis became crimson ; a momentary 
frown knit his dark eyebrows. 

" I desire you to receive her as here- 
tofore," he replied, hurriedly. "Louise, 
it is a sacrifice you must make for my 
sake. You will not refuse. It will en- 
dear you to me more than ever." 

As he spoke he looked at her ten- 
derlv. 

" Sire, I cannot," she replied, firmly, 
casting her eyes on the ground. 

"How! You dare to refuse me? 
Louise, I command you." The king 
drew himself up ; he laid his hand hear- 
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ily on her shoulder. Then, seeing how 
wasted and frail she was, and how her 
slight form quivered under his touch, he 
added in a softened tone, ^' Louise, I en- 
treat you." 

A deep hlush suffused her cheeks. 
Some moments passed hefore she could 
command her voice. " Sire," she replied 
at last, and her white lips trembled, 
'* sire-, I can never again live the old life 
— but I will obey you." 

The king was about to rush forward 
to embrace her. She stopped him by a 
gesture, gentle yet determined. He fell 
back. 

" Sire, you love another. Hitherto I 
have quieted my conscience by the con- 
viction that I was needful to yon. Now 
I know it is not so. Take back these tab- 
lets, sire. Can you deny these verses, 
written by your own hand but a few days 
since ? " 

Louis stood before her, silenced, con- 
founded. Her composure astonished 
him. Before him was La Vallidre — 
hitherto his slave, now so determined! 
Her hand rested on a table for support. 
She was deadly pale, and carefully avoid- 
ed his gaze. He was deeply moved. 

" Do I not offer you enough ? " said he. 

*^ No, Louis, it is not enough. I will 
obey you; I will receive Madame do 

." Her voice dropped, and the 

hated name was inaudible. "Nay, I 
will do more; I will again appear at 
court if you command it, but all hope, 
all joy, is dead within me." 

She uttered these words deliberately. 
It was despair that gave her courage. 

Then she raised her eyes, and rested 
them for the first time on him, with an 
agonized expression. " I must have your 
. undivided love as heretofore, or — " and 
she paused. " I know that my words 
'are sinful," she added. *'I have fled 
from yon ; now I am returned for a little 
space." 

Louis looked perplexed. "But, Lou- 
ise, believe me, that you are still inex- 
pressibly dear to me ; my heart has wan- 
dered, it is true, but you yet possess my 
affection, my esteem." 



" It is not enough," repeated l^a Val- 
li^re, in a low voice, "it is not enough. 
You are turned from me, you have joined 
in deceiving mo ; I am supplanted." 

The tears sprang involuntarily into 
the king's eyes as he stood with folded 
arms contemplating her. He did not 
dare approach her. How strange it 
seemed that one so meek and gentle 
could be so firm ! Never before had her 
lips uttered any thing to him but words, 
of tenderness. 

Once more she spoke. 

" As long as you desire it, sire, I will 
remain. It is a penance I shall offer u]> 
to God, to remain and to see you love an- 
other." She turned her large gray eyes 
up to heaven as she spoke. " When you 
give me permission, I shall become a 
Carmelite." 

" I will never permit itl " cried Louis, 
stamping his foot upon the floor. A 
scowl passed over his face, he was angry, 
offended, at her obstinacy ; his imperious 
will could not brook contradiction. " You 
have never loved me I " he exclaimed. 

"Sire!" cried La Valli^ro. **Not 
loved you I " 

" No ; you have always preferred your 
religious scruples to me. You have tor- 
mented me with your remorse. You 
know nothing of the intoxication of pas- 
sion. You ought to have gloried in my 
love, as others do," he muttered, in a low 
voice, turning from her. 

"Sire," cried La Valli^re, stung to 
the quick by his ii^ustice, " I am at this 
moment forcing my conscience to obey 
you and to remain." 

" You are too weak, too feeble, for a 
great passion," continued the king, hur- 
riedly. " Others can feel it, however." 

"I have never sold myself for ambi-^ 
tion, sire, as others do. I never desired 
any thing of you but yourself, and I have ^ 
lost you." 

Louis, crimson with passion, did not 
reply. He strode up and down the room 
in moody silence. La Yallidre for a time 
was also silent. Her eyes followed him. 
His face was hard, and no glance told her 
that he even pitied her. It was too 
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luucb. The strain upon her gentle oa- 
ture gave way. The pent-up tears rushed 
to her eyes, she burst into heart-rending 
sobs and sank upon a seat. The king 
watched her, but he spoke not a word. 
His look was stern and set. For a while 
her tears flowed fast, and her bosom 
heaved wildly. Then she rose to her feet, 
and approached him. " All is over 1 " 
she said, in a voice almost inarticulate 
with sobs. " Never — ^never — will I trou- 
ble your majesty more. Your will shall 
be now as ever my law. Eternal silence 
shall cover my judtly -merited sufferings. 
I have nothing more to say. Permit me 
to retire." She turned and left the room ; 
her heart was broken. 

Bossuet was her director. To him 
she applied for counsel. She told him 
that her very soul yearned for a convent. 
Bossuet questioned her — her passionate 
remorse, her penitence, her courage, her 
resignation, touched him deeply. She 
seemed to be purified from all earthly 
stain. Bossuet advised her to take six 
months to consider her vocation, during 
which time she was to speak to no one 
of her project. La Valli^re bowed her 
head and obeyed. At the termination of 
the time, she publicly declared her inten- 
tion of becoming a Carmelite. The king 
received this announcement with some 
show of feeling. He sent Lauzun to her, 
and offered to make- her abbess of the 
richest convent in France. He entreated 
her not to expose her feeble health to the 
austerities of so severe an order. La 
Vallidre replied that her resolution was 
unalterable. Before leaving the Hotel 
Biron she asked for a private audience 
of the queen. It was granted. With a 
veil over her face, and dressed in the 
dark robes of the order which she was 
about to enter, a hempen cord round her 
waist, to which hung a rosary and cross, 
she entered the queen^s private apart- 
ments at Versailles. Maria Theresa was 
alone. La Valli^re raised her veil, her 
face was moist with tears, she tottered 
forward with difficulty and sank upon 
her knees. 

" My royal mistress," said she, in a 



faint voice, " I come to crave your par- 
don. O madame, do not, I implore 
you, repulse me. Alas I if I have sinned, 
I have suffered. Suffered — oh, so bit- 
terly, so long I In a few hours I shall be 
forgotten within a convent." 

The queen, a woman of tlie most 
kindly and womanly feelings, was deeply 
affected. 

^^ Ah, Madame la Duchesse," said 8he,L 
" I have learned to know how much I owe * 
yon. My life was much happier when 
you were at court. I beg you to believe 
I shall be glad to have you again about 
my person." 

** Yoar majesty honors me beyond ex- 
pression," answered La Valli^re, courtesy- 
ing to the earth. 

"Does the king know of your de- 
parture, Madame la Duchesse? " 

"He will know it after I have ac- 
quainted your mi^jesty." 

" Surely he will not consent? " asked 
the queen. 

La Vallifere shook her head. "My 
mind is made up, madame. If I live for 
one year, I shall be a professed Carmel- 
ite." 

" I am sorry," replied Maria Theresa, 
simply, " very sorry. If my good wishes 
can serve you, Madame la Duchesse, you 
have them most sincerely. Should you, 
however, carry out your intention, allow 
me to present you with the black veil. It 
is a public mark of respect I would will- 
ingly pay you." 

La Valli^re was so overcome she could 
not at once reply ; then kissing the queen's 
hand which she held out to her, she said : 
" Your majesty's goodness makes me hope 
that, as you have deigned to pardon me, 
I may still, by a life of penitence, recon- 
cile myself with God. I most humbly 
thank you." 

This interview over, she returned to 
Versailles. She distributed her posses- 
sions as though she were already dead. 
She assembled her servants in her oratory 
and earnestly craved their forgiveness for 
all that she had said or done amiss. She 
exhorted them to be devout, to keep the 
fasts of the Church, and to serve God. 
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She was thus oconpied nntil past mid- 
night. Toward morning she called her 
coach, and bade her ])eople drive her 
qaickly toward Ohaillot. As she passed 
along she gazed eagerly on the blooming 
country for the last time. It was the 
month of June. The orchards were laden 
with the promise of coming fruit; the 
newly-mown grass, sparkling with morn- 
ing dew, made the meadows glisten, the 
birds carolled in the hedge-rows, and tlie 
hills, embowered in forest, rose green 
against the azure sky. Louise was still 
young; it was her last look on that world 
which had once been so pleasant to her. 

At six o^clock in the morning she ar- 
rived at tiio convent. The superior, ac- 
companied by all the nuns, apprised of 
her arrival, was in waiting to receive her. 

" My mother," said La Vallidre, kneel- 
ing at her feet, " I have used my liberty 
so ill, that I am come to give it up into 
your hands." 

Iler long and beautiful hair was cut 
off before she entered the convent as a 
novice. A year afterward she made her 
profession. The queen and the whole 
court were present — all save the king 
and Madame do Montespan. Bossuet 
preached his celebrated sermon. Then 
the queen Maria Theresa descended from 
the tribune, where she had been seated in 
company with la Grande Mademoiselle^ 
and invested ber with the black veil. 
She kissed her tenderly on the forehead 
as she did so. 

La Vallidre, now Sister Louise de la 
Mis^ricorde, made an exemplary nun. 
She wore horse-hair next her skin, walked 
barefoot along the stone pavement of the 
convent, and fasted rigorously. She died 
at sixty-six, wasted to a skeleton by her 
austerities. Her end was peace. 



CHAPTER LX. 

H. DE LAUZUN AND "MADEMOISELLE." 

On the line of rail to Orleans, two 
and a half leagues from Paris, is the sta- 
tion and village of Choisy le Roi. Of the 



enchanting abode onoe erected here, on 
the verge of grassy lawns bordering the 
Seine, nothing has been left by the Revo- 
lution but a fragment of wall, built into a 
porcelain-manufactory. 

Choisy Mademoiselle, afterward to be 
called by Louis XV. Choisy le Roi, was 
built by Mademoiselle de Montpensier, 
daughter of Gaston, Due d^Orl^ans, under 
the advice of Le N6tre. It was to serve 
as a summer retreat from the gloomy 
splendors of the Luxembourg; a folie 
where she might spend the summer heats, 
try her English horses, train her hounds, 
row on the river, tend her aviaries, and 
watch her flowers. Here, freed from all 
scrutiny, she could be imperious or de- 
vout, childish or solemn, vain or humble, 
as suited her fickle humor; here she 
conld lay traps to catch obstinate emper- 
ors who refused to wed, fast upon the 
most delicate morsels, "bonder the court 
when neglected by her Jupiter-cousin 
the king, and cultivate such remains of 
beauty as still lingered on her oval face 
and almond-shaped blue eyes. 

At Ohoisy all was formal, to suit the 
taste of its mistress. The co'tps de logis^ 
' a pavilion in one story, a mass of lofty 
windows, was flanked on either side by 
conservatories and orangeries which 
masked the offices. "Within, the entire 
south front was occupied by a gallery, 
with frescoed ceiling and cornice; the 
walls covered with crimson satin, on 
which hung the family portraits of la 
Grande Mademoiselle, Each name was 
written under each portrait, so that all 
persons looking on them might read the 
lofty lineage of this grand-daughter of 
Henry the Great. At one extremity of 
the gallery was a chapel, at the other a 
writing-cabinet. Here, the victories and 
conquests of Louis XIV., painted in min- 
iature, hy Vander Meulen, were arranged. 
These miniatures alj^o were inscribed with 
names and dates. A likeness of his ma- 
jesty on horseback, when a youth, hung 
over the chimney-piece. Beyond the 
writing-cabinet was a billiard-room, as 
well as a suite of private apartments de- 
voted to the use of the princess herself. 
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Without, broad terraces were balanced 
by flights of steps, stataes, vases, and tro- 
phies ; jeU d'eau rose oat of marble ba- 
sins, and precisely-arranged flowers and 
orange-trees adorned the walks. There 
was a park of a hundred acres, with 
woods on either hand, trimmed to an ex- 
act resemblance of each other. Choisy, 
like its mistress, was in perpetual costume 
de cour ; nothing but the river, toward 
whicli the gardens sloped, was as Nature 
had made it. Kot even la Grande Made- 
moiselle could prevent the soft summer 
breezes from rippling its silvery current, 
the sun from playing vagrant pranks upon 
its wavelets, or the water-lilies from 
growing in wild profusion under the 
shadow of its tree-shrouded bays. 

Besides Choisy, mademoiselle pos- 
sessed the palace of the Luxembourg, 
before mentioned, the castles of Eu, 
D'Auraale, De Thiers, Dombes, Chatel- 
lerault, and Saint-Fargcau, surrounded 
by such vast estates, that no one except 
the well-known Marquis de Carrabas 
ever had the like. 

Mademoiselle, although firmly con- 
vinced that the world was, in great meas- 
ure, created for her particular eigoyment, 
was wonderfully exercised in her mind at 
the difficulty she experienced in securing 
that much-coveted game (for which she 
had hunted all her life), an emperor, or 
even a king. She, however, appeased 
her wounded vanity by the conviction 
that she must bo considered too mascu- 
line in understanding to consort with any 
living sovereign. Whatever happened, 
this royal lady never by any possibility 
could hlame herself. 

About this time, a Gascon gentleman 
of the Caumont family, whose name has 
been already casually mentioned, began 
to make much noise at court. He was 
captain of the Royal Guards, whose ser- 
vice was the special care of his m^gesty's 
person, and field-marshal, also Governor 
of Berry. Loaded with honors, ho had 
dropped the undistinguished patronymic 
of Peguillem altogether, and was known 
as the Comte de Lauzun. The king, 
whose understanding was, as a matter of 



course, superior to every one, had said 
when he was first presented to him at the 
Comtesse de Soisson's, that '^ Lauzun pos- 
sessed more wit and penetration than any 
man in France." This opinion was ac- 
cepted as law. That Lauzun was, by rea- 
son of his Gascon blood, cunning, heart- 
less, and mercenary, as well as audacious, 
insinuating, and brave, is only saying that 
he was what all Gascons (going up to 
court to make their fortunes) were. But, 
that he was above the ordinary hungry 
adventurer, the sequel will show. Hold- 
ing court trumps in his hand, he knew 
how to play them well. He was a little 
man, slight and well formed, with a dull, 
fair complexion, reddish hair, keen, pene- 
trating gray eyes, and a most insolent 
bearing. No one could call him hand- 
some, no one could deny that ho could 
be morose, vindictive, and cruel. Ho 
spoke sharp, hard words, affected a cer- 
tain soldierly swagger, and was capable 
of being alike cringing and imperti- 
nent. 

Mademoiselle was no longer young. 
The unsuccessful chase after an emperor 
had occupied a large portion of her life. 
She lived at court, and was necessarily 
thrown mucli into the company of Lau- 
zun, who affected an indifference tow- 
ard her, a rough and ready manner that 
piqued her vanity. So she came gradually 
(no crowned head appearing in the matri- 
monial horizon, only relays of dukes and 
insignificant princes) to find Lauzun fas- 
cinating and original. The pleasures of 
the court palled upon her ; she became 
pensive, even sentimental, and often re- 
tired to bowery Choisy to meditate. on 
the chances and changes of life. 

Finally she came to the conclusion 
that marriage alone would restore her 
spirits. But marriage without an emper- 
or ? It was a great come-down, certainly. 
Yet there are no laws but the laws of 
passion in the kingdom of love. Made- 
moiselle reasoned that her sublimity was 
so exalted she could raise any man to her 
own level. In a word, she discovered 
that all earthly bliss depended on her 
marriage with Monsieur de Lauzun. 
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Now, mademoiselle was, as we have 
seen, a very determined, even muscoline, 
lady. She had pointed the guns of the 
Bastilo against lier cousin the king ; she 
had all but led an army into the battle- 
lield. Having come to a determination, 
she proceeded incontinently to carry it 
out. But she encountered uncontem- 
plated difficulties. The crafty Lauzun, 
who read her like a book, became sud- 
denly respectful and silent. As she ap- 
proached, he receded. Mademoiselle was 
extremely embarrassed, and more violent- 
ly in love than ever. This was precisely 
what Lauzun intended. 

We are in the queen's apartments at 
the Louvre, within a stately retiring-room. 
The walls are covered with white bro- 
cade, on which is a gold pattern. They 
are panelled by gilt scroll-work. On the 
carved ceiling, which is supported by 
pilasters, is painted Apollo ushering in 
the day. The furniture is of green dam- 
ask; colossal chandeliers of crystal and 
gilt bronze are reflected in mirrors placed 
at either end. Over the mantel-piece, 
which is carved and richly gilt, hangs a 
portrait of the king. 

Mademoiselle, attended by her lady- 
of-honor, enters about the time of the 
queen's lover. She finds Lauzun in a 
corner talking with the Comtesse de 
Guiche. He takes no notice of her, though 
she gives a slight cough to attract his 
attention. She does not like it. Besides 
not saluting her, which he ought to have 
done, he seems quite to have thrown off 
his usual tjuouciance, and to find the con- 
versation of the Comtesse de Guiche 
much too interesting. Mademoiselle re- 
tires into the recess of a window, and 
Watches him. 

Lauznn continues talking with unac- 
customed eagerness. He still takes no 
notice whatever of mademoiselle ; her 
royal highness has, therefore, to wait — 
yes, actually to wait; a thing she has 
never done in her life before to an in- 
ferior—until he has done talking. 

But, when he- does approach her, he 
advances with such a noble air, he is in 
her eyes so handsome, that " To me," she 



says in her memoirs, " he seemed the very 
master of the world." Not only does 
she forgive him, but her whole heart 
goes out to meet him, and her pulses 
throb violently — so violently, indeed, she 
is obliged to wait for a moment ere she 
can address him. 

Lauzun makes her a ceremonious bow, 
places his hand on his embroidered waist- 
coat and point-lace jahot^ at the place 
where, if he had one, his heart would 
have been, casts down his eyes, and 
awaits her pleasure. 

Now, it must be specially borne in 
mind that mademoiselle, much against 
her will, may be now called "a» old 
tnaid,^^ which condition may reasonably 
excuse her ardor. 

**I flatter myself, count," she says, 
blushing at her own backwardness, yet 
infinitely gratified at the same time by 
Lauzun's attitude of respectful attention 
— " I flatter myself you take some inter- 
est in me." She looks up, expecting some 
outburst of protestation at the studied 
humility of her language. Lauzun, his 
hand still resting somewhere in the re- 
gion of where his heart ought to be, bows 
again, but does not reply. " You are a 
faithful friend, I know, Monsieur de Laa- 
zun," continues mademoiselle, confused 
at his perfect composure, and evolving in 
her own mind the impossibility of saying 
all that she desires if he continues silent. 
" You are, too, a man of the world — "' 
she hesitates. Still Lauzun is mute. 
"Even his miyesty has the highest re- 
spect for your judgment." Again she 
pauses, flushes crimson, not only on her 
cheeks, but over her well-formed- neck 
and snowy shoulders. Lauzun makes a 
slight inclination,' but otherwise main- 
tains the same attitude. Mademoiselle's 
voice, ordinarily rather shrill and loud, is 
low and persuasive. She looks at liini 
inquiringly, and stretches out both her 
hands as if to claim his special attention 
to what she is about to say. Lauzun ap- 
pears not to observe her anxiety, and 
fixes his eyes on the ground. " Will yon 
favor me with your advice. Monsieur de 
Lauzun ? I shall esteem it a great kind- 
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ness." Her tone is almost one of suppli- 
cation. 

" I am deeply sensible of the honor 
your highness does me," replies Lauzun, 
disengaging his hand from his waistcoat, 
and again bowing, this time very stiffly. 
** On what subject niajr I venture to ad- 
vise your royal highness? " 

Mademoiselle is conscious she has 
something very extraordinary to say. 
Siie hoped that, seeing her evident per- 
plexity, Lauzun would have helped her. 
Not a bit. She must trust entirely to 
herself. Her pride comes to her help. 
She remembers who she is, draws herself 
up, steadies her voice, and takes a few 
steps nearer to where he is standing. 

** It is a very delicate subject, Mon- 
sieur de Lauzun ; nothing but my confi- 
dence in your honor and your discretion 
would otherwise induce me to broach it. 
But — " and she falters. 

Lauzun does not stir, only with the 
slightest perceptible motion he raises his 
eyebrows, which mademoiselle perceives, 
and, fearing that he is impatient, speaks 
quickly. 

" Do you know — can you tell me " — 
here she pauses ; then, observing that he 
makes a hasty gesture, she forces herself 
to proceed — " you, Monsieur de Lauzun, 
who are the confidant of the king, can 
you tell me whom ho purposes me to 
marry ? " 

Having said thus much, she is so over- 
come she would like to sink into a chair. 
There is none at hand ; besides, she dare 
not leave Lauzun, so enger is she for his 
reply. 

He raises his head and fixes his deep- 
set eyes upon her with a bold, cold gaze. 

"I assure you, uiadarae, I am abso- 
lutely ignorant of his majesty's pleasure 
in this matter. I am persuaded, however, 
from what I know of the elevation of his 
sentiments on all subjects, that he would 
desire you solely to follow your own in- 
clination." A malicious twinkle comes 
into his eye, and he smiles almost as it 
seems in mockery. 

Mademoiselle becomes more and more 
discomposed. Never had an interview 



been so difficult to manage. " Surely," 
she thinks, *^ Lauzun is not laughing at 
me 1 " Yet she is too much in love to 
drop a conversation which she is deter- 
mined shall lead to an explanation of his 
feelings toward herself. All this Lauzun 
is aware of; he rejoices in intensifying 
her perplexity. 

"Monsieur do Lauzun," she says, 
timidly, playing with one of the soft 
curls that fall upon her neck, " I hoped 
you could have told me. I earnestly de- 
sire your acquiescence in the choice I am 
about to make. You must necessarily be 
interested in it." 

An appealing look comes into her 
face ; but she tries in vain to catch Lau- 
zun's eye. " At my age," and she sighs 
profoundly, "persons rarely marry con- 
trary to their inclinations. Every crowned 
head in Europe has solicited my hand. 
Until lately, however, my heart was free." 
She sighs again, and gazes imploringly at 
him. He must understand her, she tells 
herself, but, as his looks are bent on the 
ground, she cannot tell. Lauzun inclines 
his head, and seems to await her further 
communications. 

"I have seen no one to idease mo 
until lately," she goes on to say ; " I love 
my country, Monsieur de Lauzun ; I think 
I could only be happy with a country- 
man — one — " (something rises in her 
throat, and stops her utterance; she 
clears her voice) — "one whom I know 
well — whom I esteem — whose person and 
manners are agreeable to me ; one with 
a high place at court, and who possesses 
the esteem of my cousin the king." All 
this is spoken significantly and with 
marked emphasis. 

A delicious glow runs through her 
frame. Breathlessly she awaits his reply. 

"Your highness speaks with admira- 
ble sense," answers Lauzun, with great 
deliberation. "How many illustrious 
persons about the court would be lionored 
by knowing your gracious sentiments! 
Permit me, madame, to make them pub- 
lic." 

" Not for the world. Monsieur de Lau- 
zun ! " exclaims mademoiselle, hurriedly. 
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*^ I am speaking to yoa strictly in confi- 
dence." Her countenance has fallen, and 
she has turned very white. Lauzun 
watches her under his eyelids, and enjoys 
her 'sufferings. 

"Why should one so happy as your 
highness marry at all? '^ he adds, seeing 
that she does not speak. 

" I am happy, certainly, if riches and 
royal birth can confer happiness," she re- 
plies, thoughtfully ; " but there are draw- 
backs, Monsieur de Lauzun. I wish to 
confer my wealth upon a worthy individ- 
ual." 

(•' Myself, for instance," says Lauzun, 
to himself; " I shall be delighted to spend 
it; indeed, I intend to do so.") 

"Many people," continues mademoi- 
selle, " at this very moment wish me dead 
in order to inherit it," and a &igh escapes 
lier. "I am very lonely. Monsieur de 
Lauzun, very lonely." Her face assumes 
a melting expression, such as he had 
never seen on it before. What could she 
say to make him understand her ? Think- 
ing of this, slie sighs again very audibly. 
Lauzun knits his brows and affects to be 
lost in thought. 

" That is a most serious consideration, 
your highness. I admit it had not before 
occurred to me. Permit me time to con- 
sider of it before I tender any further ad- 
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A thousand hopes rush into mademoi- 
selle's mind. " He understands me," she 
tells herself, "but my exalted position 
alarms liim. lie will propose to me 
when next we meet." 

At this moment the queen entered 
the withdrawing-room. 
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The following evening at her majes- 
ty's circle Lauzun approaches mademoi- 
selle. A smile is on his face, and his 
manner is less foriual. Mademoiselle i 
seats herself apart in a recess, and signs , 



to him to place himself beside her. 
" Now, now, he will speak," she repeats 
to herself. 

"Are you prepared, M. de Lauzun, to 
give me your opinion on my approaching 
marriage? " The tone of her voice is low 
and sweet; her hand falls near his; he 
draws a little back. 

" Believe me, madame, each word you 
have uttered is graven on my heart. I 
have founded many ehdUaux d'Espagne 
on them." 

Mademoiselle is enchanted. " This is 
the moment," thinks she. She grows hot 
and cold by turns, and with difficulty con- 
ceals her delight. 

"Pray speak to me with frankness, 
count. I want to discuss with you tho 
most important event of my life — my 
marriage." 

"I am deeply gratified at being ap- 
pointed president of your council, ma- 
dame." Lauzun^s manner suddenly 
changes. He is all at once disagreeable, 
stiff, and supercilious. He settles his 
ruffles over his hands, and pulls at his 
mustache. "Allow me to say, how- 
ever, that no one in the world could 
enter into this delicate matter with more 
profound respect for you than myself." 

^(ademoiselle is strangely baffled ; 
spite of herself the conversation is drift- 
ing away, she knows not whither. She 
cannot decide if Lauzun is gratified or 
offended at her advances — a strange di- 
lemma for a lovesick princess worth, 
many millions ! 

" Pray, count, let us resume our dis- 
cussion of your own opinion on the mat- 
ter in question. Do you advise me to 
marry ? " 

" Your merit, madame, is so great, I 
know no one worthy of you." He speaks 
with the utmost indifference. " Why re- 
sign your present brilliant position? " h© 
adds. 

" Is he mocking me ? " she thinks, 
" or is ho bashful ? " As this doubt pre- 
sents itself, mademoiselle's heart sinks 
within her. " What can I say to make 
him understand me ? " she murmurs. 
When she next speaks, a slight asperity 
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is apparent in her tone. She is not nsed 
to be trifled with; she cannot brook it 
even from Lanznn. She rises impatient- 

ly. 

*^ I beg yon will remember. Monsieur 
de Lauzun, that I consider no sacrifice too 
great to insure me the husband I have 
described to you." 

Lauzun feels that he may go too far ; 
he instantly assumes a look of intense 
humility. 

*'Such a man as you describe, ma- 
dame, ought to esteem himself supremely 
blest. Ue should love you more than 
life ! " He speaks with enthusiasm. Ma- 
demoiselle thrills with rapture; her 
cheeks mantle with blushes. ^^At last 
the moment is come,^' she thinks. She 
reseats herself, and turns, with breathless 
impatience, toward Lauzun, who meets 
her ardent gaze. Lauzun instantly 
checks himself; the cold look is again on 
his face. 

'* Where will you find such a man ? " 
he says. " WUl your highness permit me 
to search for one ? " 

" Monsieur de Lauzun, if you are in 
earnest you need not search long," she 
replies, significantly. Could she then 
have caught his eye, all would have been 
told. 

" Pray inform me on whom your 
choice has fallen, madame? We may 
both have fixed on the same person.^' 

Had she dared she would have openly 
named himself, but he is suddenly grown 
so cold and distant, she is utterly discom- 
fited. Lauzun crosses his arms on his 
breast, and falls into a muse. 

" Have you ever, madame, contemplat- 
ed the advantages of becoming a nun? " 
ho asks, abruptly. " Devotion is often 
the refuge of single women." 

Mademoiselle is aghast. Her' hands 
drop helplessly to her side, her head sinks 
on her bosom. 

" Good Heavens I " she thinks, " what 
evil fortune pursues me? Will no man 
ever understand I love him ? " 

" Upon the whole, madame, I advise 
you to remain as you are." Lauzun's 
voice is harsh, his sallow face is flushed. 

15 



He is conscious of the difficulty of his 
position, with an ardent princess beside 
him, whose passion must be irritated to 
the utmost in order to induce her to over- 
leap all obstacles. ^^It is too soon to 
yield," he thinks. 

" I have the honor to tell you. Mon- 
sieur de Lauzun, 1 have selected mar- 
riage," rejoins mademoiselle, haughtily. 
She is fast losing her temper. Lauzun 
instantly assumes a deeply penitent air. 

**For myself," he says, meekly, **my 
only pleasure is in the service of his ma- 
jesty. 1 am fit for nothing else." As he 
speaks, his dejected look sends a pang to 
her heart. "If I leave his msyesty, it 
will be — ^" he stops, mademoiselle listens 
breathlessly — " it will be to enter a mon- 
astery. Nothing but my attachment to 
my royal master restrains me»" 

"Blessed Virgin!" ejaculates made- 
moiselle, clasping her hands. "Who 
could have believed it ? " 

" I shall never marry," continues 
Lauzun. He hangs down his head, ap- 
parently overcome with despondency. 

" How ? — Why ? " demands mademoi- 
selle, eagerly. " For what reason ? " 

"Marriage has often been proposed 
to me, your highness, but there are in- 
surmountable difficulties." 

"Name them, I entreat you," she 
cries imperiously. 

" My wife, madame, must be a para- 
gon of virtue, or I should murder her. I 
dread the morals of the court. Not the 
wealth of the Indies would tempt me to 
marry and to doubt. I would not unite 
myself to a princess of the blood under 
such conditions." 

"Noble heart!" exclaims mademoi- 
selle, aside. " You can very easily find 
the virtuous lady you seek," she adds, 
aloud, in a voice tremulous with sup- 
pressed passion. She turns toward Lau- 
zun, and for a moment touches his hand 
which lies close to her own. *' My choice 
is made," she adds, resolutely. " I shall 
announce it to his migesty to-morrow." 

" For Heaven's sake, forbear ! " ex- 
claims Lauzun, with real earnestness, 
startiug to his feet; "you make me 
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tremble. Yon mast say nothing. It 
concerns my honor, madame/' and he 
smote upon his breast. Mademoiselle 
tnrns her glowing eyes upon him. " My 
honor as your adviser, madame, I mean,^' 
adds Lauzun, correcting himself, and 
speaking in an altered tone. But all his 
self-command could not wholly conceal 
the triumph he felt at having so success- 
fully acted his part. "As your adviser, 
madame, I forbid you to speak to the 
king. The time is not yet come. (I 
hold her," he says to himself; "she is 
mine 1 ") 

At this moment a page enters and 
desires him to join his m^esty, who is 
walking up and down in the quadrangle 
with some gentlemen. Mademoiselle is as 
much at a loss as over to make Lauzun un- 
derstand her. Just as a crisis approaches, 
they are always interrupted. She longs 
to ask him why she should not tell the 
king. Once or twice she tried to do so, 
but Lauzun invariably turned the con- 
versation into such a channel as effect- 
ually silenced mademoiselle, who, spite 
of her pride, was easily abashed. 

At last she hits upon an expedient. 

^^I have the name of my intended 
written on this slip of paper, Monsieur 
de Lauzun," she says, and she offers him 
a sealed note at their next meeting. 

Lauzun draws back, stares at her, and 
frowns. "I do not wish to take the 
note, madame. I feel that it forebodes 
me misfortune, ray heart beats so violent- 
ly." Still he stretches out his hand and 
takes the paper which she offers. 

This takes place in the morning, at 
the queen's lever. Maria Theresa is on 
her way to mass, accompanied by ma- 
demoiselle, who is in a state of inde- 
scribable perturbation. She had seen 
Lauzun open the note, and read the pa- 
per, on which are written the magic 
words, **/if wy(m." 

This great princess, arrived at a ma- 
ture age, and as proud as Lucifer, trem- 
bles like a leaf during mass, and requires 
all the restraints of etiquette to hide the 
tumult of her feelings. After mass the 
queen goes to visit the dauphin, who is 



ailing. Mademoiselle awaits her retnm 
in a gallery outside. Lauzun is there, 
lie leans against the chimney-piece, lost 
in thought. A bright tire of logs is 
burning on the hearth. His countenance 
betrays nothing. He neither seeks nor 
avoids her. Mademoiselle rubs her hands, 
advances to the fire, and shivers. 

"I am paralyzed with cold," she says, 
in a soft voice. She bends over the fire. 
Lauzun bows and retires some steps to 
tnake room for her. 

" I am more paralyzed than your high- 
ness," he says, stiflly, looking round to 
see that no one is near. His face is in- 
scrutable. "I have read the note, yon 
did me the honor to place in my hand?. 
I am not, however, so foolish as to fall 
into such a snai*e ; your highness is 
amusing yourself at my expense. Yon 
conceal the real name of your intended 
husband and substitute mine. You do 
this to mortify me. You are very cruel." 
He gives her a stealthy look. Mademoi- 
selle staggers backward; she supports 
herself against a chair. She does not 
know whether to laugh or cry. Then, 
feeling that the moment so longed, for is 
come, she collects herself and speaks w^ith 
dignity : 

^'I assure you, Monsieur de Lauzun, 
the name you have read on that paper is 
the name of the man I mean to marry." 

Lauzun shakes his head incredulously. 

"Not only so. Monsieur de Lauzun, 
but I intend immediately informing the 
king of my intention; unless," adds she, 
in a tender voice, " you forbid me." She 
would have liked to have gathered into 
one glance all the love she felt for him ; 
to have told him her passionate admira- 
tion for his person, her respect for his 
magnanimity in rejecting the splendid 
position she offered him. She would 
have liked to do this ; but, in the face 
of such exalted independence, her' wom- 
anly delicacy takes alarm. She can nei- 
ther look at him nor utter a single word. 

"Madame," says Lauzan at length, 
addressing her with the utmost solem- 
nity, "you have ill recompensed the zeal 
I have shown for you. Henceforth I can 
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approach you no more. Great as is ray 
respect for your highness, I cannot per- 
mit myself to be exposed to ridicule. 
Yon are, madame, making me the butt 
of the whole court." 

Mademoiselle starts violently, then she 
places her hand upon his ai'm. *' Lauzun," 
she says, and her voice sinks into a tone 
of the humblest entreaty, *'I beseech you 
to understand me. My resolution may 
seem hasty, but your great qualities ex- 
cuse it. I have made up my mind. I 
shall ask his majesty's permission to 
marry you." 

At last she has spoken I The woman 
has overcome the princess. Lauzun stands 
before her with downcast eyes — a victim, 
as it seems, to his own perfection. The 
time was now come that he must coquet 
no more. Placing his hand on his heart, 
he made her a deep obeisance. 

^^But, madame, I am only a Gascon 
gentleman. None but a sovereign is a 
fit consort for your highness." 

"I will make you a prince, count," 
rejoins she, with a tender look. " I will 
create you Due de Montpensier. I have 
wealth and dignities ; both are yours." 

Her eyes sparkle, her cheeks bum. 
An air of mingled power, pride, love, 
and exultation, overspreads her face. Her 
tall figure is raised to its full height ; she 
clasps the hand of Lauzun ; he raises it 
to his lips. 

"Your highness overwhelms me," he 
whispers, with genuine feeling. For an 
instant Lauzun — the cold, heartless Lau- 
zun — felt her influence. Could he really 
love this exalted lady, who hdd thus 
honored him ? Ho looks fixedly into her 
face, now transfigured by the deep pas- 
sions that stirred her inmost soul. Could 
he love her — he, a penniless cadet, of 
an insignificant name ? Etiquette set at 
defiance, a princess at his feet, enormous 
wealth, a royal dukedom in his grasp! 
Could he love her? For a moment a 
rush of wild thoughts whirls through his 
brain. She worships him. He could 
make her hfe a long enchantment. He 
was about to kneel to her, to thank her, 
even to press her in his arms. But "he 



stops and steadies himself. No— she is 
too old ; wrinkles gather about her mouth, 
her fair hair is partly gray, the bloom 
has long faded from her cheeks, the fire 
of youth from her eye. What is she but 
an old maid, inflamed by a furious pas- 
sion for a man greatly younger than her- 
self? Should he, the brilliant Lauzun, 
bum incense on the altar of such an 
idol? Impossible. He would be the 
laughing-stock of the court I His lively 
imagination grasps the whole situation in 
an instant. Lauzun's baser nature con- 
quered. The momentary warmth fades 
out of his heart forever. He heaves a 
sigh of relief. 

"Monsieur de Lauzun," says made- 
moiselle, far too much occupied with her 
own raptures to heed or to understand 
what was passing in his mind, " you sigh. 
Fear nothing; I will obtain his ms^esty^s 
permission for our speedy marriage." 

Would Louis XIV. consent to the mar- 
riage of his cousin-german with a simple 
gentleman? Would Madame de Mon- 
tespan, with whom Lauzun had intrigued, 
fall into this arrangement, or would she 
use her all-powerful influence against it ? 
These are awful questions. Lauzun's 
blood runs cold when he thinks of it. Ma- 
dame de Montespan is treacherous, and 
as -vindictive and clever as himself. Lou- 
vois, too, the minister, is his enemy. 

Mademoiselle, however, ignorant of 
these dangers, acted without a moment's 
hesitation. She wrote a long letter to 
the king announcing her choice, and ask- 
ing for his consent. Lauzun saw and ap- 
proved the letter. It was then confided 
to Bontemps, who carried it to his ma- 
jesty. 

Louis did not vouchsafe an immediate 
answer. He sent word to his cousin that 
she had better reflect well upon what she 
was about to do. But the countenance 
of the royjil Jupiter beamed upon his fa- 
vorite Lauzun with undiminished warmth, 
and he was most aflectionate to his cousin. 
Both naturally drew favorable auguries. 
Mademoiselle was now steeped in tho 
sweets of an acknowledged passion. Lau- 
zun condescended to be gracious, spite of 
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some little eccentricities, such as not al- 
ways approaching ber, or even replying 
to her when she addre^ised him— eccen- 
tricities attributed by her to his great 
modesty and discretion. Still the king 
had not given his consent. ' 

One evening his majesty played late 
at ecarte, so late, indeed, that it was two 
o^clock, and he was still at the table. 
Mademoiselle sat nodding on a brocaded 
fauteuil beside the queen. She was de- 
termined to see every one out, and to 
speak to her royal cousin. 

She longed so much to salute her 
lover Due de Montpensier ; to behold him 
raised to the Olympian circle that sur- 
rounded the fanfily god. She longed for 
many things ; life had of late become a 
delightful mystery to her. Each day un- 
folded some link in that delicious chain 
that bound her forever to her adored 
Lauzun I 

At last the queen rose. As she passed 
by, she whispered to mademoiselle : 
*'You must have some very important 
business with the king to remain so late. 
I can sit up no longer.^' 

"Madame," she replied, rising, "it is 
a matter of life and death to me. If I 
succeed, it will be announced at the coun- 
cil to-morrow morning. 

"Well, my cousin," said the poor 
queen, who never understood any thing 
that was going on, and was not intended 
to do so, "I wish you all success. Good- 
night." 

By-and-by Louis left oflf playing. He 
rose, and walked up to mademoiselle. 
" What, cousin, you are still here? You 
did not accompany her majesty. Do you 
know the time ? It is two o'clock." 

" Sire, I wish to speak a few words to 
you." 

The king yawned, gave a glance tow- 
ard the door, then leaned wearily against 
the wall. " Excuse mo for to-night, cous- 
in," said he ; "I am tired." 

"I shall not be long," urged made- 
moiselle ; " but do be seated, or I feel I 
cannot address you properly." 

"No, I am very well thus. Speak, 
my cousin. I am all attention." 



This was an awful moment. Made- 
moiselle's heart thumped audibly against 
her side. Her throat became so parched 
no words would come. 

"Sire," she began, and her voice 
failed her. The king watched her; he 
had seen a good deal of women by this^ 
time, and understood their ways, lie 
knew she was about to speak to him of 
Lauzun, and smiled. 

"Take time, my cousin," said lie. 
graciously ; " you are agitated ; take 
time." 

"Sire," again began poor mademoi- 
selle — fortunately her voice now came to 
her, and she continued — " I want to tell 
you that the resolution I had the honor 
of submitting to your migesty respeclinp: 
the Comte de Lauzun is unshaken. I 
shall never be happy unless I am his 
wife." 

"Yet, my cousin, you have hitherto 
been most severe on those princesses who 
have married beneath their rank — your 
step-sister, Madame de Guise, for ex- 
ample. Lauzun is certainly the most 
complete grand-seigneur of my court; 
but I still advise you to reflect well upon 
the step you are taking. I do not wi&h 
to constrain you." 

Mademoiselle clasped her hands ; her 
face beamed. 

" I love and esteem you beyond meas- 
ure, my cousin," added Louis, taking her 
hands in his. "I shall rejoice to have 
you always about my person. But be 
careful ; Lauzun has many enemies. I do 
not forbid you ; but remember, asqvercign 
is often forced to act against his will. 
This intended marriage is now little 
known ; do not give time for all the world 
to discuss it. Let me warn you and Lan- 
zun to be cautious; above all, lose uo 
time, my cousin. Take my advice, lose 
no time." 

" O sire ! " exclaimed mademoiselle, in 
an ecstasy, " if you are with us, who can 
be against us ? " 

Louis embraced her, and tliey parted. 

Any one less infatuated than made- 
moiselle, less arrogant than Lauzun, would 
have understood the king's friendly cau- 
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tion, to " lo»e no time,^'* Bnt they were 
both too intoxicated with their different 
feelings to heed the advice of the really 
well - meaning Lonis. Lauzan lost his 
head completely. He accepted, day after 
day, the magnificent presents sent Jiim by 
mademoiselle. He ordered fresh equi- 
pages, horses, jewels, and plate. He was 
created Due de Montpensior. He shrank 
from the amorous ardor of the doting 
princess, but he gloried in her munifi- 
cence. Still unmarried, he revelled in it 
without a drawback ! He was a mean, 
,selfish fellow. Monsieur de Lauzun, like 
all men who marry heiresses they do not 
care for. The words of warning came 
again, and this time to his ear. " Marry 
while you can^^"^ was said to him. Made- 
moiselle, still enacting the masculine part, 
urged an early day, but she urged in vain. 



CHAPTER Lxrr. 

UNDER A COUCH. 

About this time Lauzun, soon to be- 
come cousin-german to the king, solicited 
the distinguished post of Grand-Master 
of the Artillery. Already ho commanded 
the dragoons, and was captain of the hun- 
dred gentlemen pensioners who guarded 
the person of the sovereign ; but this 
was not enough. The king readily prom- 
ised him the appointment ; but time went 
on, and no warrant came. Lauzun grew 
uneasy — specially as each time ho recalled 
the subject the king evidently evaded it. 
What did this mean? Who was his 
enemy ? He spoke to the favorite, Ma- 
dame de Montospan, although ho was 
well aware he had given her good cause 
for hating him. Madanie do Montcspan, 
with the most winning smiles, promised 
him her assistance. Still no warrant 
came. Again Lauzun ventured to recall 
his promise to the king at his lever, while 
handing him his feathered hat and cane. 
Louis turned away his head, addressed 
the Due de Roquelanre, and affected not 
to hear him* There was treachery some- 



where I Lanznn shrewdly suspected Ma- 
dame de Montespan. He would know 
for certain that very day, and if it were 
so he would unmask her. He offered a 
heavy bribe to one of her confidential at- 
tendants, well known to him in the days 
of theii* liaison, and prevailed on her to 
introduce him into the saloon, where the 
king would visit Madame de Montespan 
before supper, that very afternoon. Louis, 
who told his mistress every thing, and 
consulted her about all important appoint- 
ments, would be sure to mention Lauzun's 
renewed application of that morning. At 
all events Lauzun would chance it. He 
knew the lady was from home, having 
seen her start, in company witli the queen 
and Mademoiselle de Montpensier, for a 
drive to Saint-Cloud. He had handed 
his betrothed into the royal coach. !N"o 
sooner had they started than Lauzun was 
admitted into Madame de Montespan^s 
apartments by her friendly attendant, 
who assisted him in his arrangements, 
and who finally concealed him under a 
largo couch covered with fine tapestry, 
on which Madame de !Ntontespan usually 
sat. It was an undignified proceeding. 
Ho had to divest himself of his periwig 
and plumed hat, and take off his richly- 
embroidered satin coat, tuck up his shirt- 
sleeves, and crouch upon his hands and 
knees on the dusty floor. But these are 
trifles to a man bent upon revenge ! 

Shortly before the hour of supper, 
which their mtgepties ate in public, Lau- 
zun recognized Madame de Montespan 's 
voice within her boudoir. Then he heard 
steps approaching. He could swear to 
the king's solemn tread and the sound of 
his cane tapping on the floor. 

Almost before he could settle himself 
in the best position for listening, the king 
wa» announced. At the same moment 
Madame de Montespan entered from her 
boudoir on the other side of the saloon. 
He heard her advance to the door and 
receive the king. She kissed his hand; 
Louis saluted her on both cheeks, and led 
her to the couch under which Lauzun lay 
concealed. 

" Your mtgesty looks vexed this after- 
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noon/' said Madame de Montespan, in a 
Boftly -modulated voice. " What has hap- 
pened ? " 

^^lam exceedingly annoyed about that 
affair of Lauzun/' replied Louis, seating 
himself in an arm-chair. ^^ He has again 
applied to me about the artillery this 
morning." 

Madame de Montespan leaned back in- 
dolently among the cushions, little dream- 
ing who was crouching beneath so near 
her, aod placed her feet upon on em- 
broidered stool. A feather fan hung at 
her side, and, as the weather was warm, 
she took it up and moved it languidly to 
and ^o, gazing absently at the king, who 
awaited her reply. 

"Did you hear what I said, Athanase? 
I am annoyed about Lauzun." 

" I heard, sire ; but what can I say ? 
You already know my opinion on that 
subject. Need I repeat it? " 

This was said in a careless manner, as 
she sank back deeper among the cushions. 

(Lauzun was all ears. *' She has given 
her opinion, then," he said to himself. 
" I think I can guess what it was."; 

" I promised Lauzun the place, re- 
member," continued the king. " He cer- 
tainly merits it ; but your friend Louvois 
will not hear of his appointment. Ho 
torments me every time I see him to give 
the artillery to the Comte de Ludc." 

" I certainly advise you," returned the 
lady, glancing at herself in an opposite 
mirror and arranging the fringe of small 
curls that lay on her forehead, " to be 
guided by the advice of so experienced a 
minister as Louvois, rather than listen 
to such an empty-headed coxcomb as 
Lauzun." 

(" Ah, that is the opinion you have of 
me, is it ? " muttered Lauzun. " Now I 
know yon, you traitress I ") 

*' But remember, Athanase," said the 
king, taking out his snuffbox and apply- 
ing the powder to his nose with great 
deliberation — " remember his attachment 
to me, his courage." 

" His attachment to you, sire ! " and 
Madame de Montespan smiled ironically. 
" Do you believe in it ? " 
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" Certainly. Then my word- 

"Bahl your word — that is nothing. 
Withdraw it." 

("Ah I fiend," exclaimed Lauzun in a 
low voice, clinching his fists as well as 
his position allowed him ; " this is the 
way you plead my cause, is it ? Curses 
on you I " 

** You need not fear for Lauzun," con- 
tinued the lady, blandly. " Mademoiselle 
will take care of his interests — ^the old 
fool I " 

Madame de Montespan, in imitation 
of la Grande Mademoiselle, bridled, sim- 
pered, craned her neck, rounded her 
elbows, and stared superciliously under 
her eyelids. Louis laughed. 

" Spare my poor cousin, marquise. 
She is eminently ridiculous ; but I love 
her sincerely. Her genuine affection for 
Lauzun touches me." 

"For my part, sire, I cannot under- 
stand how any woman can care for him. 
He is such aj^etit maUre — ill-made, short, 
with a complexion like a lemon — alto- 
gether detestable. Not a man to my 
taste, certainly," added madame contemp- 
tuously, at the same time casting a flatter- 
I ing glance at the king, as much as to sav, 
in his presence no other man could pos- 
sibly be thought of. The king under- 
stood the glance and the compliment, and 
smiled upon her. 

"The ladies are not on your side, 
however," returned he. " They all adore 
Lauzun. But about this command of 
artillery — ^to whom am I to give it ? " 

("Now I shall know all the depths 
of your treachery, Athanase de Monte- 
span I " said Lauzun half aloud to him- 
self from under the couch.) 

"Did anyone speak?" asked the king 
quickly. "I thought I heard a voice. ' 

(Lauzun bit his lips with vexation.) 

"It must be my parrot, sire," an- 
swered Madame de Montespan. — "In giv- 
ing away so important a post you ought 
certainly to consult the welfare of France. 
All personal considerations should be sac- 
rificed." De Montespan spoke pompously. 

(" Sacre Dieu ! " murmured Lanzun. 
" She is a female Judas I ") 
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"What can the welfare of France 
have to do with this ^appointment ? '' asked 
the king, smiling. 

C' That is what I want to know too," 
whispered Lanzan. " Speak, serpent I ") 

" No man in France is hetter adapted 
to fill this post than Laazun,'' added 
Louis, gravely. 

*'How?" cried Madame de Montes- 
pan, sitting upright, and speaking in a 
shrill voice and with much animation, as 
the king seemed to . vacillate. *' How, 
sire? Can yon forget that dissensions 
hetween Louvois oifended, and Lauzun 
imperious (and you know, sire, his over- 
hearing temper, and how audacious ho 
can be), must be exceedingly prejudicial 
to the state?" 

*' Spoken like an oracle I " exclaimed 
the king, looking admiringly at her. 
" What a head you have for business, 
raadame ! You are as beautiful as Venus, 
and as wise as Minerva 1 " 

"You mryesty flatters me," replied 
the lady, casting an enamoured glance at 
him. "I only observe what is perfectly 
plain. I am sure your mtyesty's penetra- 
tion must have arrived at this conclusion 
already. Remember, Louvois may resign, 
if you affront him," continued she, fixing 
her bright eyes on Louis. 

" Now, all the fates prevent it ! " cried 
Louis with alarm. "I should be lost 
without Louvois." 

" Then you must at once refuse Lau- 
zun ! " cried De Montespan with decision. 

(" By Heaven, I will be revenged ! " 
muttered Lauzun, stung with sudden rage 
at her perfidy, in a louder voice than ho 
was aware of.) 

" Now I am certain I heard some one 
speak!" exclaimed the king, frowning, 
and turning his ear toward the spot from 
which the sound came. He paused to 
listen. " Athanase,-' said he, rising, and 
looking suspiciously at Madame de Mon- 
tespan, " this is very strange. I demand 
an explanation." His Olympian brow 
was knit. 

*' Your migesty is mistaken, you only 
heard my parrot in the anteroom. Sure- 
ly you do not doubt me, sire ! " added 



she in a tearful voice, putting her hand- 
kerchief to her eyes. "Such an insult 
would kill me." Her bosom heaved. 
"O Louis, you cannot love me if you 
entertain such unworthy suspicions." 
Sobs, real or false, here stifled her voice. 

Meanwhile Louis rose hastily, and 
looked into the corners and behind all the 
cabinets, as if determined to make a thor- 
ough investigation of the whole room. 
This would have rendered Lauzun's posi- 
tion desperate, and he positively shook 
with terror. Madame de Montespan still 
sobbed, her handkerchief pressed to her 
eyes. 

The king took a few turns up and 
down the saloon, brandished his cane, 
and moved some chairs. The noise ho 
made roused the parrot in the next room 
into a fury. It screeched so loud that for 
a time nothing else could be heard. 

Finding no one, Louis, rather embar- . 
rassod, placed himself at a window. He 
looked back at the beautiful woman still 
weeping on the settee. " Come, no more 
tears, Athanase," he said, tenderly, ap- 
proaching her with a penitent look and 
taking the handkerchief from her face. 
"Let this kiss seal my pardon. But the 
voice was really so distinct. I thought 
for a moment — " Madame do Montespan 
fixed her eyes reproachfully on him. 
"Well, no matter. Then you advise me 
to refuse Lauzun the post he desires ? " 

"Certainly," returned tho lady with 
decision. She was now quite calm and 
alive to business. 

A knock was heard at the door. 
Several gentlemen in waiting, attended 
by pages, entered and announced that 
supper was served and the queen already 
at table. 

" I must leave you, my angel," said tho 
king, in a low voice, rising. " It is time 
yon should prepare for the performance 
of Moli^re\s play in the theatre arranged 
for to-night. Adieu, my adored mar- 
quise. Forgive my want of courtesy," 
he whispered in her ear. " But the par- 
rot's voice was so natural. — I will wipe 
off my fault in any manner you please." 

" I ask for nothing, sire," replied she 



226 



ROMANCE OF OLD COURT-LIFE IN FRANCE. 



in the same low tone, *'bnt that yon 
Bhoald refuse this place to Lauznn. Do 
this, and you are forgiven," and her eyes 
beamed on the king, who, after placing 
his hat, covered with a plume of snowy 
ostrich-feathers, on las head, raised it, 
bowed to her, and kissed her hand. Then 
replacing his hat before he left the room 
with his attendants, he passed the outer 
entrance, where the gardes du eorps^ who 
never left him, presented arms. 

Madame de Montespan passed into 
her closet. 

When the saloon was empty, Lauzun, 
crimson in the face, foaming with rage, 
and much rumpled in appearance, emerged 
from his hiding-place. He hastily re- 
placed his wig — so hastily, indeed, that 
he put it on awry — and dragged on his 
coat with such violence that ho tore off 
the priceless Malines lace ruflfles. Oath 
after oath fell from his lips as he dressed 
himself. " You shall pay for this, devil 
of a marquise! Morhleu^ I w^ill make 
you wince I " he muttered — for he dared 
not speak louder until he had left the 
room. This he did, closing the doors 
with the utmost precaution behind him. 

The suite of rooms assigned to Ma- 
dame de Montespan led by a corridor to 
the landing of the grand marble staircase 
of the south wing. On the other side 
and across this landing were the state 
apartments, situated in the centre of the 
palace. To reach them Madame de Mon- 
tespan must pass this corridor. Lauzun 
placed himself behind the outer door, 
and awaited her. After a long time she 
appeared. Her hair, just touched with 
powder, was sown with diamonds. A 
necklace of largo single brilliants, linked 
together with pearls, lay upon her neck. 
Her dress was of pink satin, woven with 
gold ; the low body, fitting tightly, dis- 
played to the utmost advantage her ex- 
quisite form. Her train of violet velvet, 
bordered by pearls and passementerie of 
gold, swept the ground. She was a 
miracle of loveliness. Lauzun made her 
a profound obeisance. Taking the tips 
of her fingers within his hand, he kissed 
them, and begged permission to be al- 



lowed the honor of escorting her across 
the landing to the state apartments. 
Madame de Montespan smiled ; his deli- 
cate attention flattered her vanity. Her 
anger was appeased. The gay sdbreur 
was returning to his allegiance. Lauzun 
was now, too, a personage, as the be- 
trothed of mademoiselle, and cousin to 
be of the king. She almost repented she 
had urged the king so strongly to refuse 
him the post of Grand Master of the Ar- 
tillery. 

Lauzun, speaking in the softest and 
most insinuating voice, now asked her if 
I she had condescended, during her recent 
I interview with the king, to remember his 
! humble suit to his majesty, for which he 
had recommended himself to her all-pow- 
' erful influence. 

! "This very afternoon I have done 
i so," replied she, with the utmost eflFron- 
! tery. ** Indeed, I have urged your claims 
so strongly upon both his mtyesty and 
I Lou vols that I believe you will receive 
I the appointment to-morrow." 
I " How kind you are ! '' answered Lau- 
' zun, affecting to smile. 
I " Yes," returned the lady, "after all 
I my eloquence, monsieur le comte, you 
j must be successful," and she gave him 
' one of those glances out of her serpent 
f eyes whose power she knew so well. 
I " Delightful ! " rejoined Lauzun, alond. 
" I am quite satisfied." Then, placing his 
mouth close to her ear, while a satanic 
look passed over his face, he hissed out, 
"Yes, I am satisfied, for now I have 
I fairly unmasked you. You are the great- 
est liar in his majesty's dominions I " 

As he spoke her arm still lay con- 
fidingly on his. In a moment he had 
seized and crushed it violently. Madame 
de Montespan gave a piercing scream. 

" Yes ! " yelled Lauzun, planting him- 
self before her — " yes, I will prove what 
I say. I have heard every word you said 
of me to the king. T was present— con- 
cealed." 

" Ah I " shrieked Madame de Montes- 
pan, agonized with pain. She stopped, 
and leaned against the wall for support. 
A look of resd terror came into her face. 



-"— rr 



SIGNING THE MABRUGE CONTBACT. 



227 



8he tamed appealinglj toward Laoznn, 
who stood before her glaring with pas- 
sion ; then, overcome by pain and fright, 
she staggered, and fainting, or affecting 
to faint, fell heavily upon the pavement. 
•There Laaznn left her. Without calling 
for help, he strode rapidly down the 
^and staircase, and disappeared. 



CHAPTER LXIII. 

SIGNING THE MARRIAGE OONTBAOT. 

A DAT is at length fixed. The con- 
tract between mademoiselle and Lauzun 
is to be signed at the Luxembourg Pal- 
ace. Mademoiselle arrays herself in the 
white robe of an affianced bride. Lauzun 
is beside her. Ho is ostentatiously hum- 
ble; indeed, he had never been thor- 
oughly civil to her before. 

As he enters the boudoir in her pri- 
vate suite of apartments, he salutes lier 
with his grandest air, and kisses her 
hand. Mademoiselle cannot take her 
eyes off him. Her senile transports are 
ridiculous ; Lauzun feels that they are. 

A table is placed in the centre of the 
room ; at this table sits Boucherat, notary 
to her royal highness. He is dressed in 
the quaint clerical robe, white bands, 
and short wig, that still distinguish his 
profession in France. The marriage con- 
tract, of portentous size, lies open on the 
table before him. Boucherat, a tall, 
spare man, with a singularly doleful ex- 
pression of countenance, looks discom- 
posed, coughs several times, then, finding 
that no one attends to him, looks up. 
Mademoiselle is talking eagerly with 
Lauzun. 

" Your royal highness — " begins Bou- 
cherat, hesitating. " Will you permit me 
to address you, madame ? " he adds, in a 
louder tone, finding mademoiselle pays 
no attention to him. 

" What is it, my good Boucherat ? " 
asks mademoiselle, turning round at last 
toward him. 

Boucherat rises to his feet. He bows, 



standing on the tips of his toes, then 
folds his arms. He is purple in the face, 
and appears to be suffering acutely, es- 
pecially as, suddenly unfolding his arms, 
he rubs them violently together. 

Lauzun laughs. Mademoiselle cannot 
altogether command her countenance. 

**I have known your royal highness 
from a child," says Boucherat, hurriedly, 
as though speaking between spasms of 
pain. " I have had the honor of serving 
your illustrious father, Gaston, Due d'Or- 
16ans, as notary before your birth, ex- 
alted lady." Here Boucherat stops, gasps 
as if going into a fit, wipes his forehead 
with his handkerchief, and adjusts his wig. 

Lauzun roars with laughter, and ma- 
demoiselle contemplates the notary with 
silent amazement. 

"I have the honor to say, great lady," 
continues Boucherat, spasmodically, ** that 
I have known you from a child. I have 
always obeyed you, blindly, as was my 
duty and my pleasure. I have obeyed 
you now, madame," and he utters a sound 
between a snort and a groan. *^ I have, 
at your command, drawn up these deeds, 
as you bade me. But," and he again 
stops, blows his nose violently, and makes 
a hideous grimace, ** I cannot allow your 
highness to sign these deeds and con- 
tracts without presuming to ask you if 
you have fully considered their import." 
Here such a succession of twitches and 
spasmodic contortions passes over hw 
countenance that he looks scarcely hu- 
man. 

"I have well considered what I am 
doing, Boucherat," replies mademoiselle, 
loftily, advancing to the table and taking 
a pen in her hand. 

Lauzun, no longer laughing, stands 
contemplating Boucherat with a savage 
expression. 

"Your highness — permit me" — pur- 
sues the notary, not seeing him. *' Is it 
to be an entire donation of the princedom 
of Dombes, the county of Eu, the duke- 
dom of—" 

" Yes, yes, Boucherat, an entire dona- 
tion," replies mademoiselle, interrupting 
him. 
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She dips the pen in the ink and pre- 
pares to sign. 

" An entire donation, madame ? " 
gasps Boucherat, rising noisily to his 
feet, then reseating himself, and repeat- 
ing this several times in his excitement. 
'* Let me caution your highness — " An- 
other snort and a succession of loud 
coughs silence him. 

" This good man will certainly have 
a fit,^' says mademoiselle, half aloud. 
" What can I do with him ? — Do not 
agitate yourself, Boucherat," and she 
turns toward him. She well knows his 
great fidelity and attachment to herself 
" Have no fear. I know what I am 
about. I shall never be more mistress 
of my fortune than when I give it to this 
gentleman." 

She turns round and glances fondly at 
Lauzun, who is standing behind her. She 
starts back at the furious expression on 
his face. He looks diabolical. His eves 
are fixed on Boucherat. The pen drops 
from her hand. 

"Believe me, madarae, I — I have 
reason for my caution ; " and again all 
human expression passes from the face 
of the notary in a succession of the most 
violent winks. 

" IIow, villain I what do you mean ? " 
cries Lauzun, advancing. " I shall break 
my cane on your back presently." 

Boucherat rises, lo6ks for a moment 
at Lauzun, then at mademoiselle, shakes 
his head, readjusts his wig, and reseats 
himself. 

Mademoiselle had taken the pen — 
which Lauzun presents to her this time 
— again in her hand. 

"Ah, your highness," groans Bou- 
cherat, " I have done my duty. God 
help and guard you ! " 

"Are these deeds as I commanded 
them, Boucherat ? " 

" Yes, madame ; they are a donation, 
an entire donation, of the princedom of 
Dombes, the — " 

" Be silent, scoundrel I " roars Lau- 
zun, "or, by Heaven, I will split your 
head open." 

Boucherat shudders ; his eyes seem to 



turn in his head ; a look of horror is on 
his face. ' 

MademoiseDe draws the parchmeat 
toward her. 

" I sign here," she says, and she traces 
her name in a bold, firm hand, " Louise 
de Montpensier." 

"While she writes, Boucherat digs hi* 
hands into his wig, which, pushed to one 
side, discloses his bald head. Then, witli 
a piteous glance at his mistress, he flings 
his arms wildly into the air. 

" Alas, alas I would I had died before 
this I the princedom of Dombes gone— 
the county of Eu gone I O madame I " 

" Be silent, madman I " roars Lauzun, 

" or, pardieUy I will throttle you." 
. . • • • 

The folding-doors leading into the^ 
state apartments are now thrown open. 
Mademoiselle appears, led by the Comte 
de Lauzun. The state apartments had 
been decorated by her grandmother, 
Marie de Medici, who had lived in this 
palace. The walls are ornamented with 
delicate arabesques, panelled with golden 
borders, and painted above in compart- 
ments. The vaulted ceilings are divided 
into various designs, executed by Rubens^ 
illustrating the life of his royal mistress. 
Around hang the efBgies of the Medici 
and the Bourbons, the common ances- 
tors of Marie de Medici and her grand- 
daughter. 

Mademoiselle passes round the brill- 
iant circle which forms itself about her, 
still holding Lauzun by the hand. 

" Permit me," says she, in her state- 
liest manner, taking her position at the 
top of the throne-room under a canopy 
— " permit me to present to you my fu- 
ture husband, the Due do Montpensier. 
Let me beg all of you in future to address^ 
him by that title on?y." 

The royal princes present and the 
great personages of the court bow their 
acquiescence. The Mar6chal dc Belle- 
fonds advances and salutes mademoiselle. 

" Permit me, madame," says he, ad- 
dressing her, " to congratulate you in the 
name of your highnesses devoted friends. 
I desire to thank you especially in the 
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name of the nobility of France, whom I 
represent, for the honor you are confer- 
ring on oar order by choosing from among 
us a consort to share your dignity. We 
esteem Monsieur de Lauzun one of the 
brightest ornaments of the court ; he is 
worthy of the proud station for which 
you have selected him." 

" 1 thaak you, Mar6chal de Belle- 
fonds, and I thank the nobility of France 
whom yoa so worthily represent. I 
thank you from my heart," and made- 
moiselle courtesies with royal grace. " No 
one is so well acquainted as myself with 
the merit of Monsieur de Lauzun," and 
she glances proudly at her future hus- 
band. '^ I accept with pleasure the sym- 
pathy of his friends." 

Lauzun bends, and kisses the hand of 
his affianced wife. 

Then the Mar^chal de Oharost steps 
forth from a glittering crowd of officers. 
Charost is a captain in the royal body- 
guard. 

** I must also thank your highness for 
the honor yon confer on the army of 
France. My post is now without price ; 
for what would a soldier not give, what 
sacrifices would he not make, to become 
the brother-in-arms of the husband of 
your highness ? " 

A laugh follows this hearty outburst 
of enthusiasm. It is scarcely audible, but 
mademoiselle instantly suppresses it with 
a frown. Lauzun Is a sacred object in 
her eyes, and she permits no jests, how- , 
ever flattering, to mix with his name. 
Turnin;? toward Mar6olial de Charost, 
she replies, with haughty courtesy : 

"' I thank you marecbal, and in your 
person 1 thank the bravo army of his 
majesty, my cousin." 

Before this august company separates 
it is announced that the marriage con- 
tract is to be at once submitted to the 
king, queen, the dauphin, the Due d'Or- 
16ans, and the princes of the blood-royal. 

The marriage is to take place next 
day at Charenton, at the villa of the Mar- 
quise de Cr6qui. The Archbishop of 
Bheims is to officiate. 



CHAPTER LXIV. 

PLOT AND OOUNTEBPLOT. 

Meanwhile, Madame de Montespan 
expatiated to all the court on the impos- 
sibility of an alliance between mademoi- 
selle and the Comte de Lauzun. That ' 
Lauzun should be received as a prince of 
the blood would, according to her, for-^ 
ever lessen that dignity so dear to the 
heart of the monarch. 

Louvois, her creature — some said her 
lover — spoke more strongly. Not only 
France, he said, would bo eternally dis- 
graced, but his majesty would be person-^ 
ally censured in every court in Europe, 
for permitting one of his nearest relatives 
thus to demean herself. Monsieur, father 
of mademoiselle, declared that such an 
alliance would be an affront to the mem- 
ory of his daughter's illustrious grand- 
father, Ilenry the Great. Nobles and 
ministers, incited by Louvois, threw 
themselves at the king's feet. They im- 
plored him not to cloud his glorious reign 
by consenting to such a mesalliance. The 
poor weak queen, worked upon by the 
artifices of the malicious De Montespan, 
who, as superintendent of her household, 
was constantly about her person, com- 
plained londly of the insult about to be 
put upon her circle — she a royal daugh- 
ter of Spain ! All the princesses of the 
blood joined with her. The cabal was 
adroitly managed. It attacked the king's 
weak side. No man was ever such a 
slave to public opinion, or so scrupulously 
regardful of tippearances, as Louis XIV. 
To him the tox populi was indeed " the 
voice of God." 

About eight o'clock that evening, Ma- 
demoiselle was summoned to the Louvre 
from the Luxembourg. '* Was the king 
still at cards ? " she asked the messenger. 

*' No ; his migesty was in the apart- 
ments of Madame de Montes[)an, but he 
desired to see her highness the instant 
she arrived." 

As mademoiselle drove into the quad- 
rangle, a gentleman in waiting approached 
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her coach, and begged her to enter by an- 
other door, leading directly into the pri- 
vate apartments. This mystery seemed 
to her excited imagination full of evil im- 
port. When she reached the king^s cab- 
inet, some one ran out by another door. 
It was Madame de Montespan. The king 
was sitting over the fire, llis head rested 
on }iis hand. Mademoiselle stood before 
him trembling all over. 

" My cousin," said the king, at length, 
rising and offering her a seat beside his 
own, " what I have to tell yon makes me 
wretched." 

" Good God ! sire, what is it? " asked 
mademoiselle, in a hoarse voice. She 
had turned as white as the dress (that of 
on affianced bride) she wore. Her eyes 
were fixed upon the king in a wild stare. 

"Calm yourself, my cousin," said 
Louis, solemnly. " It is said by my min- 
isters that I am sacrificing you, my rela- 
tive, to the interests of my favorite Lau- 
znn. I am also informed that Lanzun de- 
clares he does not love you — that it was 
you who offered yourself to him in mar- 
riage ! " 

Mademoiselle clasped her hands, then 
pressed them on her forehead. "Not 
love me ? " she cried. " What a base lie ! 
Lauzun tells mc he adores me." 

"Nevertheless, my cousin, such re- 
ports must have some foundation," re- 
sumed the king, speaking with great grav- 
ity. " They compromise rae in my royal 
person ; they tarnish the glory of the 
crown of France, which I wear." His 
look and manner from grave had become 
overbearing and pompous. It was quite 
evident that whatever touched his own 
position he would ruthlessly sacrifice. 
" My cousin, I have to announce to yon 
that I cannot permit this marriage." He 
spoke in a loud, grating voice, raised his 
eyes to the ceiling, stroked his chin with 
his hand, and seemed to swell with self- 
consciousness. 

A ringing scream was heard from ma- 
demoiselle. She lay back on her arm- 
chair motionless. 

Having asserted his dignity, and con- 
veyed in proper terms to his cousin that 



neither her entreaties nor her sufferings 
could for an instant be considered when 
they encroached upon his ■ royal state, 
Louis relaxed his rigid attitude, conde- 
scended to turn his eyes downward upon 
poor mademoiselle, and, in a voice kind, 
spite of bis sublimity, added: 

" I am very sorry for you, my cousin, 
very sorry. You have good cause to 
complain of me; but my duty as Jving 
of France is supreme. I cannot permit 
you to espouse the Comte de Lanzun." 

" Ah, sire," groaned mademoiselle, in 
a voice so choked by agitation it sounded 
strange in the king^s ears, and made him 
shudder (for his selfish nature instinctive- 
ly caused him to shrink from every spe- 
cies of suffering). She held out her 
hands supplicatingly toward him, and 
vainly essayed several times to speak. 
" Ah, sire," she said, at last, in a voice 
scarcely audible, " you cannot withdraw 
your word — the word of a king. Con- 
sider " — and she stopped and burst into 
an agony of tears. " Consider, my cous- 
in, no one can have any thing to do with 
my marriage but myself." 

No sooner had she uttered these words 
than Louis drew himself up ; the long 
curls of the full-b(»ttomed wig which cov- 
ered his shoulders vibrated, and the dia- 
mond star he wore on his coat of peach- 
colored satin glistened, so sudden had 
been his action. At the same time, such 
a stony look came into his hard face as 
gave him the aspect of a statue. 

" Excuse me, my cousin, my royal dig- 
nity, the splendor of my court, the es- 
teem of every crowned head in Europe, 
are implicated. You seem to forget that 
you are born a davghter of France ! But, 
madame, I remember it, and I shall shield 
my royal name from dishonor I " 

Overcome as was mademoiselle, she 
perceived the mistake she had made. Her 
brain reeled, her limbs quivered con- 
vulsively, but she staggered to her feet. 

" O sire, hear me I " she cried. " Let 
me implore you," and she threw herself 
before him and clasped his knees, "do 
not, do not forbid me to marry my be- 
loved Lauzun ? No ordinary rule applies 



PLOT AND COUNTERPLOT. 



231 



to bim. Lauznn is good, great, heroic I 
Ob, who would become a royal position 
like Lanzon I " 

Louis did not reply. Having snffi- 
ciently asserted bis dignity, be no longer 
restrained bis kindlier feelings. He put 
bis arms round bis cousin, an^ tried to 
raise ber from tbe ground. 

" No, no ; let me kneel," cried she, 
passionately, clinging to bim, " until you 
bave recalled tbose dreadful words. Sire, 
I bave ever respected and loved you. I 
bave lived beside you as a sister. Do not 
— ob, do not make my life desolate ! For 
God's sake, let me spend it witb tbe only 
man I ever loved I A man so made to 
love. Kill me I kill me! my cousin," 
and sbe wrung ber bands convulsively; 
'* but, if I am to live, let me live witb Lau- 
zun. I cannot — I will not give bim up I " 

Louis rose from tbe arm-cbair on 
wbicb be was seated. He knelt on the 
floor by ber side. He again took ber in 
bis arms, and, laying ber bead upon bis 
breast, be sootbed ber like a cbild. Big 
tears rolled down bis cbeeks. He called 
ber by every endearing name to comfort 
ber. He did all save consent to ber mar- 
riage. 

Mademoiselle was drowned in tears. 
Vainly did sbe, turning ber swollen eyes 
upon tbe king, wbo soothed her so fondly, 
strain her ears to hear that one little 
word wbicb was to dry them. Sbe lis- 
tened in vain ; that word was never to be 
spoken. At last, faint witb emotion, sbe 
signed to tbe king to raise her up, which 
he did, placing her on a chair. He kissed 
her burning forehead, and pressed ber 
dry bands in bis. 

" My cousin," he said, " do not hlame 
mo. Rather blame yourself. Why did 
you not take my advice ? I told you to 
lose no time. To marry at once. You 
should bave done so. Why did you give 
me time to reflect — time for others to re- 
flect ? You ought to bave obeyed me." 

Mademoiselle dared not confess that it 
was Lauzun^s fault sbe bad not done so, 
but at this recollection a fresh burst of 
grief choked ber utterance. 

^^Alas, sire," she moaned, at last, 



" when did you ever break your word be- 
fore ? Gould I believe you would begin 
witb me ? To break your word, too, in 
such a manner ? " 

As Louis listened to ber, be knit bis 
brows, and looked gloomy and embar- 
rassed. 

** I am not my own master," be replied 
coldly, *4n afifairs touching my bouse and 
tbe honor of my race." 

"Sire, if I do not marry Lauzun," 
groaned mademoiselle, almost inaudibiy, 
"I shall die. I never loved any other 
man. I ask my life of you, cousin. Do 
not take my life. You are sacrificing me 
to a oonrt intrigue," she added, faintly, 
catching at bis hand, for sbe was fast 
losing heart; "but believe me, and let 
others know, that much as I love and 
respect your mcyesty, and desire to obey 
you, I will never, never marry another 
man." Holding the king's band, sbe 
kissed it, and gazed imploringly at bim. 

" Dear cousin, do not be so unhappy," 
be replied, at a loss what answer to make 
to such a home-thrust, which be knew to 
be so true. " Believe me, your obedience 
in this matter of Lauzun will make you 
doubly dear to me. You can command 
me in all other ways." 

"Nothing — ^notbing can give life a 
value without Lauzun ! " broke in ma- 
demoiselle vehemently. 

"My cousin," answered tbe king, 
gravely, " I cannot permit you to be sacri- 
ficed. You are made a tool of. I cannot 
permit it. Now," be continued, rising — 
and witb difl5culty suppressing a yawn — 
"you can bave nothing more to say to 
me. I shall not alter my determination." 

Mademoiselle wrung ber bands, tbo 
king drew ber to bim, and kissed ber 
on tbe forehead. As be did so, a tc^ir 
dropped upon ber cheek. 

" O sire I " cried mademoiselle, " you 
pity me, and you bave the heart to refuse 
mo! You are the master of my fate. 
Have mercy on me I Do not give bocd 
to others. Ah, sire, you aro destroying 
me!" 

" Come to me to-morrow, my cousin," 
said Louis, soothingly, much aflected,but 
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unshaken by her prayers. '^Oome and 
tell me you have forgiven* me. Now, 
good-oight/^ and again be tenderly em~ 
braced her. Then he summoned his at- 
tendants to conduct her to her coach. 
• • • • • 

Lauzun had played deep for a great 
prize, and be had lost tbe game. He 
broke out into savage abuse, and called 
the king opprobrious names. Absolutely 
maddened by rage, he rushed to tbe 
palace. He was refused admittance. 
Yet he swore and cursed at the attend- 
ants until ho forced them to let him 
pass. Then be strode up-stairs to the 
apartments of Madame de Montespan. 
Here he found the king seated by her 
side. 

Louis rose, placed himself in front of 
the marquise, and faced him with a look 
of the gravest displeasure. 

" Sire," cried Lauzun, his face swollen 
with passion, "I am come to ask you 
what I have done that you should dis- 
honor me ? '' 

" Come, come, Lauzun," replied Louis, 
still standing before Madame de Monte- 
span; "calm yourself." 

Lauzun was too deep in the royal 
secrets to make an open breach with him 
either advisable or safe. 

"No, sire," roared Lanzun, embold- 
ened by the king^s calmness ; "permit me 
to say I will not calm myself. I will 
not permit this humiliation. There is my 
sword," and he drew it from its scab- 
bard; "your majesty has made me un- 
worthy to wear it. Take it — take my 
life also." 

Lauzun presented his sword. The 
king i>nt it from him with an imperious 
gesture. 

"Comte de Lauzun," siud he, with 
dignity, "I refuse to accept your sword. 
Let it still be drawn in my service. There 
is much to wound you in what has passed. 
I feel deeply for you. But my duty as 
King of France compels me to act as I 
have done." 

This was a bold assertion in the pres- 
ence of Madame de Montespan, who sat 
motionless behind the king, her cheeks 



blanched at the thought of what revela- 
tions Lauzun might make in his rage. 

" I wiU make what recompense I can 
to you," continued the king. " You shall 
be raised, Comte de Lauzun, so high that 
you shall cease to remember this marriage 
you now so much desire." 

" Sire, I will accept no gifts, no honors, 
from a monarch who has forfeited his 
word. Ay, sire, I repeat it deliberately,'' 
seeing the king^s glance of fury at his in- 
solence, " forfeited his word. Here do 1 
surrender this sword, which your miyesty 
conferred on me. Here do I break it, 
sire, in your face as you have broken yonr 
word." 

As he spoke, he bent his knee, snapped 
the blade in two, and violentlj dashed 
the fragments on the ground at the king^s 
feet. 

"And you, perfidious woman," he 
continued, addressing Madame de Mon- 
tespan, " of whom I could reveal so much, 
whose treachery I have proved — you who 
sit there unmoved — behold your handi- 
work! Do I not know that it is you, 
who, for your own wicked purposes, have 
influenced my royal master against me! '' 

Lauzun spoke so rapidly that all this 
had been said before Louis could stop him. 

" Comte de Lauzun," broke forth the 
king, in a voice unsteady with passion, 
" leave me — leave the palace, I command 
you ! Presume not to msult Madame de 
Montespan in my presence, or " — and he 
put out his hand, grasped the gold-headed 
cane which lay beside him, and strode up 
to where Lauzun stood, crimson in the 
face — " or I shall chastise you as you de- 
serve ! " and Louis brandished the stick 
in the air. 

Then, as if thinking better of it, his 
uplifted arm dropped to his side, he drew 
back some steps, flung away the cane to 
the farthest corner of the room, and with 
a great effort collected himself. 

" Leave me ! " he exclaimed, in a voice 
he strove with difl?culty to render calm. 
" Leave me instantly, while I can still 
command myself. Go," and he extended 
his hand with authority, " go, until you 
learn how to address your sovereign." 



THE ROTAL GOVERNESS. 



233 



Notwithstanding these altercations, 
Mademoiselle de Montpensier did not 
leave the court. She was gracious to all 
who approached. She looked happy, 
even radiant. ' Lauzun, also, after a short 
absence, resumed his service about the 
king's person. He was sleek, prosperous, 
and more haughty tlian ever. All this 
was very strange. That vindictive beauty, 
Madame de Montespan, could not under- 
stand it. Her vengeance after all had 
failed. The matter must be looked into. 
Spies were immediately set. Every means 
of inquiry the state could command was 
brought to bear on Lauzun and the 
princess. Their secret was soon discov- 
ered. They were married! 

Madame de Montespan rushed to the 
king, and announced the tremendous 
fact. Lauzun was instantly arrested, and 
imprisoned at Pignerol. Mademoiselle, 
plunged in the depths of despair, left the 
court for her ch&teau of Eu, on the coast 
of Normandy. 



CHAPTER LXV. 

THE BOYAL OOYEBNEBB. 

It was the king^s habit, when at.Saint- 
Germain, to hear early mass in the chapel. 
On his return, he passed through the great 
gallery in which the court was assembled, 
to make their morning salutations to him. 
There he also received the petitions of all 
who had sufficient interest to gain admit- 
tance. A woman, tall, finely formed, and 
of ample proportions, with a stealthy 
glance out of magnificent black eyes, a 
well-curved mouth, and a composed and 
dignified bearing— quite a style to suit 
the royal taste — with a black silk scarf 
edged with lace thrown over her head, 
and wearing a dress of common mate- 
rials, but skilfully designed to set off her 
rounded figure to the best advantage, 
presented herself before him. In her 
hand she held a petition, at the top of 
which, in large letters, was written: 
" The Widow Scarron most humbly prays 
his migesty to grant — " 



Louis read no more; his eye was 
gratified by the petitioner, not by the 
petition, which he put into his pocket 
and forgot. But the lady appeared so 
often, standing in the same place in the 
gallery of Saint-Germain, that his ma- 
jesty grew weary of her sight. At length 
he turned his back upon her. 

Frangoise d' Aubigne, of the Protestant 
family of that name, had maiTied in her 
youth the poet Scarron — a dwarf, de- 
formed and bedridden, a lover of loose 
company, and a writer of looser songs — 
for her bread. Scarron drew up the 
marriage-contract without the assistance 
of a notary. Tlie dower of Frangoise 
was four pounds a year, two large black 
eyes, a fine bust, w^ell-shaped liands, and a 
great deal of esprit. Scarron covenanted 
to contribute a hump on his back, plenty 
of brains, and a pension granted to him 
by the queen-regent, Anne of Austria, us 
le malade de la Reine, He regretted he 
could not offer either hands or feet, both 
being paralyzed. But he can assure his 
fiancee of a dower which she will gladly 
accept — Immortality : a prediction made 
in derision, which was strangely justified 
by events. 

In the house of her husband this en- 
ticing daughter of the D^Aubign6s learned 
early ^'to be all things to all men.^' She 
copied her husband^s ribald songs for 
him, she entertained his promiscuous 
circle of friends — ^the gross Villarceaux, 
Ninon de TEnclos, Mademoiselle de Scu- 
deri, a lady of the highest virtue, but 
who affected Bohemian society, and many 
others. 

In process of time, Madame Scarron's 
youth, beauty, and talents, opened to her 
the salon of the Mar6chal d -Albret, where 
she made the acquaintance of Madame 
de S6vign6, and Madame de Ohalais, to 
become the Princesse des Ursins. She 
also made a much more important ac- 
quaintance in Madame de Montespan. 
When Scarron died, she found herself 
without a resource in the world. The 
king had disregarded her petition. By 
her friends^ interest she obtained a place 
in the household of the Princesse do Ne- 
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mours, affianced to the King of Portngal. 
Before quitting France, she called on all 
she knew. Among others, she visited 
Madame de Montespan. To her she 
related her ill success at Saint-Grermain. 

"Why did you not come to me?" 
asked the favorite. " I would have pro- 
tected you. I will now take charge of 
your petition, and I will see that his ma- 
jesty reads it." 

" What I " cried Louis, when he saw 
the well-known name, " the Widow Scar- 
ron again ? Why, I am deluged with her 
petitions. She is become a court prov- 
erb, ' as importunate as the Widow Scar- 
ron.' What do you know of the Widow 
Bcarron, Athanase ? " 

The petition for the pension was nev- 
ertheless granted, and la Veuve Searrofiy 
notwithstanding many scandalous reports 
of the past, was appointed governess to 
the illegitimate children bom to the king 
and Madame de Montespan. Her devo- 
tion to her charges was extraordinary. 
The king, an attalched father, was favor- 
ably impressed. He showed his appro- 
bation by a liberal allowance, out of 
which was purchased the ch&teau and 
estate of Maintenon, lying in a pict- 
uresque valley beside a river, sheltered 
by hills, in a woodland district between 
Versailles and Chartres. From this time 
the Widow Scarron was known as the 
Marquise de Maintenon, and became a 
devout Catholic. She had her own 
apartments at court, and cut all her 
disreputable friends. She was constantly 
present when the king visited Madame de 
Montespan. 

In the mean time, Mademoiselle de 
Montpensier returned to court. Louis 
XIV. could not tolerate the absence of 
any of the princes and princesses of the 
blood-royal, stars of the first magnitude 
in that heaven where he blazed forth the 
centre of life and light. Louis had sent 
a message to her. Mademoiselle there- 
fore dried her eyes, and appeared in her 
usual place in the circle. Surely, she 
thinks, the kmg will appreciate the sac- 
rifice she is making in being present at 
festivities which, by recalling so vividly 



the image of Lauzun, drive her to de- 
spair I 

A ballet is to take place at Versailles; 
the king is to dance. Mademoiselle forces 
herself to be present. She looks old, sad, 
and ill. She is preoccupied* Her thoaghts 
are with Lauznn, in the mountain-boond 
fortress of PigneroL There is but one per- 
son present in that vast company she cares 
about. With him she yearns to speak. 
It is D'Artagnan, captain of the musket- 
eers, who accompanied Lauznn to Pigne- 
rol. 

D'Artagnan, a Gascon, is a oountiy- 
man of Lauzun. He perfectly understaods 
the part he has to play with mademoi- 
selle; a part, indeed, he had carefollj 
rehearsed with Lauzun while they were 
together. All the time the ballet lasts, 
D'Artagnan, in immediate attendance on 
the king, keeps his eyes fixed on made- 
moiselle with a sorrowful expression. 
This agitates her extremely ; she has the 
greatest difficulty in keeping her seat be- 
side the queen. 

Supper is served in the queen^ apart- 
ment. Louis and Maria Theresa sit un- 
der a canopy of cloth of gold. Hundreds 
of wax-lights blaze in gilded stands, and 
the king's twenty-four violins play. The 
dauphin, mademoiselle, and all the princes 
and princesses of the blood present, are 
seated at the table. The ushers and at- 
tendants admit the public to gaze at their 
m^esties. Every well-dressed person can 
enjoy this privilege, and the staircases 
and passages are filled with crowds as- 
cending and descending. 

When the tedious ceremony is over, 
mademoiselle places herself near the 
door, and signs to D'Artagnan to ap- 
proach. 

" Ah, Captain d'Artagnan, I saw you 
looking at me all the time of the ballet," 
she says, with a sigh. 

D'Artagnan, a blufiT, soldierly fellow, 
but crafty withal, and shrewd, a good 
friend and a bitter hater, salutes her re- 
spectfully. 

"D'Artagnan," continues mademoi- 
selle, moving closer beside him, and 
dropping her voice into a whisper, ''you 
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have Bomething to tell me. I see it in 
yoar face. You accompanied Monsiear 
de Lauzan to Pignerol. Tell me every 
thing yon can remember.^' Her mamier 
is quick and hurried, her breath comes 
fast. 

" Your liighness, I left the Comte de 
Lauzun in good health." 

" Thank God I " ejaculated mademoi- 
selle, clasping her hands. 

She feels so faint she is obliged to 
ask the queen's permission to open a 
window, 

^^ Was he indisposed on his long jour- 
ney ? " 

" No, madame ; he was perfectly well. 
I never left him. Even at night I slept in 
the same chamber. Such were my in- 
structions." 

^* Did he speak to you of me ? " asked 
mademoiselle, in a faltering voice, blush- 
ing deeply. 

"Constantly, your highness. He 
spoko of you with the utmost devotion. 
Next to the grief Monsieur de Lauzun 
felt at parting from your royal highness, 
I am persuaded he suffered most from 
the displeasure of his majesty." 

** Proceed, I entreat you," breaks in 
mademoiselle, eagerly. "Every word 
you say is inexpressibly precious to me. 
When did Lauzun first speak to you of 
me, and what did he say ? " 

" I must tell you," continues the art- 
ful D'Artagnan, watching her as a cat 
does a mouse — "I must tell your high- 
ness that before these unfortunate events 
I had avoided the Oomte de Lauzun. I 
imagined he despised every one." 

Mademoiselle shakes her head. 

" Proper pride — a conscious superior- 
ity," she murmurs. 

" Well, madame, when he was arrest- 
ed on St. -Catherine's day, at Saint-Ger- 
main, the Comte de Kochefort brought 
him into the guard-room, and consigned 
him to me. I started at once with him 
on his journey to Pignerol. From time 
to time ho gazed at me, but did not utter 
a single word. When we passed your 
villa at Petit Bourg, he groaned, and 

tears gathered in his eves." 

16 



" Poor Lauzun ! " says mademoiselle, 
softly, lifting up her eyes. 

"*That villa,' said the count to me, 
^ belongs to mademoiselle. Words cannot 
tell what I owe her. She is as good as 
she is great.' " 

"Did Lauznn really say this?" asks 
mademoiselle, with melting eyes. 

"He did, madame," rejoins d'Arta- 
gnan, with secret exultation at seeing how 
the bait is swallowed. " * I am unhappy, 
Captain d'Artagnan,' he went on to say, 
* unhappy, but not guilty. I have served 
my king faithfully. I have worshipped 
mademoiselle — not for her wealth but 
for herself.' " 

Mademoiselle puts her handkerchief 
to her eyes. She is convulsed with sup** 
pressed sobs. 

" Yes, madame; this and much more 
was said by the count. Indeed, his words 
were so touching that, soldier as I am, I 
wept, your highness — ^I really wept." 

"Excellent man," mutters mademoi- 
selle, stretching out her hand toward 
him. "I shall not forget this evidence 
of your appreciation of so noble a gen* 
tleman." 

D'Artagnan makes a profound obei* 
sance. 

("My promotion is now assured," he 
says, to himself, " as well as poor Lau- 
zun's pardon. Mademoiselle has great 
interest with his migesty.") 

D'Artagnan passes his hand across his 
eyes, as if to brush away tears, which he 
does not shed. 

" I have seen much since I served his 
mf^esty," he continues, in broken sen- 
tences, simulating deep grief. " I am an 
observer of human nature ; but never — 
never did I know a man of such elevation 
of mind, with feelings so warm, so genu- 
ine, as Monsieur de Lauzun. The charms 
of his person, the dignity of his manners, 
his fortitude and patience in adversity, are 
more honorable to him than the splendor 
of his position as the first nobleman in 
France." 

Mademoiselle, unable to contain her 
feelings, lays her hand upon D'Artagnan's 
hand, and presses it. 
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"Your penetration does you honor, 
Monsienr d'Artagnan. Yet, so mean, so 
base is the envy of h court, that it is 
whispered about, loud enough even for 
me in my exalted position to hear, that 
Lauzon cares only for my revenues — ^not 
for myself." 

" Good God, what a slander I " cried 
D^Artagnan, with a face of well-simulated 
horror. 

" Yes ; but I do not believe it,'* hasti- 
ly adds mademoiselle. 

'^ I can pledge my honor as a soldier, 
your highness, it is a lie," breaks in D'Ar- 
tagnan, anxious for his friend's pros- 
pects. 

" I know it — I know it," answers ma- 
demoiselle, with triumph. 

"Ah, madame," continues D'Artagnan, 
shaking with suppressed laughter, " did I 
not fear to offend your delicacy, I could 
say more." 

"Ah I did Lauzun speak often of 
me ? " she asks, and a fire comes into her 
sunken eyes. " Tell me." 

" He spoke of nothing else. Day and 
night your name was on his lips. My 
honor as a Gascon upon it." 

" Repeat this to me," cries mademoi- 
selle, with ecstasy. 

"You little know, your highness, 
what tortures he suffers at being sepa- 
rated from vou." 

" Alas I Monsieur d^Artagnan, he can- 
not suffer more than I ! " and mademoi- 
selle's sigh is almost a groan. 

^^Your highness has great influence 
over his mtgesty. Is it possible that his 
imprisonment may be shortened ? " 

" Can you doubt that my whole life, 
my influence, my wealth, all I have, will 
be devoted to this object? " exclaims ma- 
demoiselle. 

("Good," thinks D'Artagnan; "I 
have served my poor friend, and I hope 
myself, well. What an imbecile she is I ") 

At this moment there is a generid 
move. The queen, who has been playing 
cards, rises, and mademoiselle is forced 
to accompany her. 

Years pass ; and Lauzun still remains 
a prisoner at Pignerol. 



Mademoiselle is at the Luxembourg. 
She is sitting in her closet writing, when 
a page enters, and announces Madame de 
Maiutenon. This lady is now the recog- 
nized governess of the legitimatized 
children of the king, the bosom friend 
of their mother, the Marquise de Mon- 
tespan. Already she is scheming to sup- 
plant her in the king's affections. Ma- 
dame de Maintenon is singularly hand- 
some. Her face is pale ; her complexion 
marble-like ; her eyes are large and lus- 
trous, though somewhat fixed Dnd stern. 
Her glossy, dark hair is raised high on 
her head, and a mantilla of lace is thrown 
over it. Her dress is of a sombre color, 
but of the richest material. It rnstles 

* 

along the ground, as, with measured 
steps, she advances toward mademoiselle. 
The latter is conscious of the stately 
bearing of the governess, who dares not, 
however, presume first to address her. 
Mademoiselle does not rise, but bends ber 
head in acknowledgment of her salnta- 
tion, and signs to Madame de Mainteoon 
to be seated. 

" You are come alone, madame," savs 
the princess. "I should have rejoiced 
to see your little charges — ^thoso dear 
children of whom I am so fond. Are 
they well ? " 

" I am happy to infoim your highness 
they are in perfect health. The Doc de 
Maine looked lovely this morning when 
he went with me to mass in the royal 
chapel. I have come to bring you a lit- 
tle letter he has written to your high- 
ness," and the marquise presents a note 
addressed in a school -boy's hand. "Ever 
since he has corresponded with you, dur- 
ing his stay in Holland and at Barege, he 
finds such pleasure in writing to you, I do 
not like to forbid it." 

" The dear child ! I love him greatly," 
replies mademoiselle, secretly wondering 
on what errand Madame de BJaintenon 
has come. 

"I have the honor to inform yonr 
royal highness," says the marquise after 
a pause, fixing her black eyes keenly upon 
her, " my visit to you is official. I come 
from the king." 
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Mademoiselle falls back in her chair; 
a mist gathers before her eyes. " It must 
be about LauzuQ she has comel " is her 
first thought. 

"But before I proceed to the subject 
of my mission/' continues Madame de 
Maintenon, speaking in a dear metallic 
voice, and all the while contemplating 
mademoiselle as if she were an object of 
minute study — "but before I proceed, 
allow me to offer to your highness the 
compliments of Madame de Montespan, 
who is hunting at Cluny with the king. 
She bids me pray you to think of every ' 
thing to please his majesty, in order that | 
he may be inclined to grant what you 
have so much at heart.'' 

Mademoiselle colors, and presses her 
hand to her heart, so violently does it 
throb. 

"Madame do Montespan," continues 
the marquise, "has the highest admira- 
tion for the constancy and the fortitude 
you have shown on a certain subject, 
madame. May I add my tribute of sym- 
pathy also ? *' 

Mademoiselle smiles, and bows gra- 
ciously. She is not ignorant of the grow- 
ing power of the governess, and her high 
favor with the king. 

"We who live at court," adds the 
marquise, loftily, "know too well how 
often great princes forget those whom 
they once loved. Your highness is an 
illustrious exception. May I, madame, 
be permitted to address you on this deli- 
cate subject? It is the purpose of my 
visit." 

" I entreat you to speak," cries made- 
moiselle, greatly excited. "Tell me at 
once. I cannot bear suspense. Is his 
mtyesty about to liberate Monsieur de 
Lauzun after so many years of imprison- 
ment?" 

" Well," replies Madame de Mainte- 
non, with an air of immense importance, 
" you shall judge, princess. His m^esty 
thinks that it is possible, under certain 
conditions — " 

" Will he acknowledge Lauzun as my 
husband ? " 

" Ho will never sanction the marriage, 



yt)ur highness," answers the marquise 
decidedly, avoiding mademoiselle's eager 
gaze. 

Here is a blow I Mademoiselle is ab- 
solutely stunned. Madame de Maintenon 
proceeds in the same monotonous tone : 

. " His majesty has considered the pos- 
sibility of liberating Monsieur de Lauzun, 
but there are difficulties, not perhaps in- 
surmountable, but which at present ren- 
der his gracious intention impossible." 

"Name them," cries mademoiselle 
almost fiercely, suddenly sitting ui)right 
in her chair — "name them instantly." 
She has turned ashy pale; her hands, 
which she extends toward the other lady 
in her agitation, tremble. She is a piti- 
able object. 

" Why, the fact is," and the wily gov- 
erness hems once or twice, gives a slight 
cough, then clears her voice, "his mtgea- 
ty does not choose that the principality 
of Dombes and the Chateau and estates 
of Eu, with which he is informed you 
have invested Monsieur de Lauzun, 
should go out of the royal family. This 
is the difficulty which at present weighs 
with the king. Madame de Montespan 
uses all her eloquence in your favor, 
madame." 

" I am obliged to her," answers made- 
moiselle dryly. "It was rumored th^t 
she was the person who caused his mjyes- 
ty to withdraw his consent to my mar- 
riage." 

This is dangerous ground, and Madame 
de Maintenon hastens to change the sub- 
ject ; for she well knows how true are 
mademoiselle's suspicions. 

" I have nothing to do with the king's 
reasons," is her cautious rejoinder. 
"Doubtless they are excellent." Then 
she glances toward the door as if about 
to go. " Even with your royal highness 
I must be excused canvassing what these 
reasons are. I came simply to deliver a 
message with which I was intrusted, and 
to carry back to his majesty your an- 
swer." 

This speech, delivered with the most 
freezing coldness, almost frightens made- 
moiselle into a fit. She is quite unable 
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to argae with Madame de Maintenon, 
greatly her superior in intellect and in 
craft, specially now, when her excited 
feelings barely permit her to understand 
what is passing. She has sense, however, 
to make a siga to the marquise, intimat- 
ing her pleasure that she should not de- 
part, which she is preparing to do. 

*'His majesty observed," continues 
that lady, looking steadfastly out of the 
window, "that it seems strange these 
royal appanages should pass away into 
an undistinguished family, while those 
who are near and most dear to his miges- 
ty are at this time absolutely portionless 
— the Due de Maine, for instance." 

" Whatl " exclaims mademoiselle, "is 
it only by enriching the Due de Maine 
that the Comte de Lauzun can be liber- 
ated? " As she puts this question, her 
eyes flash, and her brow darkens. Then, 
seeing the stony gaze of the impertur- 
bable 'marquise fixed upon her she com- 
poses herself, and awaits her reply with 
more calmness. 

"I must again entreat your highuess 
to remember," answers Madame de Main- 
tenon, rising from her chwr, and drop- 
ping her eyes on the ground with affected 
humility, "that I am here only as sb 
ambassadress. I beg your highness to 
excuse aught I may have said to offend 
you. But, as I perceived a way of ac- 
commodation open, I ventured to ap- 
proach you as a mediator — simply as a 
mediator." These last words are spoken 
with a kind of uuctuous hypocrisy pe- 
culiar to herself. " Now, madame, if you 
permit, I will take my leave. My duties 
call me back to my beloved charges. I 
have been absent too long already." 

Forthwith, every device was used to 
force mademoiselle into compliance. The 
little Due de Maine was represented as 
being fonder of her than of any other 
creature breathing — one of those singular 
attachments, in fact, that are sometimes 
observed in children, and are quite unac- 
countable. To favor this assertion, the 
worthy pupil of Madame de M^ntenon 
was educated in a system of deceit. 
Every morning he addressed a little billet- 



doux to mademoiselle, represented as the 
genuine effusion of a young and innocent 
heart, the same billet-doux having been 
indited by his governess overnight and 
copied by himself. Bouquets, presents, 
kisses, and caresses, w^ere lavished in the 
same manner. The child played his part 
so well that mademoiselle actually be- 
lieved at last in this simulated attach- 
ment. Madame de Montespan failed not, 
also, to pay the utmost court to made- 
moiselle, and represented to her how ear- 
nestly she used her influence in order to 
induce the king to liberate Lanzun. 
After these manoeuvres had been contin- 
ued for some time, and the two intri- 
gantes deemed that the mind of made- 
moiselle was sufiiciently prepared, Ma- 
dame de Maintenon again set fo^th to 
pay her another visit at the Luxembourg 
Palace. 

This time she at once announced that 
the king ^ad determined to liberate Lau- 
zun. Madenioiselle, in transports of joy 
at the intelligence, so far forgot her di|^- 
nity as to embrace the cunning messen- 
ger, and to load her with thanks. 

After this ebullition had a little sub- 
sided, Madame de Maintenon gravely 
begged mademoisellle not to thank her» 
She again acted merely as an ambassa- 
dress, she said. " But," she adds, " there 
is one person who does deserve her 
thanks ; for nothing can exceed the ear- 
nestness with which he has urged her 
highnesses petition. Nay, he has not 
feared to encounter the king^s anger, so 
constant, so energetic have been his pray- 
ers. It is to him her gratitude is due.'' 

" Who can have been this friend — this 
benefactor?" cried the princess. "Tell 
me, I implore you, that I may load him 
with my gratitude." 

"I can quite understand your feel- 
ings," returned Madame de Maintenon; 
" your wish to be informed of the name 
of this unknown benefactor is most natu- 
ral ; but, to gratify yon, I must break a 
promise — a most solemn promise-— I have 
made never to reveal his name. He did 
not desire to be knpwn; he wished to 
serve you in secret." 
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"Don't talk to me of secrecy, ma- 
dame, in Booh a moment. Tell me at 
once to whom I am so deeply indebted." 

"If I must speak," replied the inimi- 
table De Maintenon (rejoicing at the suc- 
cess of her mancBuvres), " it is the Due 
de Maine^ who prevailed on his father to 
grant the petition he knew would so de- 
light his beloved friend and protectress. 
The aflfection he feels toward yon is in- 
deed something — " 

"The darling child!" exclaimed ma- 
demoiselle, " how I love him 1 Is it pos- 
sible he has done this for me I How can 
I reward him ? — what can I do to show 
him how grateful I am ? " 

This was precisely the point to which 
Madame de Maintenon had been laboring 
to bring the princess. She now artfuUy 
observed that there was only one way of 
rewarding the disinterested attachment of 
the Due de Maine in a manner worthy of 
mademoiselle. " I feel bound, however," 
she continued, "to warn your highness 
that, after all that has been said, and the 
personal interest his mtyesty feels in the 
success of these negotiations, ho will be 
80 incensed at any withdrawal on your 
part now, that your personal liberty — 
yes, madame," she repeated, seeing the j 
princess's look of terror, "your personal 
liberty will be in danger. You may be 
sent to the Bastilo ! " 

The mention of such a possibility 
alarmed mademoiselle beyond measure, 
and she anxiously inquired of Madame 
•de Maintenon if she thought there was 
any chance of such a misfortune. 

" Not if by your generosity you bind 
his majesty, as it were, to fulfil the 
pledge he has now given," was the dis- 
creet reply. 

Thus did Madame de Maintenon un- 
fold her tactics, and work on the weak 
Tnind of the lovesick princess. She saw 
that the point was already gained, and, 
fearing to destroy the favorable impres- 
sion she had made, left mademoiselle to 
ruminate on the approaching return of 
Lauzun, and all the happiness in store for 
her. Hastening back to Versailles, she 
communicated her success to the king 



and' to Madame de Montespan, who were 
equally delighted at the triumph of their 
unworthy artifices. 
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The Due de Maine was invested with 
the principality of Dombes and the county 
of En. The deeds were signed in Ma- 
dame de Montespan's apartments at Ver- 
sailles. 

The sacrifice once made, nothing could 
exceed the ecstasy of mademoiselle. After 
a separation of many years, Lauzun would 
be restored to her arms I He was free — 
he would bo with her in a few days I 
The exquisite certainty of bliss intoxi- 
cated her senses. 

On her return to the Luxembourg she 
flew to her room, and took a hand-mirror 
from her toilet. She gazed at herself in 
it attentively ; she asked herself, as she 
has already done a hundred times before, 
"Can ho still love me? Are my eyes 
bright? Are my cheeks rosy? Is my 
hair abundant as in the old days when 
Lauzun praised it ? " 

The examination satisfied her. Joy 
had effaced the wrinkles, and brought a 
passing bloom back to her face. Sho 
overlooked her gray locks, those she 
could powder. Her lips parted into a 
smile. "While she was still looking at 
herself, and turning her head in various 
positions in order to catch the light, a 
page entered, and announced, " Monsieur 
dc Baraille" (he was a friend of Lauzun). 
Baraille's sudden entrance startled her. 
She turned round abruptly, stumbled 
against a chair, and the mirror, an oval 
of rock - crystal set in a gold frame, 
dropped from her hand. 

" Ah ! Monsieur de Baraille," she 
cried, looking at the fragments which 
strewed the floor, "why did yon come in 
so suddenly ? This is a dreadful omen." 
■ . • . . 

Mademoiselle de Montpensier is at 
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Ohoisy. The agitation of her mind is 
indescribable. She has the gravest rea- 
sons for displeasure. Lauzan is in France, 
but shows no desire to see her. 

At last he makes his appearance. He 
is dressed in an old nniform, which he 
had worh before his imprisonment; it 
was now too short, and too small for 
him, and shabby and torn. His hair, of 
a reddish shade, has fallen off during his 
long imprisonment, and he wears a black 
wig with flowing curls, which covers his 
shoulders. He enters her cabinet, by the 
gallery, hung with the portraits of her 
ancestors. At sight of him mademoiselle 
springs to her feet, and opens her arms 
to embrace him. Lauzun throws him- 
self on the ground before her. She raises 
him, covers him with kisses, murmuring 
words of fond endearment into his ear. 

For a few moments each, overcome 
by widely different feelings, remains 
speechless. Lauzun examines her cu- 
riously. This inspection does not seem 
satisfactory. He knits his brow, and 
slightly shrugs his shoulders. Altogether 
his manner is far from reassuring. Ho 
does not care to conceal his surprise at 
the change he sees in the royal lady be- 
side him. She is now sixty, her face is 
pinched and lined by age ; her form bent 
and attenuated. She has put powder on 
her gray hair, which is decked with rib- 
bons, and rouge upon her shrivelled 
cheeks, in a vain effort to appear young. 
But even her blind infatuation can no 
longer deceive her. She is old, and she 
knows it. 

"I must ask your pardon," says Lau- 
zun, at last, breaking an awkward pause, 
*' for having been so long on the road to 
Paris to join you. My health is very del- 
icate; it is weakened by long confine- 
ment. I was ill at Amboise." (The 
truth being tliat he had been engaged in 
n violent flirtation with the wife of the 
governor, the Marquise d'AUuyc. Made- 
moiselle had been informed of this.) 

As Lauzun speaks, mademoiselle raises 
her eyes, and looks him in the face. It 
was the same deep, harmonious voice, full 
of subtle melody, that had once charmed 



her ear, like a cadence of sweet mnsic. 
There were the same clear eyes whose 
glance ruled her destiny. Those eyes 
that had haunted her day and night for 
so many years, through the mists of time 
and absence. There were the features 
whose every turn she had studied with 
unutterable tenderness ; those lips which 
had parted to utter words on which hung 
her very life. There before her was her 
Lauzun, the object of such longing de- 
sire, such tortured suspense; of such 
eager strivings, of such willing self-sacri- 
fice. But oh, how changed! 

Now the scales had fallen from her 
eyes. For the first time she saw him as he 
was. He was her Lauzun no longer. She 
felt that she was repugnant to him. An 
agony of grief welled up within her; 
she could have screamed for very bitter- 
ness of soul in the wild impulse of her 
despair. But at this supreme moment 
her pride came to her support. Should 
she let him mock the strivings of her 
tortured spirit? gauge the abyss of her 
misery with his cold, steely eye? No; 
mortal as w^ere the wounds his cruelty 
had inflicted, they should still be sacred. 
She would say nothing. As she looks at 
him (and, looking at him, gazes also 
through the long vista of years that bis 
presence recalls) she composes her coun- 
tenance to an unnatural calmness, and 
she replies to him, in a voice almost as 
careless as his own : 

" It gives me infinite pain to hear you 
have been ill, but I rejoice to see you so 
perfectly restored. I never saw you look- 
ing better in my life." 

A glare of anger passed into Lanznn's 
eyes, and he frowned. Again there was 
a long and awkward pause. 

" You have laid out a great deal of 
money here at Choisy," he says, with a 
sneer, his eyes wandering round. *' I 
think you have been ill advised to pur- 
chase this place. It is a mere guinguette^ 
lying in a hole. What a useless building 
it is — so ill designed, too I " and bo casts 
his eyes contemptuously down the suite 
of rooms, the doors of which are open. 

"Some people think it is not ^ood 
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enoQgh for me,^^ answers mademoiselle, 
with forced calmness, although her lips 
tremble in spite of herself. 

"Have yon paid for it, madame? " 
asks Lanznn, with the utmost imperti- 
nence. 

" I have paid for it," replies the prin- 
cess. 

Lanznn now rises, and strides np and 
down the cabinet. He strolls into the 
adjoining gallery, eying the precious or- 
naments with which the tables are cov- 
ered. He takes the most valuable articles 
in his hands and carefully examines them, 
holding them up against the light. Then 
he returns, stands opposite mademoiselle, 
and examines her features with a stare of 
cynical scrutiny. She grows crimson 
under this insolent inspection, but says 
nothing. 

" You would have done much better 
to have given me the money you have 
squandered here. I have suffered great 
misery." 

" I have given you too much already, 
Monsieur de Lauzun," replies mademoi- 
selle, in an unsteady voice, for his heart- 
less greed smote her to the very soul. 

**I fear you are horribly cheated," 
adds Lanznn, not noticing her reply, and 
again he walks np and down the room. 
^* I could manage matters much better for 
you. "Will you make me your treasurer ? " 

He speaks eagerly, and there is a hun- 
gry gleam in his eye that bodes ill for 
mademoiselle's revenues. 

"No, I will not," answers mademoi- 
selle, firmly. " If you want to know, I 
have paid for this place forty thousand 
livres. I sold my string of pearls to pur- 
chase it." 

"Oh! you have sold your string of 
pearls without consulting me?" inter- 
rupts Lauzun, with an offended air. 
" What waste I What folly 1 " 

He stops in his pacing np and down 
the room, and fixes his eyes upon her in 
another silent scrutiny. 

" I see yon still wear colored ribbons 
in your hair. Surely, at your age, this is 
ridicnlons." 

" The queen does the same." 



" Are yon not older than the queen? " 

"I am old, Monsieur de Lauzun," re- 
plies mademoiselle,, stung to the quick, 
yet speaking with dignity ; " but persons 
of my rank dress according to established 
etiquette. Have you nothing more to say 
to me, Lanznn ? " she says, speaking low. 

She can bear no more ; her pride and 
her fortitude are rapidly forsaking her. 
She feels she is breaking down, spite of 
herself. She longs inexpressibly to fold 
Lauzun in her arms, to tell him all her 
love ; to beseech him to return it, even 
ever so little a return, for that vast treas- 
ure she offers. But she is withheld by 
absolute shame. 

" I have made great sacrifices to re- 
store you to liberty, Lauzun," she con- 
tinues, timidly, her voice almost failing 
her, and not daring to look up at him for 
fear of encountering his chilling gaze. 
" I have made many sacrifices. I under- 
stood that you approved of them." Lau- 
zun does not answer. Mademoiselle 
speaks humbly now, for what is money, 
contempt, insult, to her, so that he would 
love her, only a little? "I have also 
made arrangements with Colbert to pay 
your debts." 

" I am obliged to yon," replies Lau- 
zun, with a sneer. "Let me tell you, 
however," and he advances close to 
where she is sitting, and fixes his eyes 
fiercely upon her — "let me tell you I 
would rather command the royal dragoons 
and be back again at court in attendance 
on the king than have all the money you 
have or ever can give me." 

Mademoiselle turns very faint, and 
clasps her hands. Her eyes close, as if 
she is going to swoon. Lauzun contem- 
plates her unmoved. He docs not offer 
her the smallest assistance. 

" Good Grod ! " she exclaims, after a 
while, " how much I am to be pitied I I 
have despoiled myself, and you are un- 
grateful." 

" Louise," says Lauzun, feeling he has 
gone too far, stooping and trying to kiss 
her hand, "spare me hysterics. Let us 
talk business." 

" We have talked nothing else," cries 
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mademoiselle, her indignation rising at 
his heartless indifference. " Not a word 
of affection has oome from your lips," 
her voice grows thick, and tears rush into 
her eyes. Spite of herself, she is again 
rapidly giving way. It was the old fight 
between heart and no heart, man who 
feels nothing, woman who feels every 
thing. 

*'I want my place at court," says Lau- 
zun, abruptly. " Will you use your in- 
fluence to reinstate me ? Else, I would 
rather have remained in prison at Pigne- 
rol." He speaks in a tone of the bitter- 
est reproach. 

" I will do what I can," mademoiselle 
answers, in a husky voice. 

" Do what you can I " retorts Lauzun, 
turning upon her savagely — "do what 
you can! Morhleu, if you answer me 
like that, I will tell you the truth. You 
have ruined me — you have destroyed my 
reputation — ^lost me my position. Louise 
d'OrlCaus, I wish I had never seen you ! " 

" It is false," returns mademoiselle, in 
a loud voice, her passion rising at his in- 
justice ; ** it is false. I have not iiyured 
you — the king will tell you so himself." 
Lauznn is growing more and more defi- 
ant, almost threatening. His hand rests 
on the hilt of his sword. This is too 
much even for her to bear. "If you 
have nothing more to say. Monsieur de 
Lauzun, leave me." She speaks with the 
habit of command long years have given 
her. 

"I will not go," cries he ; " you have 
no right to order me. Am I not your 
husband .^" Lauzun hisses out these last 
words, more like a venomous serpent 
than a man. He grasps the arm of ma- 
demoiselle, who shrinks away from him. 
His w^hole bearing is wild and menacing. 
" You leave me without money, you who 
have lost me all I value in the world; 
you, who are old enough to be my 
mother I " Mademoiselle covers her face 
with her hands, she cowers before him. 
" Can you deny it ? Instead of provid- 
ing mo with a proper residence and equi- 
pajre when I came out of prison, I have 
not even a carriage of my own. I am in 



miserable lodgings witli Bollinde, one of 
your people, while you — you live in a 
palace. I have no money to pay my 
debts." 

" It is false," she replies, rising and 
facing him boldly. "I have paid your 
debts. If yon have fresh ones they are 
gambling debts. Those I refuse to pay." 

" But you shall I " roars Lauzun, 
stamping his foot, and raising his hand 
as if to strike her. " I am your husband. 
I have a right to all you have." 

" I will pay no more," shrieks made- 
moiselle, now excited beyond fear. " Go 
to your friends, those ladies you love so 
well, Madame de Montespan and. the 
others." She clinches her fist as tho 
bitter pangs of jealousy shoot through 
her souL "I will not pay such debts," 
she repeats ; then she draws herself up, 
and faces him with a ^courage he has nev- 
er seen in her before. It calms him in- 
stantly. 

" Look at these diamond buttons yon 
sent me. They are vile. You have such 
splendid jewels ! " He liits up his lace 
rufiSes, and displays a pair of solitaire dia- 
monds of great beauty, which fasten bis 
wristbands. He is as fawning and eager 
as a beggar. 

"I will give you other diamonds,^* 
answers mademoiselle, with composure. 
"But what I do for you in future de- 
pends on your own conduct. Monsieur do 
Lauzun, or rather Due de Montpensier, 
for such I have created you." 

There was a depth of irony in thus 
addressing him by his title at this partic- 
ular moment. 

" Well, madame, as you please," an- 
swers Lauzun, contemptuously scanning 
her all over. " If I am not satisfied, I 
shall go abroad and command foreign 
armies. I will go anyichere to rid my- 
self of you. I hope never to see yon 
again," and a look of undisguised hatred 
flashes from his eyes. 

" You need not go far to rid yourself 
of me," cries mademoiselle, incensed be- 
yond bounds. " Leave me instantly, un- 
grateful man ! You have sufficiently oat- 
raged me. In the presence, too, of mf 
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great ancestors," she wlds, and with a 
stately action she extends her hand tow- 
ard the portraits which liang aronnd; 
"those ancestors, one of whose time- 
honored titles I have given you. You 
might, I think, have chosen a more suita- 
hle spot for your insults," and she meas- 
ures him from head to foot. Then, with 
an imperious gesture, she points to the 
door. 

Still they met, mademoiselle yet clung 
to Lauzun. In the month of September 
they are together at Choisy for a few 
days. Lauzun has enormous gambling 
debts and wants money, therefore he is 
come. On returning one evening from 
hunting he sees mademoiselle seated un- 
der the shade of one of the fine old 
elms in the park, her favorite tree. 
She is in tears. It is nine o^clock at 
night, she has long awaited his return ; 
now it is nearly dark. Lauzim gallops 
up to where she sits. He dismounts, 
gives his horse into the hands of a 
«ervant, and casts himself on the grass 
beside her. By so doing ho splashes her 
dress with mud, but he offers no apology. 
He unfastens the heavy hunting-boots he 
wears, and endeavors to draw them off, 
but he does not succeed. Then ho turns 
suddenly round, and thrusts them into 
her face. 

"Here, Louise d'Orl^ans," he says, 
" make yourself useful ; take off my 
boots." Mademoiselle betrays no emo- 
tion, she only rises and returns to the 
house. 

They never met agdn. A brief record 
remained of her existence, graven on the 
tomb where she lay, among " the daugh- 
ters of France," unloved — unmoumed ; a 
sad example that riches to a woman are 
too often a curse. The brief record is as 
follows : 

" Anne Marie Louise d'Orldans, eldest 
daughter of Gaston de France; Souve- 
raine Princesso de Dombes, Princesse 
Dauphine d'Auvergne, Comtesse d'Eu, 
Duchesse de Montpensier; died 1698, 
aged sixty-six." 



CHAPTER LXVIL 

FALL OP DE MONTESPAK. ^ 

About this time Madame de Mainte- 
non announced to the king that she had 
received a mission from heaven to con- 
vert him from the error of his ways. " I 
was brought to court miraculously for 
this purpose ; God willed it," she writes 
to her daughter. Singularly exjough, this 
conviction of her mission coincided with 
the absence of Madame de Montespan at 
the baths of Bourbon. 

Louis had come to view these tempo- 
rary absences as a relief. lie had grown 
somewhat weary of the once-adored mar- 
quise. He inclined to think the society 
of Madame de Maintenon preferable. In 
her company, the charms of friendship 
exceeded the delights of love. She was 
leading him up to heaven on an easy path 
strewn with flowers. Conscious as he 
was of his past sins, he yet liked the pro- 
cess of repentance. 

The apartments of Madame de Main- 
tenon at Versailles, on the same floor as 
his own, were well placed for constant 
intercourse. They no longer exist, but 
the situation is identified as having been 
near the south wing, contiguous to his 
own suite, which was separated from 
that of the queen by the Salle de TOEil 
de Bceuf, a corridor, and some smaller 
rooms. 

The affection of her pupil, the Ditc de 
Maine, and the esteem and approval of 
the queen, strengthened Madame de 
Maintenon's position. Maria Theresa 
quite venerated the H-devant Veuve Scar- 
ron. 

Maria Theresa, who refused to doubt 
La Vallifere's purity, and who long de- 
fended the virtue of Madame de Montes- 
pan, was bom to bo a dupe. Her unsus- 
picious nature fell an easy prey to the 
duplicity of Madame de Maintenon, who 
would have imposed on a stronger-mind- 
ed person than the guileless queen. The 
king carefully intensified these good im- 
pressions. He confided to his consort the 
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.couviction of Madame de Maintenon that 
he would infallibly be " damned " if he 
did not cleave to herself alone, and live 
with her in love and unity. Such words 
from the lips of her augnst husband, 
whom she had all her life worshipped too 
entirely to have dared to appropriate to 
herself, won the queen^s whole heart. 
iN^ever had she been so blessed. Her 
Olympian spouse spent hours beside her ; 
his conduct was exemplary. Maria The- 
resa, overcome by the weight of her ob- 
ligations to the wily gouvemante^ treated 
her with the utmost distinction. She 
joined with the king in appointing her 
lady in waiting to the new dauphine. 

By-and-by Madame de Montespan, 
having finished her course of drinking 
and bathing at Bourbon, returned. That 
the waters had agreed with her was evi- 
dent. Her eyes were more voluptuous, 
her aspect more enticing than ever. 
For a time the king's conviction of Ma- 
dame de Maintenon^s mission wavered; 
ho forgot his salvation. 

Madame de Maintenon, invested with 
the authority of a Christian prophetess, 
denounced his apostasy. Madame de 
Montespan was furious ; quarrels ensued 
between herself and Madame de Mainte- 
non, in which the choleric, frank-spoken 
sinnw was overruled by the crafty saint. 
The king, called in as umpire, decided 
always in favor of the latter ; she could 
clothe her wrongs in such eloquent lan- 
guage, she was so specious, so plausible, 
she continued to identify herself so en- 
tirely with his salvation, that ho again 
became repentant. His coldness toward 
her rival increased. This rival, the gov- 
erness of her cliildren, insulted Madame 
la Marquise de Montespan. Her fury 
knew no bounds. She felt that her fall 
was approaching; that the ground on 
which she stood was undermined. She 
denounced her treacherous governess to 
the king ; she declared that the Veuve 
Scarron had not been immaculate. She 
even caused a pamphlet to be printed in 
which names, places, dates, and details, 
were given. She showed it to the king ; 
Louis shook his head, and replied that 



she had herself defended her protegee so 
ably that he was unalterably convinced 
of her virtue. The Marquise de Monte- 
span was bowed out of Versailles. 

. • • • a 

The influence of Madame de Mamte- 
non changed the atmosphere of the court 
A holy calm succeeded to strife and do- 
tation. Gallantry, gambling, intrigues, 
and women, no longer formed the staple 
of general conversation. Religious dis- 
cussions, theological disputes, and eccle- 
siastical gossip, became the fashion. An- 
ecdotes of the various court confessor* 
were discussed in the (Eil de Boeuf with 
extraordinary eagerness. The priest of 
Versailles was a more important person- 
age than a royal duke ; Bosauet had more 
influence than Louvois; P^re la Chaise 
overtopped the great Louis himself. The 
court ladies became decided prudes^ 
rolled their eyes sanctimoniously, wore 
lace kerchiefs, renounced rouge, and rare- 
ly smiled. No whisper of scandal pro- 
faned the royal circle. His majesty was 
subdued and serene, assiduous in the 
affairs of religion, and constant in his at- 
tendance on his comely directress. 

On the 30th July, 1688, the'queen died. 
She expired in the arms of Madame de 
Maintenon. On her death-bed she gave 
her the nuptial ring which she had re- 
ceived from his majesty. This gift was 
significant. 

The concealed ambition of Madame de 
Maintenon, her greed of dominion, the in- 
solence of the inferior about to revenge 
the wrongs suffered in her obscurity, a 
sense, too, of her own power, now roused 
her to grasp that exalted position which, 
even while the queen lived, had tempted 
her imagination. Now began a system 
of coquetry, so refined, as to claim the* 
distinction of a fine art The lady is 
forty-five, and looks young and fresh for 
her age ; her hair is still black and glos- 
sy; her forehead smooth, her skin ex- 
quisitely white; her figure lissom and 
upright, if ample. There is a hidden fire 
in her stealthy eyes ; a grandeur in her 
bearing, that charms while it imposes. 
Not all the vicissitudes of her checkered 
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career can wash out the blood of the 
D'Aubign^s which flows in her veins. 
The old king is desperately in love with 
her. It is the first time in his life he has 
encountered any opposition to his will. 
There is a novelty in the sensation won- 
derfully enthralling. The conquest of a 
lady who can thus balk him acquires an 
enormous importance in his eyes. He 
has run the fortune of war both at home 
and abroad ; he has carried fortresses by 
storm, assailed the walls of great cities ; 
ho has conquered in the open plain ; but 
hero is a female citadel that is impregna- 
ble. His attack and her defence are con- 
ducted in daily interviews, lasting six, 
and even ten hours. If he can win her, 
he feels too that his salvation is insured. 
A life of repentance passed with such an 
angel is a foretaste of celestial bliss. 
There is something sublime in the woman 
who can reconcile earth with heaven, 
and satisfy his longings in time and eter- 
nity. 

• • . ■ • 

Suddenly Madame do Maintenon an- 
nounces her intention of leaving the 
court forever. 

The king, who occupies his usual 
place in her saloon, sitting in an arm- 
chair placed between the door leading 
into the antechamber and the chimney- 
piece, listens with speechless dismay. 

Madame de Maintenon, who sits oppo- 
site to him, on the other side of the chim- 
ney-piece, in a recess hung with red dam- 
ask, a little table before her, stitches 
calmly at the tapestry she holds in her 
hand. She affects not to observe him, 
and continues speaking in a fuU firm 
voice. "My mission is accomplished, 
sire. I have been permitted to be the 
humble instrument of leading your ma- 
jesty to higher and holier thoughts. Your 
peace with Heaven is now made. I de- 
sire to retire, leaving my glorious work 
complete." 

" What, madame I Do I hear aright? 
You propose to leave me ? — me, a soli- 
tary man, to whom your society is indis- 
pensable ? " There is a deep longing in 
the king's eye as it rests upon her, a trem- 



ulous solicitude in his manner that she 
observes with secret joy. 

" Sire, I implore you to allow me to 
depart. I yearn for repose. I have re- 
mained at court greatly against my will, 
solely for your advantage." 

" Remain always," munnurs the king, 
contemplating her fondly ; ** my life — my 
happiness — my very being is bound up • 
in you. Deprived of you, I may again 
fall into deadly sin. Do not forsake me."^ 

These last words are spoken in a 
whisper, full of tenderness. He rises 
from his arm-chair and approaches her. 
Madame do Maintenon looks at him 
sharply ; then moves her chair backward. 
Louis stops midway and gazes at her tim- 
idly. He returns to his arm-chair, and 
sighs profoundly. 

"Impossible, your mfigesty," repliea 
the marquise, stiffly, arranging the folds 
of her dress. " I repeat, my task is done. 
The court is reformed, your salvation 
secure. But, while benefiting others, I 
have exposed myself to calummy. Sire, 
I am called your mistress. I am branded 
as the successor of Madame de Monte- 
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span 

"What villain has dared to assail 
your immaculate virtue? Tell me who 
he is, and there is no punishment he shall 
not suffer," and the king's face flashes 
scarlet. There is the old look of com- 
mand upon his brow — ^the old decision in 
his manner. 

" Sire," answers Madame do Mainte- 
non quietly, " such passion is unnecessary. 
I am not worthy of it. I have already 
done all that is needfal, let me go. I can 
servo you no longer." 

"You are worthy, madame, of all 
that a man — that a monarch can lay at 
your feet," cries Louis, with enthusiasm. 
A cynical smile plays upon her full- 
lipped mouth while the king speaks. 

"I am at least worthy of respect, sire. 
The suspicion of impurity is intolerable. 
I cannot bear it ; I oust go." 

"You are too hurried, dearest ma- 
dame," returns the king; "too impres- 
sionable. Whatever observations may be 
aroused by our intimacy, and my well- 
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known attachment to you, they should 
not annoy yon. Your character is an all- 
sufficient defence." 

"Ah, sire, this is not sufficient. I 
must fly from even the semblance of sus- 
picioD. You are a single man, I am a 
widow. I must leave Versailles. Your 
mtyesty cannot wish me to remain, to be- 
come an object of contempt. 

** Contempt? Impossible!" exclaims 
Louis, abruptly. *' No one whom I, the 
King of France, have loved, has ever suf- 
fered contempt." 

No sooner were these words out of 
his mouth, than the king had reason to 
repent having uttered them. The outraged 
prude burst into a flood of tears. After all, 
was her crafty scheming to be in vain ? 
Would Louis not understand that as a wife 
— and a wife only — she would remain ? 

**Ah, sire," sobs she, with genuine 
sorrow, "is this the return you make for 
my too great devotion to your mcgesty's 
salvation? I, who have led you step by 
step toward that Deity, whose wrath 
your transgressions had so justly in- 
censed? Is it for this I have rescued 
you from the flames of purgatory — the 
fire of everlasting hell ? " 

Louis turns ghastly pale; a nervous 
tremor seizes him. He dare not look 
Madame de Maintenon in the face, for 
her piercing black eyes glare upon him, 
and seem to scan his inmost soul. He dare 
not interrupt lier ; he must listen to all she 
has to say, so great is her empire over him. 

She continues : 

"Am I sunk so low in your esteem 
that you mention me in the same breath 
with a Montespan, a Fontanges ? Alas I I 
have soiled my good name to serve you, 
and is thu^ then, my recompense ? " 

As she speaks, in a hard, resolute 
voice, her reproachful eyes rivet them- 
selves upon Louis. 

" Do you forget, sire, that I am the 
woman whom your sainted queen spe- 
ciaUy esteemed? On whose bosom she 
expired? To whom, as she drew her 
dying breath, she gave this ring ? " 

She takes from her finger the nuptial 
ring which Maria Theresa had given her. 



It was a single diamoad of remarkable 
brilliancy. After contemplating it for aii 
instant she drops it on the floor, midway 
between herself and Louis ; then, with a 
stately gesture, she rises to depart 

The impress of many passions is visi- 
ble on the countenance of the aged mon- 
arch. Love and pride are written there. 
Pride is on his broad forehead — ^in the 
carnage of his liead — in his arched and 
bushy eyebrows — in his still erect form — 
in the action of his hands and arms, as 
they grasp the chair on which ho sits up- 
right — pride, intense, inflexible pride. 
But his dark eyes glow with passion. 
Those eyes devour Madame de Mainte- 
non, as she stands erect before him, her 
eyes turned toward heaven, the ring at 
her feet. His month, around which deep 
wrinkles gather, works — as did his father's 
— with a nervous spasm ; but the parted 
lips seem to pant for the beloved object 
before him. At length he raises himself 
slowly from his chair — stoops — pick^s up 
the nuptial ring of his first wife— kisses it, 
and places it on the finger of Madame de 
Maintenon. 

" Mon amie,^^ he says, with solemnity, 
" do not leave me. As your husband, I 
will defend you." 

Even in the reign of Louin XIV. pub- 
lic opinion made itself heard. Placards 
appeared upon the walls of Paris to this 
eifect : 

"Lost— The Boyol Sceptre. The finder will be well 
rewarded.*' 

The next day was announced, in the same 
place : 

" The Sceptre found— Discovered on the toilet of 
a hjrpocrite." 

" The ScalcB of .Tustico, also lost, found hidden In 
the sleeve of a Jesalf 

Other placards followed ; they ran eii 
follows : 

GRAND SPECTACLE 1 
His Majesty .... Mamonettes. 
In the Chapel of Versailles. 

GHATIS 1 

On a day to bo hereafter announced. 

Louis XIY. will fill the part of Garpantna; 
Madame de Maintenon, Madame Glgogfne; 
the Abbe Gobelin, Pierrot; P6re la Qialse, 
Satan (the lover of Madame Gtgogne). 
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CHAPTER LXVIir. 

QUEEN MAIKTENON. 

It is the winter of 1685. The night 
is dark and starless. Fast-falling snow 
makes the ^r thick and covers the groand 
OS with a white mantle. An icy blast is 
blowing, chilling alike to man and beast. 
As eleven o'clock strikes, the Archbishop 
of Paris leaves his palace, spite of the in- 
clement weather. He is alone in his 
coach. Midnight is past when he draws 
up outside the great gates of Versailles. 
Those open silently. He drives onward, 
traversing the vast court-yard, passing 
the equestrian statue of Louis XIY ., until 
he reaches the Gour de Marbre, between 
the two pavilions of the central portion 
of the ch&teau. Here the outer portal at 
the foot of the grand staircase is cgar. 
Bontemps, governor of the Palace of 
Versailles, valet, confidant, and pur^reyor 
generally to the wants of his mcgesty, 
stands behind it awaiting the archbish- 
op. He holds a light, which he carefully 
shades with his hand. Monseigneur de 
Harlay, archbishop, descends from his 
coach shivering all over. His teeth chat- 
ter in his head, not only from the cold 
which is excessive, but from apprehension 
of what he is about to engage in. Bon- 
temps precedes him up the stairs, holding 
the light in his hand. They traverse 
whole suites of rooms, a spacious hall, a 
long gallery, and many corridors. No 
word is spoken, every soul is asleep, and 
. it is urgent they should remain so. Once 
within the king's apartments all is light, 
warmth, and luxury. The wellnigh 
frozen dignitary revives. Before him is 
the king, dignified, composed, and cheer- 
ful. With him are tlie Marquis de Mont- 
chevreuil and the Chevalier de Forbin, as 
witnesses ; P^re la Chaise is also there to 
assist the archbishop. An altar is dressed 
in the centre of the room. As soon as 
his majesty has saluted Monseigneur de 
Harlay, Bon temps is dispatched to fetch 
Madame de Maintenon. She loses no time 
in appearing. The marriage rites arc 



performed by P^re la Chaise, confessor to 
the king ; the benediction is given by the 
archbishop. 

The marriage is to be secret; but 
Louis XIV. henceforth addresses her as 
"Jfo^ww." He receives his ministers 
in her saloon ; the Marquise do Mainte* 
non the while sitting upon a fauteuil in 
his presence. These are royal honors. 
Monseigneur le Dauphin and the princes 
of the blood never forgive the marriage. 
The contempt and hatred they feel toward 
Madame de Maintenon cannot be con- 
cealed. As favorite they had tolerated 
her ; as wife they rebel against her. Yet 
her will is law. The Duo de Maine and 
the Due and Duchesse de Bourgogne, son 
and daughter-in-law to Monseigneur, are 

the only exceptions. 

• • • • • 

We are again at Choisy. Every win- 
dow is a blaze of light, the terraced gar- 
den flashes with millions of colored 
lamps. The dauphin and his consort, 
the princes and princesses, ^ourtiers, 
singers, actors, and poets, fill the fore- 
ground. Brocade and satin sweep the 
terraces; cocked-hats and feathers, rib- 
bons, lace, plumes, jewels, orders, wave 
and glitter. There is the sound of laugh- 
ter and mad jest — joyous music and vo- 
luptuous feasting, petit soupers and splen- 
did balls, theatricals and concerts. 

Long flights of marble stairs descend 
through bosky groves, sweet with the 
scent of lilacs and honeysuckles, to the 
Seine, on whose grassy banks, illuminated 
by torches and bonfires, a flotilla of boats 
is moored under the overhanging woods. 
If the essence of oil the fstes given in 
France were concentrated, the result 
would be Choisy before the revolution. 
In the hands of monseigneur it is a min- 
iature court, rivalling what Versailles 
was; a court where youth, joy, and 
beauty, reign supreme. Louis, now old, 
desires that all the world should be old 
likewise — fast, pray, confess, and hear 
sermons, like himself. Choisy is a scan- 
dal to him. The dauphin receives orders 
to quit, and take up his abode at Meudon. 
Monseigneur, a short, stout, thick-set 
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man, with a fair complexion, and what 
would have been handsome features had 
his nose not been broken, appears before 
Madame de Maintenon, the real mler of 
France. She is seated in her apartments, 
working as usual at her tapestry. She 
does not rise at his entrance, and her as- 
pect is severe and repellaot. 

^^ Madame," says the dauphin, seating 
himself at a gesture she makes, '^ can you 
explain to me what motive has induced 
his mf^esty to banish me from my favor- 
ite residence of Choisy ? " 

Madame de Maintenon does not raise 
her eyes from her work, " Banishment, 
you call it, monseigneur ; yon mistake the 
term. Not banishment, simply a change 
of abode designed for your good by his 
majesty, your august father." 

" For my good ? Surely I am of an 
ago to judge for myself I If I cannot live 
where I please, I am under arrest. I am 
not aware in what I have merited the 
royal displeasure." 

" Observe, Monseigneur le Dauphin," 
answers the marquise, fixing her black 
eyes upon him, *Hhe king feels no dis- 
pleasure; on the contrary, he desires 
your more constant presence at his court, 
near his person." The marquise spoke 
these words with special emphasis. 

" Madame, I am most grateful for the 
amiable manner in which you express his 
m%jesty^s flattering wish, but might not 
some plan be found to unite my presence 
at court with my residence at Ohoisy ? " 

" Impossible, your highness. In a 
monarchy there can be but one sovereign. 
The court must surround that sovereign. 
Now, permit me to observe, there are 
two courts and something like two sov- 
ereigns." 

" I am not conscious, madame," re- 
plies the dauphin, with dignity, " what 
action of my life justifies such an accusa- 
tion. If his nifyesty desires to repri- 
mand me, as a father, I ask the favor of 
hearing it from his own lips." 

" Monseigneur," replies Madame de 
Maintenon, with affected humility, " it is 
his majesty who speaks by my voice. I 
Am less than nothing other than through 



him. If yon desire to know what causes 
his displeasure, it is that in the magnifi- 
cent y«^ you give at Choisy he observes 
that one most important element of so- 
ciety is omitted — an element his mi^esty 
considers essential." 

" What element, madame ? " 

" That of the Church, your highness." 

The dauphin is suddenly convulsed 
with a fit of violent laughter, and takes a 
hasty leave. 

** The Church at Choisy, ma/oi ! " he 
says aloud, when he has safely passed the 
anteroom and is well beyond hearing. 
"My old master, Bossuet, Bonrdalone, 
and the Versailles Jesuits, assisting at 
midnight ^^ at Choisy — what a notion! 
I must tell this to Mademoiselle Choin. 
How she will laugh I " 

Charlotte de Bavidre, second wife of 
Philippe d'Orl^ans, brother of the king, 
hated the "old woman," as she called 
Madame de Maintenon. She saw through 
her and despised her. Madame do Main- 
tenon returned her animosity with inter- 
est, but she dared not provoke her. 
There was something about this frank, 
downright German princess that was not 
to be trifled with. Whatever her eccen- 
tricities might be, they were respected ; 
she was left in peace to drink as much 
beer and to eat as many aauemons as the 
peculiarity of her constitution required. 

In person she was actually repulsive ; 
her pride was a by- word and a jest ; but 
she was a faithful friend and a true wife, 
and continued to live with her heartless 
and effeminate husband, monsieur, in 
peace. 

On her son, the Due de Chartres, af- 
terward the Regent Orleans, she doted. 
In her eyes he was perfect. She was 
either blind or indifferent to his vices. 
But even he was not exempt from the 
violence of her temper. When she was 
told that he had consented to a marriage 
with Mademoiselle de Blois, daughter of 
Madame de Montespan, she struck him 
in the face. Then she flew to the king. 
The doors of the royal bedchamber are 
closed by the attendant Swiss, but the 
angry voices of Charlotte (madame) and 
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Lonis in angry altercation, penetrate into 
the gallery of the CBil de Bcenf, where 
the coart awaited the moment of the 
royal lever. 

** Sire," n^adame is heard to say, in 
her guttural German-French accent, "I 
am come to forbid the marriage of my 
son with Mademoiselle de Blois." 

" How, my sister ? " replies the full, 
deep voice of the king, that voice which 
usually created so profound an impres- 
sion on the nerves of those whom he ad- 
dressed. 

" Yes, to forbid it. Had your migesty 
desired an alliance between my son and a 
daughter of your consort, Maria Theresa, 
I should have considered it my duty to 
submit." 

" Oh ! " exclaims the king, in a loud 
voice, and quick steps are heard pacing 
up and down the room, " you would have 
condescended to accept a princess-royal 
for your daughter-in-law I " 

" Certainly, sire ; but because I com- 
mitted a mesalliance myself in marrying 
your brother, Philippe d'0rl6ans — " 

^^Pardieu! madame," breaks in the 
king. *'Do you talk of a mesalliance 
with a grandson of Henry the Great ? " 

" Certainly I do, your miyesty. What 
was Henrv the Great but an obscure 
Prince of B6arD, a beggarly little state 
among the valleys of the Pyrenees ? 
Does yonr msgesty think that the hun- 
dred quarterings of my escutcheon will 
gain lustre by the arms of Bourbon ? " 

Louis is heard to stamp on the floor. 
" Madame," he cries, in so loud a voice 
that it echoes into every comer of the 
CEil de BoBuf, ** madame, you forget your- 
self. How dare you come here to insult 
me?" 

" Sire, I come here to tell you the truth. 
My son, the Due de Chartres, has forgot- 
ten himself by listening for one instant 
to your proposal. "With my own hand I 
have chastised him as he deserves. I do 
not forget myself, whatever others may 
do. Philippe is too good for any prin- 
cess in Europe. The blood in his veins 
is that of my ancestors — the Princes 
Palatine of the Rhine. • We laugh at 



your modem houses — we laugh I Phi- 
lippe is the best man in your court. He 
knows every thing — ^painting, music, poe- 
try, science. None of you can under- 
stand him. You are too ignorant." 

*' Madame," the king is heard to say, 
" have a care — you are going too far ! " 

" No, my brother, I have not gone far 
enough," rejoins madame. "You have 
forgotten the siege of Mons, where he 
fought under your own eyes — also Stein- 
kerque and Nerwinde. It is your fault 
that Philippe does not command your 
armies. He is equal to it. Who would 
not have such a husband ? Sire, my son, 
the Due de Chartres, shall never wed 
with your bastard! " 

Louis is heard to stamp upon the floor. 
Then, in a voice hoarse with rage, he re- 
plies : " Madame, I shall hold my brother 
responsible for your insolence." 

" Why have you provoked it, then ? " 
is the reply, in a calmer tone. Charlotte 
de Bavi^re has evidently relieved her own 
violence by exciting that of the king. " I 
have a right to resist such a disgraceful 
proposal. Withdraw your marriage, and 
I am again your good sister and friend as 
heretofore." 

"We shall see, madame, we shall 
see 1 " shouts the king, whose nsual cour- 
tesy toward women is not proof against 
such an attack. 

" Yes, sire, we shall see. No person 
on earth shall make me, sanction a blot 
on my name. My opposition shall not be 
only in words. The Due de Chartres is 
my only son. I will stop the marriage in 
your presence. I will stop it at the altar 
of the chapel -royal." 

" Madame, your pride has turned your 
head. But your husband, my brother, 
shall obey me." 

" Your brother) sire, will, I know, in 
this, as in all else, be advised by me. 1 
can defend the honor of his house much 
better than he can himself, and he knows 
it. Your brother will do his duty, I 
shall do mine. I wish your mtgesty 
good-day." 

The sound of the king^s cane is au- 
dible, striking heavily on the floor as he 
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strides up and down the room. The door 
of his bedchamher opens ; Charlotte de 
Bavidre, crimson in the face, appears. 
She calls her people together, and hastily 
departs, followed by the wondering 
glances of the courtiers, standing in 
groups about the (Eil de Boeuf. 

The king, fearing that there was no 
chance of overcoming the opposition of 
madame, either by persuasions or by 
threats, consulted Madame de Maintenon. 
With characteristic duplicity, she advised 
that what could not be done openly must 
bo brought aboat by stratagem. She 
sent for the Abb6 Dubois, the dme damnSe 
of the young duke, his tutor and his 
companion, and by promises of money 
and speedy pr^erment she completely 
made him her own. Dubois promised to 
hurry on the marriage, with or without 
the consent of madame. The duke, who 
loved his mother, and respected her 
scruples, only yielded when Dubois art- 
fully represented to him the certain loss 
of all influence, as well as the personal 
animosity of the king, if he refused. 

Philippe d^ Orleans met Mademoiselle 
de Blois in the apartment of Madame de 
Maintenon. The marriage took place at 
Versailles. 

Madame was farions at what she 
termed her " dishonor." She wept, 
abused, menaced, and scolded, by turns. 
But, finding that there was no redress, 
that the marriage was legal, and that far- 
ther opposition might rouse the vengeance 
of the king, she gradually cooled down 
and received her new daughter-in-law 
with tolerable civility, particularly as the 
marriage - portion of Mademoiselle de 
Blois continued the possession of the 
Palais Koyal, with all its pictures, sculp- 
tares, and valuables, in the Orleans fam- 
ily, a gift which somewhat served to gild 
the bitter pill she was called on to swal- 
low. 

This marriage did not improve the 
duke's conduct or character. He was 
galled by what he had been forced to do; 
his temper was soured ; his excesses in- 
creased. Nor was the duchess of a dis- 
position to endear herself to any husband. 



Imperious, luxurious, and bitter-tongued, 
she always forgot that her mother, Ma- 
dame de Montespan, was not the wife of 
her father, and treated the duke as her 
inferior. He bore her extravagant pride, 
and listened to her harangues, reproaches, 
and taunts (expressed with real elo- 
quence), in silence. Sometimes he called 
her Madame Lue\fer, 

With such parents their children grew 
up in habits of licentiousness, only- 
equalled by the imperial ladies of old 
Rome. 

The Duchesse de Berry — the eldest of 
the regent's daughters — ^kept her court 
at the Luxembourg with regal ponap. 
She received ambassadors seated on a 
throne, surmounted by a canopy covered 
with the lilies of France. But she did 
not think it beneath her dignity to do the 
honors of certain petiU soupers at the Pa- 
lais Royal — too well known to need fur- 
ther mention here. 

Her sister. Mademoiselle de Yaloia, 
was as remarkable for her beauty as for 
her lack of virtue. 

Mademoiselle d'0rl6ans— third daugh- 
ter of the regent — was, if possible, more 
wanton than her sisters. To the eternal 
disgrace of the Church she was elected 
Abbess of CheUes. " Tel pire, Ul JiU; 
says the proverb. 
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AT MABLY. 



Thebs is a lane on the heights over 
Paris, sometimes embowered by wooded 
hedge-rows, sometimes skirted by open 
vineyards; this lane leads from Saint- 
Germain to Marly. 

Below the village, deep in a narrow- 
gorge, is the site of the once-famous pal- 
ace built by Louis XIV. Trees now wave 
and cattle browse on turf where once 
clustered twelve pavilions, linked togeth- 
er by arches and colonnades, in the Italian 
or villa style, to suit the royal fancy of a 
summer retreat. 
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Not a stone has been left bytheBevo- 
lation; what were onoe gardens and a 
park, is now a secluded meadow. Blue- 
bells, thyme, and primroses, carpet the 
mossy earth ; and the thrush, the cuckoo, 
and the early swallow, carol among pale 
sprays of beech and hazel. There are 
deep ditches and swampy pools, once 
carp-ponds and lakes, part of a plaisance, 
arranged in the solemn taste of that day, 
when Nature itself was cut and trimmed 
d la Louia Quatorze, 

When Louis fixed upon Marly as a 
residence, he was tired of V ersaiQes. He 
was old, he said, and needed relaxation. 
He wanted a folUy a hermitage — un rien 
enfin — where he could retire from the 
crowd and the restraints of his court, 
sleep three nights in each week, and 
ei\}oy the society of his special favorites. 

Either the king altered his plan, or 
his architect (Le N6tre) disregarded the 
royal instructions ; millions were squan- 
dered on a residence *^ which was to cost 
nothing." A forest of full-grown trees 
was brought from Compi^gne, and the 
expense of draining the marshy soil, and 
elevating the waters of the Seine into 
the Machine de Ma/rly^ was never ac- 
knowledged. 

What a stiff, solemn tyrant Louis is 
become! Selfish, exacting, pedantic, in- 
tolerant, dreaded by his children and 
grandchildren, and exercising over them 
the most absolute control. Unhappy 
royal family, how one pities them 1 Marly 
was a dreadful infliction. HI or well, 
they must go. The Duchesse de Bour- 
gogne might plead her interesting situa- 
tion, and the positive prohibition of Fa- 
gon : no matter, her name is on the list, 
she must go. The Duchesse de Berry — 
that profligate daughter of the Due d^Or- 
16ans — is in her bed seriously ill: her 
mother, the Duchesse d' Orleans, pleaded 
for her — ^in vain ; if she could not walk, 
she must be carried — to Marly she must 
go. She was dragged thither in a boat. 

Madame de Maintenon herself dared 
to confess to no ache or pain that 
availed to rescue her from standing in the 
cold winds on frosty mornings — ^for the 
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king loved the open air, and did not fear 
weather — beside him while he fed the fat 
carp in marble basins, decided upon a 
fresh alley to be cut through the woods, 
or upon a new cascade which was to fall 
from the hills, or a larger pavilion to be 
added to those already built. 

Nothing could be a greater proof of 
favor than to be included in the *^ list '' 
to Marly. It was an honor more craved 
for than a ribbon or a place at court. 
The names of the distinguished few were 
written down in the king^s own hand (a 
very bad specimen of caligraphy), after 
due consultation with Madame de Main- 
tenon. She was fond of Marly, hence its 
favor as a residence. She had herself su- 
perintended the building, seated in her 
gilt sedan-chair, the king, hat in hand, 
standing by her side. At Marly she 
could better isolate him than at Ver- 
sailles. His loneliness threw him more 
under her influence and under that of the 
Due de Maine. These two, pupil and 
governess, perfectly understand each oth- 
er. There is to be a codicil to the royal 
will, virtually passing over the Duo d'Or- 
16ans, his nephew, to invest Maine with 
all the powers of a regent. Madame de 
Maintenon represents this hypocritical 
son of De Montespan as a simple-hearted, 
unostentatious man, wholly occupied by 
his attendance on his miyesty and with 
his classical studies. The king, whose 
personal activity is diminished, and whose 
powers of mind are impaired, believes it. 
Louis, once renowned as the finest horse- 
man, sportsman, runner, dancer, shot, 
and charioteer, driving four horses with 
ease and grace, in France, is now stiff and 
somewhat infirm. Too indolent to move 
about and inquire for himself, he sees and 
hears only through Madame de Maintenon* 
To others he is an unbending autocrat. 

If Louis is feared as a parent, he is 
hated as a sovereign. The denunciations 
of his ci-detant Protestant wife in the in- 
terests of his salvation lash him into in- 
expressible terror of perdition. She sug- 
gests that he can best expiate the ex- 
cesses of his former life by a holocaust to 
the Almighty of aU the heretics within 



262 



BOHANGE OV OLD COUBT-LIFE IN FRANCE. 



liis realm. The Jesaits press him sorelj. 
Terrified by threats of awful judgments 
upon impenitent sovereigns, Louis signs 
the revocation of the Edict of Nantes. 
He expels the Jansenists, destroys their 
pleasant reftige on a wooded hill near 
Maintenon, accepts the bull Uhigenittis, 
exiles tlie Cardinal de NoaiUes, and fills 
the state-prisons with recusant bishops. 

The whole of France is in indescriba- 
ble confusion. The south, where the re- 
formed faith prevails, is deluged with 
blood. Many thousands of industrious 
and orderly citizens doom themselves to 
perpetual exile rather than abjure the 
Protestant faith. 

Le Grand Monarque is now a lonely, 
melancholy old man. Defeat has dogged 
his armies ; the elevation of his grand- 
child, Philip, to the throne of bpain has 
wellnigh brought France to destruction. 
Death has been busy with liis family : the 
daaphin is dead; his son, the Due de 
Bonrgogne, is dead ; Adelaide de Savoie, 
his wife, most justly dear to Louis, is 
also dead ; and now there only remains 
one little life, their son, the infant Duo 
d'Au^ou, between himself and the ex- 
tinction of his direct line. The court at 
Marly is as lugubrious and austere as Ma- 
dame de Maintenon and the Jesuits can 
make it. 

Yet a shadow of the pomp and eti- 
quette of Versailles is still kept up. On 
certain days, after dinner, which takes 
place at noon, his mc^esty receives the 
royal family. The folding-doors of the 
royal suite are thrown open, and Louis 
appears. His hat with overtopping 
feathers is on his head, one hand is 
placed upon the breast of his coat, the 
other rests upon an ormolu table. He 
wears a diamond star ; and a blue ribbon 
is ))a8sed across his breast. His coat is 
of black velvet, his waistcoat of red satin 
richly wrought with gold, and he wears 
diamonds in his shoe-buckles and in his 
garters. On his head is a ponderous 
black wig, raised high on the forehead. 
This black wig gives his thin, hatchet- 
shaped face, seamed with wrinkles, a 
» ghastly look. Louis changes his wigs 



many times each day to suit various oo* 
casions. He has wigs for all emergendei. 
In figure he is much shrunk, and is slight- 
ly bent. As he stands, his hand resting 
on the table for support, every movement 
is studied to impose sUence and awe. 
To the day of his death he is migestic, 
and has the grandest manners in the 
world. 

The royal family, conducted through 
galleries and colonnades lined with exot* 
ics and orange-trees (for Louis loves or- 
ange-flowers, all other scents and es- 
sences, however, being forbidden), pass 
before him. They wear mantles or man- 
telets, according to their rank. To this 
obeisances of those who eigoy the honor 
of the /auteuil his migesty returns a de- 
cided bow. Others who occupy tahaureti 
only, receive but a qualified acknowledg- 
ment. People who sit on /^^iante are not 
received at Marly at all. 

After the reception come the visits. 
Those who, by their rank, are entitled to 
receive as well as to pay visits, flutter 
backward and forward, with painful ac- 
tivity. Madame la Duchesse or Madame 
la Princesse rushes out of one door and 
in at another, shouldering her train, to 
salute a royal personage and return be- 
fore more company arrive to visit herself. 
Sometimes a call of ceremony is arranged 
to Saint-Germain, situated about two 
miles from Marly, where the unhappy 
James II. and his queen, Mary of Mo- 
dena, reside, as annuitants on the royal 
bounty. Here the question as to who 
should wear mantles and who mantelets, 
who should have fauteuiU and who to- 
loureis^ complicates itself to such an ex- 
tent (the etiquette of the English court 
having also to be duly considered) that 
even his m%)esty grows embaiTossed, and 
cuts the Gordian knot by not sitting down 
at all. He exchanges a few casual phrases 
with the exiled Stuarts standing^ and 
forthwith returns to the rural retreat of 
Marly. 






J 



"THE END.** 
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CHAPTER LXX. 



"the EOT)." 



Ow St-Lonis day, 25th of Augnst, 
1715, the king, then seventy-seven years 
old, felt serionsly indisposed. The dis- 
ease from which he suffered was at first 
called sciatica. On the 15th he dined in 
his hedroom at one o'clock. Later he 
was able to rise and was carried into the 
saloon of Madame de Maintenon, where 
he met his ministers. Next day he pre- 
sided at the council of state held in a 
room a^joiniQg his bedroom. On the 
25th he was sensibly worse. On the 
28th, in consequence of fatal symptoms, 
his surgeon Mar6chal proposed to ampu- 
tate his leg. The aged king scanned the 
surgeon's face attentively. 

" How long should I last then ? " he 
asked. 

Mar6chal'8 hand was on Louis's wrist. 
His pulse did not vary while he waited 
for an answer. 

"In that case," returned Mar6chal, 
"your mfgesty might hope to survive 
some days, perhaps some weeks longer." 

" Then it is not worth while," was the 
reply, in a steady voice. " How long can 
I live funOy Mar6chal ? Tell me the truth." 

" Till Wednesday most probably, your 
majesty." 

" All ! my death is to be on Wednes- 
day. It is well. It is not so hard to die 
ns I had thought." 

He said no more at that time. Ma- 
dame de Maintenon sat beside him. Pdre 
Letellier, his confessor, and a Jesuit, 
hovered about his bed. In his hand was 
a paper concerning the bull UhigenituSj 
which he urged the king to sign. So 
merciless was his persistence that the at- 
tendants turned him out of the room. 
The Duo de Maine and his brother, the 
Oomte de Toulouse, watched. The royal 
will and codicil, sealed with seven seals, 
making Maine virtually regent, was 
walled up until the king's death. The 
Parliament was known to he in favor of 
the Due d'0rl6ans. It was needfhl to he 



first in the field. Maine never took his 
eyes off his father. There lay that father, 
his prominent features sharpened by ap- 
proaching death, upon his bed, such as 
we see it now, for no other monarch has 
lain in it since ; the tester and framework 
of dark wood, from which gloomy satin 
curtains hang, carved and gilt, and guard- 
ed by a ruelle or balustrade of gilded pil- 
lars, which none dare pass. Upon his 
feet lay a counterpane, worked by the 
pupils of Saint-Oyr. On the walls, near 
enough for his eye to rest upon, hung 
the portrait of his mother, Anne of Aus- 
tria, and two other pictures — St. John, 
by Raphael ; and David, by Domenichino. 
These pictures never left him, even on 
his shortest journeys. On the mantel- 
piece, near the bed, was a bust of his 
dead favorite, Adelaide de Savoie. 

At the king's desire, Madame de Yen- 
tadour brought in the five-year old Duo 
d'Aiyou, son of the Due de Bourgogne, 
his great-grandson and successor. " Allow 
me to kiss him, madame," said Louis, 
courteous to the last. The child was 
lud upon the bed, and burst out crying. 
Madame de Yentadour took him in her 
arms to comfort him. " My child," said 
Louis, bending his diin eyes upon the 
rosy-cheeked boy, "yon will soon be 
king over a great people. Give thanks 
to God for all yon po'ssess. Keep peace 
with your neighbors. I have loved war 
too much. Do all that I have left un- 
done.'^ Again and again he kissed the 
frightened child, ere he would let him go. 

Then he desired to speak with such 
nobles and courtiers as waited without. 
" I die," he said, " in the Catholic faith. 
I am myself ignorant of the merits of the 
various schisms which divide it. I have 
followed such advice as was given me. 
If I have erred, my advisers alone are 
responsible, not L I call God to witness 
that what I say is true. Gentlemen, J 
bid you all good-by. Forget my bad ex- 
ample. Pray for me." 

Then the dying monarch turned his 
face toward Madame de Maintenon, who 
was seated within the r^ielU of the bed. 
" Madame," he said, in a low voice, " I 
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regret no one bnt jon. I hare not made 
you happy." His voice, hitherto firm, 
now faltered. '^ Bat I have one consola- 
tion in leaving you," he added, " we shall 
soon meet again." He tried to look at 
her, bnt Madame de Maintenon turned 
from him with disgust. She shuddered. 

** What a rendezvous I " she muttered 
half aloud. ^^Ue cares for no one but 
himself." Bolduc, the king's apothecary, 
waa near, and heard her say so. That 
very day she left him while he dozed, and 
drove away to Saint-Oyr. 

On Sunday, the 1st of September, 
Louis died. His confessor, the Jesuit 
Letellier, never returned. Madame de 
MaintenoD remained at Saint-Gyr. Save 
the Cardinal de Rohan, and the parish 
priest of Versailles, all had forsaken him. 
No sooner had he breathed his last, than 
precautions were necessary to guard his 
body fVom insult. 

While the first lord in waiting, stand- 
ing at the central window within the 
royal bedchamber which overlooks the 
Oour de Marbre, the town of Versailles, 
and the forest, broke his hdton of office, 
shouting in a loud voice, " The king is 
dead t Long live the king ! " blasphe- 
mous songs and brutal jests passed from 
group to group of low women gathered 
along the streets. 



When the funeral procession left Ver- 
sailles, almost secretly in the twilight, 
reaching the Bois de Boulogne and the 
plain of Saint-Denis by tracks and coun- 
try-roads, crowds followed it, bellowing 
horrible imprecations. Along the cause- 
way, outside the barriers of Versailles, 
temporary tents were pitched, where 
peasants stood, glass in hand, to toast 
the corpse with curses. These peasants 
and the townsmen of Versailles bad heard 
of millions squandered on royal mistresses, 
while the people starved ; of war abroad 
and persecutions at home ; of intolerance, 
which spared no one; of ruin, exile, im- 
prisonment, and torture. The country 
people and the populace did not acknowl- 
edge the dead as Louis the Great. The 
citizens hated him. These men neither 
knew nor cared that he had a sonorous 
voice, a measured and solemn delivery 
that gave weight to his smallest utter- 
ances, that leading a life of vice he ob- 
served outward decorum, that he had a 
migestic presence and a stately man- 
ner. These men weighed him — ^manners 
against acts, life against words — and 
found him wanting. Posterity readjust- 
ed the scales and pronounced them just. 
The great Revolution declared the bal- 
ance. Louis XVI. expiated the crimes of 
his ancestors on the scaffold. 
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